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Lords of King Henry’s fede. 





Earl ee oe hd 
Lord ¢ liftord, 
Earl of Richm 
Richard, Duke 
Edward, Elde 


ond, a Youth, 

ff York, 

ff Som to the Duke of York, aftermards King Edward IV. 

George, Duk of Clarence, fecond Son.to the Duke of York. 

Richard, Duke of "Gloucefter, third Son to the Duke of York, afterwarde 
King Richard III. 

Edmund, Earl of Rutland, youngeft Son to the Duke of York, 

Dike ¢ of Norfolk, 


Mar qu Lis of Montague, 


P 2 
ajterwards King Henry VII. 


Earl ¢ f Warwick, 
eS Bee x Salishi j a . 
art oF Saisoury, 6 K 
Earl of Salisb ‘S of the Duke of York's. Party. 
La | Oy I Ee] abroke, 
Lord Haf tin 2S, 
y ord Sta TroLr rd, 
Sir John PES me s ear ; 
oad - Unkles to the D fg 
Sir Hugh Morti mer, kles t0 the Duke of York i 


Sir William Stanley, afterwards Earl of Derby. 
Lord Rivers, Brother to the Lady Gray. 

Sir John Montgomery. 

Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Mayor of Cor ventry. 

Mayor and Aldermen of York. 

Flumphry and Sinklo, two Huntfmens 


Lewis, King of France. 
Bourbon, Admiral of France: 


Queen Margaret. 
Bona, Siffer to the French King. 


kody Soap Widow of Sir Richard Gray, afterwards Lueen to Kd- 


Soldiers and other Attendants on } King Henry, and King Edward. 
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Alarum. Enter Duke of York, Edward, Richard, 


1t, +h] 
Norfolk 9 Mount: gue, vVal ‘wick, ana soldiers. 


WARWICK, 


Wonder how the King efcap’d our Hands? 


York, While we purfu’d the Horfemen: of 
the North, 
He flily ftole away, and left his Men: 
Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland; 
oe 


W hofe Wablike Ears could never brook Re- 





Chear’d up the drooping Army, and himfelf, (treat; 
Lord Clifford and Lord Stafford all a-breatt, 
} Hp bi Charg’d our main Battel’s Front; and breaking ip, 
Were by the Swords of common Soldiers ‘Lin. 
ad Edw. Lord Staffora’s Father, Duke of Backinghane, 
Is either flain or wounded dangerous. 
cj I cleft his Beaver with a do wneright blow: 
bw That this is true, Father, behold his Blood. 
tthe Mount. And, Brother, here’s the Ear! of Wilt fhire’s Blood; 
Whom I encountred 4 s the Battéls join’d. 
is Rich. Speak thow Et me, and tell chem what I did. 
Lue Vou LY, B 2 
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1540 The Third Part of 


York. Richard hath beft deferv’d of all my Sons: 
SS : , age J 
But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerfer ? 
Norf. Such hope have all the Line of ohn of Gaunt. 


Rich. Thus do t hope to fhake King Henry's Head. 


War. And fo dol, victorious Prince of York, . 
Before I fee thee feated in the Throne, 
Which now the Houfe of Laxcafier ulurps, 
I vow by Heav’n, thefe Eyes fhall never clofe. 
This is the Palace of the fearful Kine, 
And this the Regal Seat; poflefs it York, 
For this 1s thine, and not King Flenry’s Heirs. 

fore. Afiitt me then, {weer Warwick, and I will; 
For hither we have broken in by force, 

Norf. We'll all affift you; he that flies fhall die. 

York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk ; {tay by me my Lords, 
And Soldiers flay and ] dee by me this Nis ht. | They G0 Upe 
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War. And when the King comes, offer him no Violence, 
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Unlefs he feck to thruft you out by force, 
York, The Queen this day here holds her Parliament, 


But little thinks we fhall be of her Counfel: 
By Words or Blows here let us win our right. 
Rich, Arm’d as we are, let’s {tay within this Houfe. 
War. Vhe bloody Parliament thall this be call’d, 
Unlefs P/ int Agent, Duke of Tork, be King, 
And bathful Henry de pos'd, whofe Cowardife 
Hath made us by-words to our Enemies 


~~ @ 


York. Then leave me not, my Lords, be refolute, 
I mean. to take poffeffion of my Right, 


? 


War. Neither the King, nor he that loves-him beft, 
The proudeft He that holds up Lancaf 


447 ifaw 
wel PES ELS Vjttl s 


Dares ftir a Wing, if Warwick thake his Bells. 

Pil plant Plantagenet, roct him up who dare: 

Refolve thee Richard, claim the Exclif> Crown, 

Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland, W efimore 
land, Exeter, and others. 

K. Henry. My Lords, look where the fturdy R ebel fits, 
Even in the Chair of Srate: belike he means, 
Back’d by the Power of Warwick, that falfe Peer, 
To afpire unto the Crown, and Reign as King, 
Earl of Northumberland, he flew thy Father, 4 
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King Henry VI. 1541 


And thine, Lord-Clifford, and you have both vow’'d revenge 
Oi him, his Sons, his fav GEE rS and his Friends, 
North. lf I be not; Heav’ns be reveng’d on me, 
Clif. The } hope there of makes Clifford mourn in Steel, 
Wet. W hat, {hal ail we {uffe Tr this é Lets ple ick | bim down. 
My H art for anger burns, I sana: brook it. 
K. Henry. Be patient, gentle Earl of Weffmorland, 
Clif. Patience is for Poltroons, and fuch is he: 
He = not fic there had your Father liv’d. 
My ic! ious L is ere inthe Parhament 
Let 0 us affail the aru ly of York 
Bhris. dee shou fpol ke ns — te be it f 


And they have Pome of - § yiditers cae their ‘beck 2 
Weft. But when the D ike 15 — Spa ll quickly fly. 
K. Henry. Far be the thought of this from Henry's Heart, 
ike a Shambles of the Pe rliament Houfe, 
Co in of Exeter, Frowns, Words and Threats, 
Shall be the War that Hex ry means to ufe. 
Thou faGious Duke of York, de {cend t my Throne, 
And kn eel for ouaee and Mercy at my Feet, 
I am thy Soveraig 
Tork. Henry 1 am 1 thine. 
Exe. For fhame come dowp, he made thee Duke of 
York. 
York. It was my Inheritance, asthe Earldom was. 
Exe. Thy Father was a a or to the Crown, 
War. Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Crown, 
In following this ufurping Sees 
Clif. Whom fhould he follow, but his natural King? 
War. True, Clift 7 and that’s Richard Duke of York, 
K. Henry. And thal! I ftand, and thow fit in my Thione? 
York, It muft and ‘hall be (5, content thy felf, 
War. Be Duke of Lancaffer, Ict him be King. 
Weft. He is both King and Duke of Lancaffer, 
And that the Lord of We fimorla wna thall maintain. 
War. And Warwick thall difprove it. You forget, 
That we are thofe which ap asd you from the Field, 
And flew your Fathers, and with Cc ours {pread 


Mai ch'd G throu ugh the City to th e Palace ¢ Gates. 


B 3 North. 
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1542 
North. Yes, Wawick, Y remember it to my egrisf. 
And | by his Soul, thou and thy Houfe fhall rue it. 
Weft. Plantagenet, of t hee al id thefe thy Sons, 
‘Thy Kinfmen, and thy Friends, Ill have more lives 
‘Chan drops of Blood were in my | Father ie 


$c. Soe 
“a - = Mj 


: Clif. Urge i itno more, left that inftead of words 
4 I fend thee, Warwick, {uch a Meffenger, 
; As fhall re venge his De ah before I ftir, 


War. Poor C, liffora! how Ifcorn his worthlefs Threats. 
Tork. Willy you, we fhew our Title to the Crown 2 


F: . enanee Riedl 8 1} p] 
ff not, our Swords fhall plead it in the Field. 
r 


K. Henry. W hat Fae halt thou, T Faitor; to the Crown? 
Thy Father was, as thou art, Duke of Yor/ 5 


F 
Thy Grandfather Roger Aortimer, Earl of Adarch. 
i am the Son of Henry the Fifth, 
Who made the >» Daup hin and the French to ftoop, 
And feiz’d upon theit Towns and Provinces, 
Var. Tal K not of Fraz ACE, fith thou haft loft it all. 

K. Henry. The Lord ProteGor loft it, and not. I; 

When I was Crown’d I was but nine Montks old. 
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ough now, 
ne | And yet methinks vou |: ots. ; 
4 Father, tear the Crown from the Ufurper’s Head. 
r E£aw. Sweet Father do fo, fet it on your Head, 
‘ Léiount - Good eet 
i As thou lov’ it and honoureft Arms, 
oe Let's fight it out, and not ftand cavell; ing th 
t gi : ot “ave tnus, 
in : Rick, SO 


ad rs 
und Drums and Trumpets, cand the King will 


Tork. Sons, Peace. 
KX, Henry, Peace thou, and give King Lenry leave to {peak. 

War, Plant tagenet fha beak firft: Hear him Lords 
And be you filene and attentive too, 
= For he that interrupts him, hall not live 

K. leary. Think t thou that t Iwill leave my Kingly Throne 

Wi herein my Grandfire and my Father fat? : 
No; firfi thal ‘| War unpeople this my Realm; 
Ay, and their Colours often born in France, 
znd how in England, to our Hearts fPreat Sorrow 

Shall b: -my Winding- -theet: — faint 5 Vou , Lords? 
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WAr. But p prove it, fTenry, and thou fhale be Ky 


; An. + = . 
K. Feni [ Je He ole the Four th DY Conque it fot the Crown 
Yor. °? i Ww as bh 


Rebellion againft his King. 
K. Henry. I [ kno w not what to fay, my Titles weak: 
Tell me, may not a King g adopt an Heir2 


Tork. What + then 2 C 

K. Henry, Andif he may,then am I Jaw wiul 
For Richard, in the view of many Lord 
Refign’d the Crown to Henry the int 
Whofe Heir my Father was, and I am his. 

York, He rofe againit him, being his Soveraien, 
And made him to refign his Cros wn perforce. 


King: 


War. Suppofe, my Lords, he di dit unconttrain’d, 
Think you ‘twere prejudicial to his Crown? 
Exe. No; for he could not fo re fign | his Crown, 
But that the next Heir fhould fucceed and reign. 
K. aes Art thou a again{t us, Duke of Exeter? 
Exe. His is the right, and one fore pansion me. 
York, Why whifper you, my Lords, and anfwer not 
Exe. My Confcience tells me, he is lawful Kit ng. 
K. Henry, All will revolt from me, and turn to him 
North. PL intagenet, for all the claim thou lay’ft, 
Think not, that Henry thall be depos'd. 
War. Depos’d d he fhall be, I in defpite of all. 
North. Thou art deceiv’d: 
Tis not thy Southern Power 
Of Effex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, 
= hich prialves thee thus prefu Imptuous and proud, 
Can fet the Duke up in def (ight of me, 
Clif. King Henry, be thy Title right or wrong, 
Lord Cliford vows to fight in thy defence; 
May that ground gape, “and {wallow me alive, 
Where I fhall kneel to him that flew my Father. 


K. Flenry, Oh Clifford, how thy words revive my Heart 
rk, Henry of Lancafter, refign thy Crown: 
wh hat mutter you, or what confpire you, Lords? 
War. Do right unto this Princely Duke of York, 
Or I will fill the Houfe with armed Men, 
And o’er the Chair of State, where now he fits, 
Write up his Title with ufurping Blood. 


[ He ftan aps with his foot, and the Soldiers fhew themfelves, 
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1544 The Third Part of 


K. Heury. My Lord of Warwick, hear me but one word; 
Letm for th . Cine ines as s King. 

York, Confirm the Crown to me, and to mine Heirs, 
And iat fhalt Reigo in eee: V hil le thou liv it. 

K. Henry. Iam content: Richard Pla ntagentt, 
Enjoy the Kingdom after my deceafe. 

Clif. Whar wrong is chis un to the Prince, your Son? 

Ware Whar gv his to England, and himfelf? 

Weft. Bat 
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é, fe art rl ard det pal Ing Get t [ 
Cif. How hatt thou injur’d 1 both thy felf and us! 


se fs 
VE} 


eft. 1 cannot {tay to hear thefe Articles, 
y ; v 


Clif. Come Coufin, let us tell the Queen thefe News. 
c od en nd deg enerate King, 
In whole cold Bl. od no f ark O »f Hanoi: bides. 
Norto. Be thou a p rey unto the Houfe of York, 
And die in Bands, for this uamar ly deed. 
Let. iy J ad fi il Wai (} } 7p 
UU fe AD are ,0 TU Var, Ma y { (nou be OV ercome;s 
Or; live in Pp eace 46a don d and def DIS d. 


Le xi tnt Nor. Chiff. Weltm, 
- Turn this way, Henry, and regard them not, 


i xe. They feek revenge, and therefore will not yield, 
K. He; VY. Ah Exe ey 


War. V nes (hould you figh 1 my Lord? 


K. Henry. N: c for my felf, Lord Warwick, but my Son, 


yan [ unnatr ally fhall difirherir. 


Bur be it as it may; I here ental 
The Cree nto thee, and to thine Heirs for 
2B OpSItGeEE that here you take an Oath 
To ceafe this Civil Ws ar; and whilft I live, 
To honour me 4s thy King and Soverai: on: 
Neither by Treafon nor Hoftilir 
To feek to put me down, and Reign sy felf, 
York. This Oath [ willingly take, and will perform, 
War. Long hi live Ki ng Hen ry: Plantag ener, embrace him, 
K. He ry. And longs liveth ou, and thefe rh ¥ forward Sons 
York. Now Tor R band Lancafter are recot cil'd, < 
Exe. Accurlt be} ne that fecks CO ma ke them Foes. 
Sonet. were they Come dowy. 
York. Farewe), my g1 ; 


cious To rd, Pil to my Caftle 
bes Fat: i ite 
War, ‘And Yl keep tats with my Soldiers 

Seav Ss 





ever; 


Nerf, 





| , | 


@) | : | 
a i 
i] 





= = o-— & 
) ti © @ lil 

i ol Oa Oe © AR Oa Oe’ r 

— = 

He . @ ay ae 

>) ee See : 


King Henry VI. 


Norf. And I to Norfolk with my Followers. 

; Mount. And! unto the Sea from whence I came. [ Exe, 
ls K, Henry, And I with grief and forrow to the Court. 

Enter the Queen, and the Prince of Wales. 
Exe. Here comes the Queen, 
Wh fe looks bewray her anger : 
mn I'll fteal away. 

K. Henry, Exeter fo will T: | Going. 
| Queen, Nay, gonot from me I will follow thec---- 
: K. fenry. Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will ftay. 
Queen. Who can be patient in fuch extreams2 

Ah wretched Man! would I hed dy’d a Maid, 
And never feen thee, never born thee ‘ on, 
Seeing thou haft prov’d fo unnatural a Father, 
Hath he deferv’d to lofe his Birch-right thus 2 
Hadft thou but lov’d him half fo much as I, 
Or felt that pain which I did for him once, 
Or nourifht him, as I did with my Blood ; 
Thou wouldft hae left thy deareft Heart-blood there, 
el Rather than made that Savage Duke thine Heir, 
And difinherited thine only Son. 
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id Prince. Father, you cannot difinherit me: 
If you be King, why fhould not I fucceed? 
K. Henry. Pardon me, Margaret; pardon me, {weetSon3 
‘i The Earl of Warwick and the Duke enfore’d me. 
| Queen, Enforc’d thee? artthou King, and wilt be forc’d2 
I fhame to hear thee fpeak; ah timorous Wretch! 
Thou haft undone thy felf, thy Son, and me, 
And given unto the Houfe of York fuch head, | 
As thou fhalet Reign but by their fufferance, 
To entail him and his Heirs unto the Crown, 
What is it, but to make thy Seputchre, 
And creep into it far before thy time? 
Warwick is Chancellor, and the Lord of Calais, 
Stern Faulconbridge commands the narrow Se 
The Duke is made Prote@or of the Realm, 
Ard yet thalt thou be fafe ? fuch fafety finds 
The trembling Lamb, invironed with W olves, 
Had T ben there, which am a4 filly Woman, 
The Soldiers fhould havet {s’d me on their Pikes, 
Before I would have granted to that AG, 
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1546 The Third Part of 


But thou preferr’ft thy Life before thine honour? 
And feeing thou doft, I here divorce my felf, 
Both from thy Table, Hexry, and thy Bed, 
Until that Act of Parliament be repealed, | 
Whereby my Son 1s difinherited. 
The Northern Lords, that have forfworn thy Colours, 
Will follow mine, if once they fee them fpread : 
And fpread they fhall be, to thy foul difgrace, 
And utter ruin'‘of the Houfe of York, 
Thus do I leave thee; come Son, let’s away, | 
Our Army is ready, come, we'll after them. 

K. Henry. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me fpeak. 

Quecx. Thou haft {poke too much already; get thee 
Pone. 

K. Henry. Gentle Son Edward, thou wilt fiay with me? 

Queens Ay, to be murther’d by his Enemies. 

Prince. When I return with Vi@ory from the Field, 
I'll fee your Grace; *till then Ill follow her. 

Queen. Come, Son, away, we may not linger thus. 

| Exeunt Queen and Prince. 
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K. Henry. Poor Queen, 
How love to me, and to her Son, 
Hath made her break out into terms of Rage. 
Reveng’d may fhe be on that hateful Duke, 
Whole haughty Spirit, winged with defire, 
Will coft my Crown, and like an empty Eagle. 
. ? o ‘ 
Tire on the Flefh of me, and of my Son. 
The lofs of thofe three Lords torments my Heart; 
Pil write unto them, and entreat them fair; 
Come, Coufin, you fhall be the Meffenger. 
Exe. And I hope fhall reconcile them all. [ Exit. 
Enter Richard, Edwards and Mountague. 
Rich. Brother, though I be youngeft, give me leave 
£dw. No, I can better play the Orator, 
Mount. But I have reafons {trong and forcible, 
Enter the Duke of York, 
York. Why, how now Song and Brother, at a ftrife2 
What is your Quarrel? how began it fir? 
Edw. No Quarrel, but a flight Contention. 
York, About what 
Rich. About that which concerns 


cage i seen . your Grace and us, 
The Crown of Exgland, Father, w 


hich is yours, Tork, 
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King Henry VI. 


York, Mine, Boy ¢ not “till King Henry be dead. 
Rich. Your Right depends not on his Life, or Death, 
Eaw. Now, you are Heir, therefore enjoy it now: 

By giving the Houfe of Lancafter leave to breathe, 

It willout-run you, Father, in the end, 

York. 1 took an Oath, that he thould quietly Reign, 
Edw. But for a Kingdom any Oath may be broken: 

{ would break a thoufand Oaths to Reign one Year. 
Rich. No; God forbid your Grace fhould be forfworn. 
York. 1 thall-be, if I claim by open War. 

Rich. Vl prove the contrary, if you'll hear me {peak. 
York, Thou can’ft not, Son, it is impoflible. 
Rich. An Oath is of no'moment, being not took 

Before a true and lawful Magiftrate, 

That hath Authority over him that Swears. 

Henry had none, but did ufurp the Place. 

Then feeing “twas he that made you to depofe, 

Your Oath, my Lord, is vain and frivolous. 

Therefore to Arms: and, Father, do but think, 
How {weet a thing it is to wear a Crown, 
Within whofe Circuit is Elyfiam, 
And all chat Poets feign of Blifs and Joy. 
Why do we linger thus? I-cannot reft, 
Wontil the white Rofe that I wear, be dy’d 
Even in the lukewarm Blood of Heuzry’s Heart, 
York. Richard, enough: I will be King, or die. 
Brother, thow fhalt to Londoxz prefently, 
And. whet on Warwick to this Enterprize. 
Thou, Richard, thalt go to the Duke of Norfolk, 
And tell him privily of our intent. 
You, Edward, fhall unto my Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kezti fhmen will willingly rife. 
4n them I-truft; for they are Soldiers, 
Witty, courteous, liberal, full of Spirit. 
While you are thus employ’d, what refteth more, 
But that I feek occafion how to rife2 
And yet the King not privy to my drift, 
Nor any of the Honfe of Laxcaffer. 
Exter Gabriel. 
Bot flay, what News? why com {tthou in fuch poft 2 
Gab,:The Queen, $e 
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1548 The Third Part of 


With all the Northern Earls and Lords, 
Intend here to befiege you in your Caftle. 
She is hard by, with twenty thoufand Men; 
And therefore fortifie your Hold, my Lord, 
York, Ay, with my Sword. . 

What, think’{t thou that we fear them? 
Edward and Richard, you thall ftay with me, 
My Brother Adontague fhall poft to London. | 
Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rett, 
Whom we have.left Protectors of the King, | 
With powerful Policy ftrengthen themfelves, | 
And truft not fimple Hezry, nor his Oaths. 

Mont. Brother, I go: Vi win them, fear it not. 
And thus moft humbly I do take my leave. 

[Exit Montague, 
Enter Sir John Mortimer, azd Sir Hugh Mortimer. 

York. Sir John, and Sir Hugh Adortimer, mine Uncles, 
You are come to Sandal ina happy hour. 
‘The Army of the Queen means to befiege us, 

Sir Fohn. She fhall not need, we'll meet her in the Field. 

York, What, with five thoufand Men2 

Rich, Ay, with five hundred, Father, for a need. 
A Woman’s General; what fhould we fear2 

| 4 march afar Offe 






































Edw. I hear their Drums: 
Eet’s fet our Men in order, 
And iffue forth, and bid them Battel {treight, 
York, Five Men to twenty, though the odds be ereat, 
I doubt not, Unele,. of our Victory. 
Many a Battel have I won in France, 
When as the Enemy hath been ten to one : 
Why fhould I not now have the like Succefs 2 
[ Alaruss, Exit. 
Enter Rutland, and his Tutor. 
Ret. Ah, whether fhal] ] flie, to feape their Hands2 
Ah, Tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes, 
Enter Clifford. 
Cif. Chaplain, away, thy Priefthood faves thy Life; 
As for the Brat of this accurfed Duke, 
W hofe Father flew my Father, he fthall die. 


futor, And I, my Lord, will bear him Company, 
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King Henry VI. 


Clif. Soldiers, away with him. 
Tutor. Ah Clifford, murther not this innocent Child, 
Left thou be hated both of God and Man. [ Exit. 
Cif. How now 2 is he dead already 2 | 
Or is it fear that makes him clofe his Eyes 2 
Til open them. 
Rut. So looks the pent-up Lyon o’er the wretch; 
That trembles under his devouring Paws: 
And fo he walks, infulting o’er his Prey, 
And fo he comes to rend his Limbs afunder, 
Ah, gentle Ciford, kill me with thy Sword, 
And not with fuch a cruel threatning Look. 
Sweet Clifford, hear me {peak before I die: 
I am too mean a fubje&t of thy wrath, 
Be thou reveng’d on Men, and let me. live. 
Clif. In vain thou fpeak’ft, poor Boy: 
My Father’s Blood hath ftopt the paflage 
Where thy Words fhould enter. 
Rut. Then let my 'Father’s Blood open it apain, 
He is a Man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 
Clif. Had I thy Brethren here, their lives and thine 
Were not revenge fufiicient for me: 
No, if I digg’d up thy Fore-fathers Graves, 
And hung their rotten Coffins up ‘in Chains, 
It could not flake mine Ire, nor eafe my Heart. 
The fight of any of the Houfe of York, 
Is as a fury to torment my Soul: 
And ’till I root out their accurfed Line, 
And leave not one alive, Ilive in Hell, 
Therefore 
Rut. O let me pray before I take my Death: 
To thee, I pray {weet Ciifford, pity me. 
Cif. Such pity as my Rapier’s point affords. 
Rut, I never did thee harm; why wilt thou flay me? 
Clif. Thy Father hath, 
Rut. But twas eer I was born. 
Thou haft one Son, for his fake pity me, 
Left in revenge thereof, fith God is juft, 
He be as miferably flain as I. 
Ab, let me live in Prifon all my Days, 
And when I give occafion of Offence, 
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The Third Part of 


Then let me die, for now thou haft no caufe. . 
Clif. No caufe? thy Father flew my Father, therefore die, 
Rui. Dii faciant, laudis fumma fit ifta tua. | Stabs him: 
uf 4 Planta genet, [ come, Plantagenet. 

And this thy Son’s Blood cleaving to my Blade, 

Shall rut upon my.Weapon, rill thy Blood 

Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe off both. [ Exite 

Ali uz. Enter Rici hard Dake C of York. 
he A he Queen hath got the Field: 
hb, The Army of the Queen hath Sot t e Pie 

fay Und es both are flain in refcuing me, 

ade my | Followers, to the eager Foe 

Turn back, fly, like Ships before the W ind, 

Or L ambs purfu’d by hunger-{ftarved Wolves, 

My Sons, God knows ae hath bechanced them: 


a 


But this I know, they have demean’d themfelves 
Like Mca fas to Renown, by Life or Death. 
ei 


Three times dt d Rithard make a Lane to me, 

And thrice cry'd, Courage, Father, fight it out: 
And full a$ oft come Edward to mv fide: 
With purr Falchion, painted to the Hilt 
fn Blood of thofe that had encountred him; 
And when the hardieft. Warriors did retire, 
Richard a cry 'd, Charge, and give no foot of Ground! 
And cry’d, a Crown, or elfe a glorious Tomb, 
A Soares er, or an Earthly Sepulcher. 
With this we charg’d again; but out alas, 
We bode’d again ; as tl have feen a Swan 
With bootlefs labour {wim againft the Ti de, 
And fpend her ftrength with over-matchit ng Waves. 

| foort Alarum within 
Ah hark, the fatal Followers do purfue, 
And I am faint, and cannot BY their fury. 
And were I ftrong, I would not fhun theit + Farge 
The Sands are numbred that make up my Life, 
Here muit I ftay, and | here my Life muft end, 
Enter the Queen, Clifford, Wonkambe erland, the Prince of 
Wales, azd Soldiers. 

Come, bloody Céfford, rough /Vorthumberland, 
I dare your quenchlefs fur ry to more rage : 
I am your Butt, and I abide your fhor. 

North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plan agénes. 
Clif: 
—~ 
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King Henry VI. 1 


Clif. Ay, to fuch mercy as his ruthlefs Arm 
With downright payment fhew’d unto my Father. 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his Car, 

And made an Evening at the Noon-tide Prick. 

York. My Afhes; as the Phoenix, may bring forth 
A Bird, that will revenge upon you all: 

And in that hope I throw mine Eyes to Heav’n, 
Scorning whate’er you can affi@ me with. 
Why come you not? what! Multirudes and fear2 

Clif. So Cowards fight when they can fly no fartl 
So Doves do peck the Falcons piercing Talons, 

So defperate Thieves, all hopelefs of their Lives, 
Breath out Invectives *gainft the Officers. 

York, Oh, Clifford, but bethink thee once again, 
And in thy thought o’er-run my fofmer time: 
And if thou canft, for blufhing, view this Face, 
And bite thy Tongue that flanders him with Cowardica 

Whofe frown hath made thee faint and fly ¢’er this. 

Cif. I will not bandy with thee Word for Word, 
But buckler with thee Blows twice two for one. 

Queen, Hold, valiant Clifford, for a thoufand caufes 
I would prolong a while the Traitor’s Life: 

Wrath makes him deaf; {peak thou, Worthumberland. 

North. Hold Ciiford, donot honour him fo much, 

To prick thy Finger, though to wound his Heart, 
What Valour were it, when a Cur doth grin, 
For one to thruft his Hand between his ‘Teeth, 
When he might fpurn him with his foot away ¢ 
It is Wars prize to take all vantages, ; 
And ten to one is no impeach of Valour. 
Clif. Ay, ay, fo ftrives the Woodcock with the Gin. 
North. So doth the Cony ftruggle in the Net. 
York, So triumph Thieves upon their conquer’d Booty, 
So true Men yield, with Robbers fo o’er-matcht. 
North. wh. 
Queen. Brave Warriors, Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come make him ftand upon this Mole-hill here, 
That caught at Mountains with out-ftretched Arms, 
Yet parted but the fhadow with his Hand. 
What, was it you that would be England's King 2, 
Was't you that revell’d in our Parliament, 


ler, 


1at would your Grace have done unto him now? 
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155% The Thivd Part. of 


And made aPreachment of your high Defcent? 
Where are your mefs of Sons to back you nowy 
The wanton Edward, and the lufty George? 

And where’s that valiant Crook-back Prodigys 
Dicky, your. Boy, that with his grumbling voice 
Was wont to cheer his Dad in M:tiniesé 

Or with the reft, where is your Darling Ratlandé 
Look York, I ftain’d this Napkin with the Blood. 
That valiant Clifford, with his Rapier’s point, 
Made iffue trom the bofom of the B yY § 

And if thine Eyes.can water for his Death, 

I give thee this ro dry thy Cheeks withal, 

Alas, poor York, but that I hate thee deadly, 

I fhould lament thy miferable State, 

I prithee grieve, to mike me merry; York, 

W hat, hath thy figry Heart fo parcht thine Intrails, 
That not a Tear can fal! for Rutland’s Deaths 

Why art theu patent, Man? thou thould'ft:bemad 
And I, to make *hee mad, do mock thee thus; 
Stamp, rave and fret, that T may fing and dance. 
Thou would f{t be fee’d, I fee, to make me {ports 
York cannot {peak, unlefs he wear a Crown. 

A Crown for York_——and, Lords, bow low to hime 
Hold you his Hands, whilft I do fet it on. | 
| | Putting a Paper Crown on his. Head. 
Ay marry, Sir, now locks he like 3 King: 

Ay, this is he that took: King Henry's Chairs 

Arid this is he was his adopted Heir. 

But how is it, that great Planaganet 

Is crown’d fo foon, and* broke his folemn Oath? 
i geil k me, you fhould’ not be King, 

Wi our King Henry had thook Hands with Death. 
And will you pale your Head in Flenry’s Glory, 
And rob his Temples of the Diad-in 
Now In this Life againft the holy “Oath? 

Oh, ‘tis a fault too too unpardonable, 

Of with the Crown, and with the Crown his Head, 

And whilft we breach’ take him todo him dead. 
Clif. Chat ismy Office, for my Father’s fake. 
Ouneen. Nay ftay, let’s here the Ovrizons he makes, 
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York. She-Wolt of France, 
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King Henry VI. 1553 
W hofe Tongue more poifons than the Adder’s Tooth : 
How l-befeeming is it in thy Sex, 
To triumph like an Amazonian Trul), 
Upon their Woes, whom Fortune captivates 2 
But that thy Face is Vizard-like, unchanging, 
Made impudent with ufe of evil Deeds, 
I would affay, proud Queen, to make thee bluth. 
To,tell thee whence thou cam’ft, of whom deriy’d, 
Were fhame enough to fhame thee 
Wert thou not fhamelefs : 
Thy Father bears the Type of King of Naples, 
Of both the Sicils and Ferufalem, 
Yet not fo wealthy as an Engli fb Yeoman. 
Hath that poor Monarch taught thee to infult?2 
It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud Queen, 
Unlefs the Adage muft be verify’d, 
That Beggars mounted run their Horfe to Death. 
“Lis Beauty that doth oft make Women proud, 
But God he knows, thy fhare thereof is {mall. 
‘Tis Virtue that doth make them moft admir’d, 
The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 
"Tis Government that makes them feem Divine, 
The want thereof makes thee abominable, 
Thou art as oppofite to every good, 
As the Antipodes are unto us, 
Or as the South to the Septentrion. 
Oh Tyger’s Heart, wrapt in a Woman's Hide, 
How could’ ft thou drain the Life-bloodof the Child, 
To bid the Father wipe his Eyes withal, 
And yet be feento wear a Woman's Face 2 
Women are foft, mild, pitiful and flexible; 
Thou ftern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorfelefs. 
Bidft thou me rage? why now thou haft tay with, 
Would’ft have me weep? why now thou haft thy will, 
For raging Wind blows up inceflant Show’rs, * 
And when the rage allays, the Rain begins, 
Thefe Tears are my {weet Rutland’s Obfequies, 
And every drop cries vengeance to his Death, 
Gainft thee, fell Clifford, and thee, falfe French Woman, 
North. Befhrew the, but his Paffions move me fo, 
That hardly can I check mine Eyes from Tears, 
Vou, IV. C Terk. 
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1554 The Third. Part of 


York, That Face of his, 
The hungry Cannibals would not have toucht, 
Would not have ftain’d the Rofes juft with Blood : 
But you are more inhuman, more inexorable, 
Oh ten times more, than Lygers of Hyrcania. 
Sce, ruthlefs Queen, a haplefs Father’s Tears: 
This Cloth thou dip’dit in Blood of my {weet Boy, 
And I with Tears do wafh the Blood away. 
Keep thou the Napkin, and go boalt of this, 
And if thou tel? the heavy Story right, 
Upon my Soul, the Hearers will fh ed Tears? 
Yea, even my Foes will thea faft-falling Tears, 
And fay, alas, it was a piteous Deed. 
There take the Crown, and, with the Crown, my Curfe. 
And in thy need, fuch comfort come to thee, 
As now I reap at thy too cruel Hand. 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the World, 
My Sou! to Heav’n, my Blood upon your Heads. 
North. Had he been Slaughter-man to all my Kin, 
I thould not for my Life but weep with him, 
To fee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soul. 
Queen, What, weeping ripe. my Lord Northumberland? 
Think but upon the wrong he did us all, 
And that will quickly dry thy melting Tears. 
Clif. Here’s for my Oath, here’s for my Father’s Death. 
Quen. And here’s to right our gentle-hearted King. 
| [ Stabbing hit. 
York, Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God. 
My Soul flies through thefe Wounds, to feek out thee.| Dies. 
Queen. Of with his Head, and fet it on York Gates, 
So York may overlook the Town of Tork, [ Exewnte 
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A March. Enter Edward, Richard, and their Powtte 


Edw. ¥Y Wonder how our Princely Father feap’d; 
Or whether he be feap’d away, or no, 
From Clifford’s, and Northamberland’s purluit ¢ 
Had he been-ta’en we fhould have heard the News ; 
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Had he been flain, we thould have heard the News: 
Or had he f{cap’d, methinks we thould have heard 
The happy Tidings of his good efcape. 

Flow fares my Brother ? why is he fo fad2 

Rich. I cannot joy, until I be refolv’d, 

Where our right valiant Father is become. 

I faw him in the Bartel range about, 

And watcht him how he fingled Clifford forth, 
Methought he bore him in the thickeft Troop, 
As doth a Lion in a Herd of Neat ; 


Or as a Bear encompafs’d round with Do 
Who having pincl 
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it a few, and made Soars, 
aloof, and bark at him. 

So far'd our Father with his Enemies, 

90 fled his Enemies my warlike Father: 
Methinks ‘tis prize enough to be his Son. 
See how the Morning opes her Golden Gates, 
And takes her farewel of ‘the glorious Sun, 


How. well refembles it the prime of Youth, 
Trim’d like a Yonker, pr 
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ancing to his Love 

Edw. Dazle mine Eyes? or do I fee three Suns2 

ich. Three glorious Suns, each one a perfect San, 
Not feparated with the racking Clouds, 

But fever’d ina pale cl 


ear-{hining Sky, 
See, fee they join, embrace, and feem to kifs, 
As if they vow’d fome League inviolable: 
Now are they but one Lamp, one Light, one Sun, 
In this the Heaven figures fome Event, 
Edw,.’Tis wondrous ftrange, 
The like yet never heard of. 
f think ir cites us, Brother, to the Field, 
Lhat we, the Sons of brave Plantagenet, 
Each one already blazing by our Meeds, 
Should notwithftanding join our Lights together, 
And over-fhine the Earth, as this the World. 
Whate’er it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upon my Target three fair fhining Suns. 
Kish. Nay, bear three Daughters: 
By your leave, I {peak it, 


You love the Breeder better than the Male. 
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Enter a Weffenger. 
But what art thou, whofe heavy Looks foretel 
Some dreadful Story hanging on thy Tongue? 
Mef: Ah, one that wasa woful looker on, 
Whenas the Noble Duke of York was flain, 
Your Princely Father, and my loving Lord. 
Edw. Oh, fpeak no more! for I have heard too much, 
Rich. Say how he dy’d, for I will hear it all. 
A4ef. Environed he was with many Foes, 
And ftood againft them, as the hope of Troy 
Againft the Greeks, that would have entred Troy. 
But Hercules himfelf muft yield to odds; 
And many Stroaks, though witha little Ax, 
Hews down and*fells the hardeft-timber’d Oak. 
By many Hands your Father was fubdu’d, 
But only flaughter’d by the ireful Arm 
Or unrelenting Clifford, and the Queen: 
Who crownd the gracious Duke in high defpight, 
Laugh’d in his Face; and when with grief he wept, 
The ruthlefs Queen gave him, to dry his Check, 
A Napkin; fteeped in the harmlefs Blood 
Of {weet young Ratland, by rough Clifford lain: 
And after many Scorns, many foul Taunts, 
They took his Head; and on the Gates of York 
They fet the fame, and there it doth remain, 
The faddeft fpeGacle that e’er I view'd. 
Edw. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean upon, 
Now thou art gone, we have no Staff, no Stay, 
Oh Clifford, boiltrous Clifford, thou haft fluin 
The Flower of Ezrope for his Chivalry, 
And treacheroufly haft thou vanquifh’d him, 
For Hand to Hand-he would have vanquith’d thee. 
Now my Soul’s Palace is become a Prifon: 
Ah, would the break from hence, that this my Body 
Might in the Ground be clofed up in reft 
For never henceforth fhall I JOy again, 
Never, oh never fhal!l I fee more joy. 
Kich. I cannot weep, for all my Body’s moifture 
Scarce ferves to quench my Furnace-burning Heart: 
Nor can my Tongue unload my Heart’s great burthen, 
For felt-fame Wind that I fhould (peak withal, 
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King Henry VI. lSs7 


Is kindling Coals that fire up all my Breaft, 
And burn me up with Flames, that Tears would quench. 
To weep, is to make lefs the depth of .Gricf: 
Tears then for! Babes; Blows and Revenge for me. 
Richard, I bear thy Name, Vil venge thy Death, 
Or die renowned by attempting it. 
Edw. His Name that valiant Duke hath left with thee : 
His Dukedom, and his Chair with me is left. 
Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagle’s Bird, 
Shew thy defcent, by gazing ’gainft the Sun: 
For Chair and Dukedom, Throne and Kingdom fay, 
Either that is thine, or elfe thou wert not his. 
March, Enter Warwick, Marque/s of Montague, and 
their Army, 
War. How how, fair Lords? what fare? what News abroad 2 
Rich. Great Lord of Warwick, if we fhould recount 
Our baleful News, and at cach Word’s deliverance 
Sta's Poinards in our Flefh, ’tillall were told, 
The Words would add more anguifh than the'Wounds, 
O, valiant Lord, the Duke of York is flain. 
Edw. QO; Warwick! Warwick ! that Plantagenet, 
Which held thee dearly as his Soul’s Redemption, 
Is by the ftern Lord Cifford done.to Death, 
War. Tendays ago Il drown’d thefe News inte Sy 
And now to add more méafure to: your Woes, 
J come to tell you things fitch then befaln, 
After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 
Where your brave Father fought his lateft Gafp, 
Tidings, as fwiftly as the Poft could run, 
Were brought me of yourLofs, and his depart. 
I then in Loudon, Keeper of. the King, 
Mufter’d my Soldiers,  gather’d flocks of Friends, 
March’d towards St. Albans to intercept the Queen, 
Bearing the King in my behalf along: 
For by my Scouts I was advertifed 
That fhe was coming, witha full intene 
To dafh our late Decree in Parliament, 
Touching King Hexzry’s Oath, and your Succeffion: 
Short Tale to make, we at St. Albans met, 
Our Battels join’d, and both fides fiercely fought ; 
But whether ’twas the coldnefs of the King, 
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1558 The Third Part of 


Who look’d full gently on his Warlike Queen, 
That robb’d my Soldiers of their heated Spleen; 
Or whether *twas report of her Succefs, 

Or more than common fear of C/ifford’s Rigour, 
Who thunders to his Captives Blood and Death; 
I cannot judge; but to conclude with Truth, 
Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went: 
Our Soldiers like the Night-Owl’s lazy flight, 
Or like a lazy Threfher with a Flail, 

Fell gently down, as if they ftruck their Friends. 
F cheer’d them up with Juftice of our Caufe, 
With promife of high Pay, and great’ Reward: 
But all in vain, they had no heart to fighr, 

And we, in them, no hope to win the Day, 

So that we fled; the King unto the Queen, 

Lord George your Brother, Worfolk, and my felf, 
In hafte, poft-hafte, are.come to join with you: 
For in the Marches here we heard you were, 
Making another Head, to fight again. 

Edw. Where isthe Duke of Norfolk, gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England? 

War. Some fix miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers; 
And for your Brother, he was lately fent 
From your kind Aunt, Dutchefs of Burgundy, 

With aid of Soldiers to this needful War. 

Rich. "Iwas odds belike when valiant Warwick ficd; 
Oft have I heard his Praifes in purfuit, 

But ne’er, "till now, his fcandal of Retire. 

War. Nor now my f{candal, Richard, doft thou hear? 
For thou fhalt know this {trong right Hand of ‘mine 
Can pluck the Diadem from faint Flenry’s Head, 

And wring the awful Scepter from his Fift, 
Were heas famous, and as bold in War, 
And he is fam’d for Mildnefs, Peace 4nd Prayer. 

Rich, [knew it well, Lord Warwick, blame me not, 

"Tis love I bear thy Glories makes me fpeak. 
But in this troublous time what's to be done? 
Shall we go throw away our Coats of Steel, 
And wrap our Bodies in black mourning Gowns, 
Numb’ring our Ave Afaries with our Beads, 

Or {hall we on the Helmets of our Foes, 
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King Henry. VI, 1559 


Tell our Devotion with revengeful Arms 2 
If for the Jaft, fay Ay, afd to it Lords, 

War. Why therefore Warwick came to feek you our, 

And therefore comes my Brother Adontague : 

Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queen, 

With Céfford, and the haught Northamberland, 

And of their Feather many more proud Birds, 

Have wrought the eafie-melting King, like Wax: 
He {wore confent to your Succeffion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 

And now to London all the Crew are gone, 

To fruftiate both his Oath, and what befide 

May make againft: the Houfe of Lancaffer, 

Their Power, I think, -is thirty thoufand {trang 
Now if the help of Worfolk, and my felf, 
With all the Friends that thou brave Earl of AZarch, 
Amongit the loving Welchmen, canft procure, 

Will but amount to five and twenty thoufaid, 
Why Via! to London will we march, 

And once again beftride our foaming Steeds, ' 
And once again ery, Charge upon our Foes, 

But never once again turn back and fly, 

Rich. Ay, now methinks I hear great Warwick {peak ; 
Ne’er may he live to fee a Sun-fhine Day, 

That crys Retire, if Warwick bid him ftay. 

Edw, Lord Warwick, on thy Shoulder will I lean, 
And when thou fail’ft (as God forbid the hour) 
Muft Edward fall, which peril Heaven forfend. 

War. No longer Earl of Adarch, but Duke of York: 
The next degree is England's Royal Throne; 

For King of England halt thou be proclaim’d 
In every Borough as we pafs along, 

And he that throws.not up his Cap for Joy, 
Shall for the faule make forfeit of his Head. 
King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 

Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renown, 

But found the Trumpets, and about our Task. 

Rich. Then Clifford, were thy Heart as hard as Steel; 
As thou haft fhewn it flinty by thy Deeds, 

I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. 
Edw. Then firike up Drums, God and St. George forus: 
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1560 The Third Pavt of 


Enter a Meffenger. 
War. How now? What News? 
Méef. The Duke of WVorfolk fends you word by me, 
The Queen is coming with a Puiffant Hoft, 
And craves your Company for {peedy Counfel. 
Ware Why then it forts, brave Warriors let’s away. 
| Exeunt omnes, 
Enter King Henry, the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, 
and the Prince of Wales, with Drums and Trumpets. 


Queen Welcome, my Lord, to this brave Town of York, 
Yonder’s the Head of that Arch-enemy, 


That fought to be encompatt with your Crown: 
Doth not the Object cheer your Heart, my Lord? 
' K. Henry, Ay, asthe Rocks cheer them that fear their Wrath; 
Lo fee this fight it irks my very Soul: 
With-hold Reyenge, dear God, ‘tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly have I infring’d my Vow. 
Chf. My gracious Liege, thistoo much Lenity 
And harmlefs Pity mutt be laid afide- 
© whom do Lions-caft their gentle Looks 2 
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Not his that {poils her young before her Face, 
Who f{capes: the lurking Serpent’s morta] fting 2 
Not he that fets his Foor upon her Back. 
The fmalleft Worm will turn, being trodden on, 
And Doves will peck in fafeguard of their Brood, 
Ambitious York did level at thy Crown, 
Thou fimiling, while he knit his angry Brows. 
He but a Duke, would have his Son‘a King, 
And raife his Iffue like a loving Sire; 

ou being a King, bleft with 4 goodly Son, 
Didtt yield confent to difinherit:- him; : 
Which argued thee a moft unloving Father, 
Unreafonable Creatures feed thei, Young, 
And though Man’s. Face be fearful to their Eyes, 
Yet if proteion of their tender ones, 
Who hath not.feen. them even with thofe Wings; 
Which fometimes they have us’d with fearful flight, 


Make War with him that climb?d unto their Nett, 
Offering their own Lives 1n their Young’s Defence? 
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King. Henry VI. 


For Shame, my Liege, make them your Prefident: 
Were it not pity, that this goodly Boy 
Should lofe his Birth-right by his Father’s Fault, 
And long hereafter fay unto his Child, 
What my great Grandfather and Grandfire gor, 
My carelefs Father fondly gave away. 
Ah, what a Shame was this? look on the Boy, 
And let his manly Face, which promifeth . 
Succefsful Fortune, fteel thy melting Heart, 
To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him. 
King. Full well hath Cifford plaid the Orator, 
Inferring Arguments of mighty Force: 
But, Clifford, tell me, didft thou never hear, 
That things ill gor, had ever bad Succefs, 
And happy always was it for that Son, 
Whofe Father for his hoording went to Hell: 
I'll leave my Son my, virtuous Deeds behind, 
And would my Father had left me no more: 
For all the reft is held at fuchia Rate; 
As brings a thoufand Fold more Care-to keep, 
Than in Poffeflion any jot of Pleafure, 
Ah Coufin York, would thy beft Friends did know, 
How it doth grieve me that thy Head is hére. 
Queen. My Lord, cheer up your Spirits, our Foes are nigh, 
And this foft Courage makes your Followers faint: 
You promis’d Knighthood to our forward Son, 
Untheath your Sword, and dub:him prefently. 
Edward, kneel down. : 
King. Edward Plantagenet, atife'a Knight, 
And learn this. Leflon, draw thy Sword in right. 
Prince. My gracious Father, by your Kingly Leave, 
I'l] draw it as apparent to the Crown, 
And in that Quarrel ufe it to the Death. 
Clif. Why that is fpoken like a toward Prince, 
Enter a Meffencer. 
Mef: Royal Commanders, be in readinefs, 
For with a Band of thirty thoufand Men 
Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of York. 
And in the Towns, as they do march along, 
Proclaims him King, and many fly to him. 
Darraign your Battel, they are near at hand, 
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1562 The Third Part of 


Clif. I would your Highnefs would depart the Field, 
The Queen hath beft Succefs when you are abfent 

Queen. Ay, good my Lord, and leave us to our! Fortune 

K. Henry. W hy that’s my Fortune too, therefore il ftay, 

North. Be it with Refolution then to hehe, 

Prince. My Royal Father, cheer thefe Noble Lords, 
And hearten thofe that fight in your Defence : 
Unfheath your Sword, good Father; ery Sr. George. 

March, Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, Clarence, 
Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers. 

Edw. Now perjur’d Henry, wilt thou kneel for Grace; 
And fet thy Diadem upon my Head; 

Or bide the Mortal Fortune of the Field2 

Queen. Go rate thy Minions, proud infulting Boy, 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in Terms, 

Before thy Soveraign, and thy lawful King ? 
Edw. 1 am his King, and he fhould bow his Knee; 
{ was adopted Heir by his Confent; 
Since when, his Oath is broke: for as I hear, 
You that are King, though he do wear the Crown; 
Have caus d him, by new Ad’ of Parliamene, 
To blot out me, and put his own Son in. 
Clif. And-reafon too: 
Who fhould fucceed the Father, but the Son2 

Rich, Are-you there, Butcher ? O, I cannot {peak; 

Clif. Ay, Crook-back, here I ftand to anfwer thee, 
Or any he, the proudeft of thy fort. 

Rich, “Iwas you that kill’d young Rutland, was it note 

Cif. Ay, and old York, and yet not fatisfy'd. 

Rich. For God’s fake, Lords, give Signal to the Fight, 

War. What fay’ft thou, Flenry, 

Wile thou yield the Crown 

Queen. Why how now, longstongu’d Warwick, dare you 
When you and T met at St. Albans latt, | fpeak 2 
Your Legs did better Service than your Hands. 

War. Then’twas my turn tofly, and now ’tis thine; 

‘Cif. You faid fo much before, and yet. you fled, 

War. Twas not your Valour, Clifford; drove me thence? 

North. No, nor your Manhood that durft make you flay. 

Rich. Northumberland, ¥ hold thee reverently, 

Break off the Parley, for fearce I caft refrain 
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King Henry VI. L563 
o 
The Execution of my big-{wold Heart 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel Child-killer. 
Clif. I flew thy Father, call’{t thou him a Child?2 
Ritch, Ay; like a Daftard, and a treacherous Coward, 
As thou drdit kill our tender Brother Reuland: 
But eer Sun fer, lll make thee curfe the Deed. 
K. Henry, Have done with Words, my Lords, and heaz 
me fpeak. 
Queen. Defe them then, or elfe hold clofe thy Lips. 
K. Henry. 1 prithee give no Limits to my Tongue, 
I am a King, and privileg’d to fpeak, 
Clif. My Liege, the Wound that bred this Meeting here 
Cannot be cur’d by Words, therefore be ftill. 
Rich. Then, Execution, re-unfheath thy Sword: 
By him that made us all, Iam refolv’d 
That Clifford's Manhood lyes upon his Tongue, 
Edw. Says Henry, thall I have my right,-or.no: 
A thoufand Men have broke their Fafts to Day, 
That ne’er fhall dine, unlefs thou yield the Crown, 
War. If thou deny, their Blood upon thy Head, 
For York in juftice puts his Armour on. 
Prince. If that be right, which Warwick fays is right, 
There is no Wrong, but every thing is right. 
War. Who ever got thee, there thy Mother ftands, 
For well I wor, thou haft thy Mother’s Tongue, 


Queen, But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 
But like a foul mifhapen Stigmatick, 


Mark’d by the Deftinies to be avoided, 
As venomous Toads, or Lizards dreadful Stings, 
Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Exglifb Gilt, 
Whofe Father bears the Title of a King, 
(As if a Kennel fhould be call’d the Sea) 
Sham’ft thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught, 
To let thy Tongue dete@ thy bafe-bora Heart, 
Edw. A. Wilp of Straw. were wortha thoufand Crowns, 
To make this: fhamelefs Callet know her felf. 
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 
Although thy Husband may be AZenelaus, 
And ne'er was -Agamemnon’s Brother wrong'd 
By that falfe Woman, as this King by thee. 
His Father revell'd im the Heart of France, 
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1564 The Third Part of 


And tam’d the King, and made the Dauphin ftoop : 
And had he match’d according to his State, 
He might have kept that Glory to this Day. 
But when he took a Beggar to his Bed, 
And grac’d thy poor Sire with his Bridal Day, 
Even then that Sun-fhine brew’d a Shower for him, 
That wath’d his Father’s Forrunes forth of France, 
And heap’d Sedition on his Crown at home: 
For what hath broach’d this tumult bur thy Pride 2 
Had{t thou been meek, our Title Qi had flepe, 
And we in Pity of the gentle King, 
Had flipt our Claim until another Age, 
Cla. But when we faw our Sunthine made thy Spring, 
And that thy Summer bred us no encreafe, 
We fet the Ax to thy ufurping Root: 
And though the Edge hath fomething hit our felves, 
et know thou, fince we have begun to ftrike,- 
We'll never leave, *till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bath’d thee growing with our heated Bloods. 
Edw. And in this Refolution I defie thee, 
Not willing any longer Conference, 
Since thou deny’dft the gentle King to fpesk, 
Sound Trumpets, let our bloody Colours ‘wave, 
And either Vi@tory, or elfe 4 Grave. 
Queen. Stay, Edward —— 
Edw. No, wrangling Woman, we'll no longer ftay. 
Thefe Words will coft ten thoufand Lives this Day. 
| Exeunt onsmes, 
Alarum, Excurfrons. Enter Warwick. 
War. Fore-fpent with Toil, as Runners with a Race 
I lay me down a little while to breathe: 
For Strokes receiy’d, and many Blows repaid, 
Have robb'd my ftrong-knit Sinews of their Streneth 
And {pight of {pight, needs muf I reft a while.” 
| Enter Edward running, 
Edw. Smile, gentle Heav’n; or ftrike, ungentle Death; 
For this World frowns, and Edward's Sun is clouded, 
War. How now, my Lord, what hap? What hope of good 2 
Gla, Out Hap te'tole gue tee but £ 
; Ols, Our Hope by I 
Our Ranks are broke, and Ruin follentig mister 
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King Henry VI. 1565 


What Counfel give you? whether fhall we fly 2 

Edw. Bootles is flight, they follow us with Wings, 

And weak we are, and cannot fhun purfuit. 
Enter Richard. 

Rich. Ah Warwick, why haft thou withdrawn thy felf ? 
Thy Brother’s Blood the thirfty Earth hath drunk, 
Broach’d with the fteely point of C/ifford’s Lance: 
And inthe very pangs of Death he cry’d, 

Like to a difmal Clangor heard from far, 
Warwick, revenge; Brother, revenge my Death. 
So underneath the Belly of his Steeds, 

That ftain’d their Fetlocks in his {moaking Blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gave up the Ghoft. 

War. Then let the Earth be drunken with our Blood; 
Vil kill my Horfe becaufe I will not fly: 

Why ftand we like foft-hearted Women here, 
Wailing our Loffes, whiles the Foe doth rage, 
And look upon, as if the Tragedy 

Were jplaid in jeft by counterfeiting Actors. 
Here on my Knee I vow to God above, 

I'll never paufe again, never ftand ftill, 

°Till either Death hath clos’d thefe Eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune given me meafure of revenge. 

Edw. © Warwick, 1 dobend my Knee with thine, 

And in this Vow do chain my Sou! to thine. 
And e’er my Knee rife from the Earth’s cold Face, 
I throw my Hands, mine Eyes, my Heart to thee, 
Thou Setter up, and Plucker down of Kings, 
Befeeching thee (if with thy Will it ftands) 
That to my Foes this Body mutft be prey, 
Yet that thy Brazen Gates of Heaven may ope, 
And give {weet paflage to my finful Soul. 
Now Lords, take leave until we meet again, 
Where-e’er it be, in Heaven, or in the Earth. 
Rich. Brother, 
Give me thy Hand, and gentle Warwick, 
Let me embrace thee in my weary Arms: 
I that did never weep, now melt with woe, 
That Winter fhould cut off our Spring-time fo. 
War. Away, away: = 
Once more, {weet Lords, farewel. a6 
A 


Pe ee 


PEs 


my 
i \ 
i. | 
ie, 
ae. | 
ie 
* 1, 
a \ 
ey 9 
ia 
mT 
4), t 
MX 
un \ 
ny 
YT 
my 
ii \ 
y 
q 
\ 


- 
FY 
Be 

b ’ 
ie - : 
A \ 
, \ 
¥ 
‘ 
v 


ee te ONT 









= — Se 
ae 
pete te 2 - <> Aw 
j ‘ yeas > 5 elk 
+0 hi Saat Slee Se Toe py 
hk Nap We ye Cae NOLS rem 
F ; a? 
ry —— ? 
: ; xy 
‘ a y's Hi y . 


. » > hae » 

DS FR aD ev 

se " Zit? eles a 
7 


MS ee toe 
Pi, mney 


Be, ; 
> Seas 5 —— 


Rs 
“wee, 


ry eee 


B- 8 2E Oe ese @-SeO- BB 2 SD SIP o> 0 OP ewe 


ae 


Oi 2 0 0 ad —seK 


——oo ae 
. 
€ 
[Pe 


. 4 yo Pf OSs 
2 D2 RO; 


~~ ens 


CPL SEO TOE TE OTP O A: 


G9 


wa) 
mea 


= sg anes CP Sy 2 
vg ee ee ee oe ee ee ee Bis POR ) 
eo ie a I S 1 aR RSEE oy. mis 





1566 The Third Part of 


Cla. Yet let us all] together to our Troops; 

And give them leave to fly that will not not ftay ; 

And call them Pillars that will ftand to us; 

And if we thrive, promife them fuch Rewards 

As Victors wear at the Olympian Games. 

This may plant Courage in their quailing Breafts, 

For yet 1s hope of Life and Victory; 

Fore-flow no longer, make we hence amain. [ Exeunt, 
Excurfions. Enter Richard and Clifford, 

Rich, Now, Clifford, I have fingled thee alone, 
Suppofe this Arm is for the Duke of York, 

And this for Rutland, both bound to revenge, 
Wert thou environ’d with a Brazen all. 

Cif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone, 
This is the Hand that ftabb’d thy Father York, 
And this the Hand that flew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here’s the Heart thar triumphs in their Death, 
And cheers thefe Hands that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
To, execute the like upon thy felf, 

And fo have ar thee. 
They fight, Warwick enters, Clifford flies. 

Rich. Nay Warwick, fingle ous fome other Chace, 

For I my felf will hunt this Wolf to death. [ Exeunt. 
Alarum, Enter King Henry alone, 

K. Henry, This Battel fares like to the Morning’s War, 
When dying Clouds contend with growing Light, 
What time the Shepherd blowing of his Nails, 

Can neither call jt perfe@ Day nor Night. 
Now fways it this way, like mighty Sea, 
Forc'd by the Tide to combat with the Wind: 
Now fways it that ways like the felf-fame § 
Fore’d to retire by fury/of the Wind, 
Sometime, the Flood prevails, and then the Wind, 
Now, one the better, then another beft, 
Both tugging to be Victors, Breaft to Breaft, 
Yet neither Conqueror, nor conquered ; 
So is the equal poize of this felf War. 
Here ‘on this Mole-hil] will I fit me down, 
Lo whom God will, there be the Victory : 
For Margaret my Queen, and Chfford teo 
Have chid me from the Bartel, {wearing both, 
They profper belt of all wher, Tam thence. Would 
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King Henry Vi. 1§¢7 
Would I were dead, if God’s good will were fo: 
For what is in this World, but grief and woe? 
Oh God! methinks it were a happy Life, 
To be no better than a homely Swain, 
To fit upon a Hill, as I do now, 
To carve out Dials queintly, point by point, 
Thereby to fee the Minutes how they run: 
Flow many makes the Hour full complear, 
Flow many Hours bring about the Day, 
Fiow many Days will finith up the Year, 
How many Years a mortal Man may live. 
When this is known, then to divide the times: 
So many hours muft I tend my Flock, 
So many hours muft I take my reft, 
So many hours muft I contemplate, 
So many hours muft I {port my felf, 
So many days my Ewes have been with young, 
So many Weeks e’er the poor Fools will Ean, 
So many Months e’er I fhall fheer the Fleece: 
So Minutes, Hours, Days, Weeks, Months, and Years, 
Paft over, to the end they were created, 
W ould bring white Hairs unto a quiet Grave. 
Ah ! what a Life were this? how {weet, how lovely 
Gives not the Haw-thorn Buth a {weeter fhade 
Yo Shepherds, looking on their filly Sheep, 
‘han doth a rich embroider’d Canopy 
To Kings, that fear their Subje&s treachery 2 
Oh yes, it doth, a thoufand-fold it doth. 
And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 
His cold thin drink out of his Leather Bottle, 
His wonted fleep, under a frefh Tree’s thade, 
All which fecure, and fweetly he enjoys, 
Is far beyond a Prince’s Delicates, 
His Viands fparkling in a Golden Cup, 
His Body couched in a curious Bed, 
When Care, Miftruft, and Treafons waits on him. 
Alarum. Enter a Son that had kilPd his Father at one Door, 
and a Father that had kill’d his Sou at anether Door. 
Son. Ill blows the wind that profits no body, | 
This Man whom hand to hand I flew in fighr, 
May be poffeffed with fome ftore of Crowns, 
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1568 | ‘The Third Part of 


And I that, haply, take them from him now, 
May yet, eer Night, yield both my Life and them 
To fome Man elfe, as this dead Man doth me. 
Who's this? Oh God! it is my Father’s Face, 
Whom in this Confli@, I, unawares, have kill’d : 
Oh heavy times! begetting fuch events, 
From London, by the King was I preft forth, 
My Father being the Earl of Warwick's Man 
Came on the part of York, preft by his Mafter: 
And I, who at his hands receiv’d my Life, 
Have by my hands of life bereaved him. 
Pardon me, God, F knew not what I did; 
And pardon, Father, for I knew not thee, 
My Tears fhall wipe away thefe bloody marks: 
And no more words, ’till they have flow’d their fill. 
K. Henry. O piteous fpeGacle! O bloody times! 
Whiles Lions War, and Battel for their Dens, 
Poor harmlefs Lambs abide their Enmity. 
Weep, wretched Man, I'll aid thee Tear for Tear, 
And let our Hearts and Eyes, like civil War, 
Be blind with Tears, and break o-er-charg’d with Grief, 
Enter a Father, bearing of his Son. 
Fath. Thou that fo ftoutly halt refifted me, 
Give me thy Gold, if thou heft any Gold: 
For I have bought it with an hundred blows. 
But let me fee: Is this our Foe-man’s Face Q 
Ah, no, no, no, it is my only Son. 
Ah Boy, if any Life be left in thee, 
Throw up thine Eye; fee, fee, what fhowers arife, 
Blown with the windy Tempeft of my Heart, 
Upon thy wounds, that kills mine Eye and Heart. 
O pity, God, this miferable Age! 
What ftratagems? how fell? how butcherly 2 
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget 2 
© Boy! thy Father gavé thee Life too foor, 
And hath bereft thee of thy Life too late, | grief ; 
K. Henry, Woe above woe; grief, more than common 
O that my Death would {tay thefe rueful deeds - 
O pity, pity, gentle Heaven, pity. 
The red Rofe and the white are on his Face, 
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King Henry ¥I. 
The fatal Colouts of our ftriving Houfes. 
The one his purple Blood right well refembles, 
lhe other his pale Cheeks, methinks, prefenteths 
Wither one Rofe, and let the other flourifh; 
If you contend, a thoufand Lives muft wither, 
__ Som How willmy Mother, fora Father’s Death, 
Take on with me, and ne’er be fatisfy’d2 

Fath. How will my Wife, for flaughter of my Son, 
Shed Seas of Tears, and ne’er be fatisfy’d 2 
XK. Henry. How will the Country, for the woful chances 
Mifs-think the King, and not be fatisfy’d? 
Son. Was ever Son fo rew’d a Father’s Death 2 

Fath, Was ever Father fo bemoan’d his Son 2 
A. Henry. Was ever King fo griev’d for Subjects woe 2 

Much is your Sorrow; mine, ten times fo much. 

Son. Pil bear thee hence, where I may weep my All. 
Fath. Thefe Arms of mine fhall be eh rinding-fh 
all be thy winding-fheet, 

My heart, {weet Boy, thall be thy Sepulcher, 

For from my Heart thine Image ne’er fhall go, 

My fighing Breaft fhall be thy Funeral Bell; 

And fo obfequious will thy Father be, 

Sad for the lofs of thee, having no more, 

As Priam was for all his valiant Sons. 

I'll bear thee hence, and let them ficht that will 

For I have murther’d where T fhould not kil]. | Exit. 
A. Henry. Sad-hearted Men, much overgone with Gare; 

Here fits a King, more woful than you are. 

Allarums. Excurfions. Enter the Qucen, 
Wales, avd Exeter, 

Prince. Fly, Father, fly’ for all your Friends are fled; 

And Warwick rages like a chafed Bulf: 

Away, for Death doth hold us in purfvit. 

Oueen, Mount you my Lord, towards Berwick poftamain: 
Edward and Richard like a brace of € rey-hounds, 

Having the fearful flying Hare in Gohr, © 
With fiery Eyes, fparkling for very wrath, 
And bloody Stee] erafpt in their ireful Hands, 
Are at our backs, and therefore hence amain. 

Exe. Away; for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, ftay not to expoftulate; make ipeec, 
Or elfe come aftér, Pll away before. 

Vou. IV, D 
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3 § = (5 Th i4 Part of 
a S / 
K, Henry. Nay, take me with thee, good {weet Exeter: 


Not that I fear to itay, but love to go 
Whither the Queen intends. Forward, away. [ Exennts 
A loud es rum. Enter Clifford wounded. 

Clif. Here b burns my Candle out; ay, here it dies, 
Which whiles it alt {tec ed, gave King Henry light. 
O Lancafter! I fear thy avetitnew. 
More ee my Bo dy’ s parting with my Soul: | 
My Love afd Fear glew’d many Friends to thee, | Falling. 
fi nd now £ fall, thy tc tough Commiuxtures melt, 
impairing tien ry, {trengthni ing mifs- proud York; 
ind whither | fly th .e Gnats, but to the Sun? 
And wh O , thine + Pi. but Henry's Enemies 2 
O P} | hadft thou never giv’n confent, 


O Phepus! h 
Phat Phaeton Zo ould check thy fiery Steeds, 

Thy burning Car never had fcorch’d the Earth. 
And Henr Vy jo sally thou fway’d as Kings fhould do, 
Or as thy Fat! her; id his ae did; 

Giving no ground unto the Houfe tg York, 

[hey t never the n had fprung hike Summer Flies ; 


- 


I, and ten thoufan ee in this lucklefs Real m, 
Had left no mourning Widows for-our Death, 
And thou this eaty hadft kept thy Chair in eg 
Por wiiat doth cherifh Weeds, but gentle Air? 
And what makes Robbers bold, buttoo much lenity ¢ 


Boot! Jala are Phas ts, and eniclels are my Wounds, 


‘ 
> 


. 
- 
f 


Lo wa ay to A 5 nor {tre ength to hold out flight 5 
lhe Foe is m ercileh : ane will not pity: 
For at the ir Hands I have deferv’d no pity. 


The Air hath got into wy deadly Wounds, 
And much effufe of Blood 1 doth make me Fairic’ 
Come York, and Richard, eke and the reft, 

E ftabb’d your Father’s Bofoms; {plit my Breaft. [He faints, 
Alarum and Retreat. Enter "Edward. Warwick, Richard, 
Mountague, Clarence, and Soldiers. 

Edw. Now b reathe we Lords, good Fortune bids us pawle, 
And {mooth the frowns of War with peaceful looks: 
the bloody-minded Queen, 
i h rat led calm Henry, though he were a King, 
is doth a Sail Gll’d with a fretting Guft, 
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King Henry VE. ri’ 


Command an Argofie to ftem the Waves: 

But think you Lords, that Clifford fled with them 2 
War. No, *tis impoffible he thould efcape : 

For though before his Face I {peak the word, 

Your Brother Richard mark’d him for the Grave ; 


And wherefoe’er.he is, he’s furely dead. [Clifford gre 


Rich. Whofe Soul is that; which take 


A deadly groan, like Life and Death’s departing, 
See who it is: 
Edw. And now the Battel’s ended, 
If Friend or Foe, lee him be gently ufed, 
. Ritch. Revoke that doom of Mercy; fortis Clifford; 
Who not contented that he lopp’d the Branch 
In hewing Rutland, when his leaves put forth, 
But fet his murth’ring Knife unto the Root, 
From whence that tender {pray did {weetly {priag, 
I mean our Princely Father, Duke of Yor bs 7 
War. From off the Gates of York fetch down the head, 
Your Father’s Head, which Clifford placed there: 
Inftead whereof, let his 


upply the room, 
Meafure for meafure muft be anfwered, 


Edw. Bring forth that fatal Screech-ow! to our Houfe'} 
That nothing fung but Death to us and ours: 


Now death fhall {top his difmal threatning found, 


And his ill-boading Tongue no more fhall {peak. 


Wars. I think his underftanding is bereft: 
Speak Clifford, doft thou know who {peaks to thee? 
Dark cloudy Death o’er-fliades his Beams of Life, 
And he nor fees, nor hears us, what we fay. 

Rich. O would he didé and fo, perhaps, he doth; 
‘Tis but his policy to counterfeit, 
Becaufe he would avoid fuch bitter taunts 
Which in the time of death ! 


1¢ gave our Father. 
Cla, If fo thou thinkft, 


Vex him with eager words. 


Rich. Clifferd, ask Mercy, and.obtain no’ Grace: 

Edw. Clifford, repent in bootlefs penitence. 

War. Clifford, devile excufes for thy faults. 

Cla. While we devife fell Tortures for thy faults. 
Rith.. Thou didft love York, and Tam Son to York 
Edw. Thou pitied'ft Rutland, I will pity thee. 
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1572 The Third Part of 


Cla, Where's Captain Afargaret, to fence you now? 
War. They mock thee, Clifford, 
Owear, as thou waft wont. 
Kich, Whar, not. an Oath! Nay, then the World goes hard, 
When Clifford cannot {pare his Friends an Oath: 
I know by that he’s dead, and by my Soul, — 
If this right hand would buy but two hours life, 
That I, 1n all defpight, might rail at:him, . 
This hand fhould chop it off; and with the iffuing Blood 
stifle the Villain, whofe unfanched thirft 
York, and young Rutland, could not fatishe. 
War. Ay, but he’s dead, Off with the Traitor’s Head, 
And rear it in the place your Father’s ftands, 
And now to Lozdox with triumphant march, 
There to be crowned Exgland’s Royal King: 
From whence fhall Warwick cut the Sea to Frances 
And ask the Lady Bona for thy Queen, 
So fhalt thou finew both thefe Lands together; 
And having Fraxce thy Friend, thou fhalt not dread 
The {catter’d Foe, that hopes to rife again: 
For though they cannot greatly fling to hurt, 
Yet look to have them buz to offend thine Ears. 
Firft will I fee the Coronation, 
And then, to Britany Vil crofs the Sea, 
To effect this Marriage, fo it pleafe my Lord. 
Edw. Even as thou wilt, {weet Warwick, let it be; 
For on thy Shoulder do I build my Scat: 
And never will I undertake the thing 
Wherein thy Counfel and Confent is wanting. 
Richard, 1 will create thee Duke of Glofer, 
And George of Clarence; Warwick as our felf 
Shall do, and undo, as him pleafeth beft, 
ich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George of Glo fer, 
For Glo'fter’s Dukedom is too ominous, 
War. Tut, that’s a foolith obfervation : 
Richard, be Duke of Glo'fter: Now to Lox 
Lo fee thefe honours in pofleffion, 
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King Henry V1. 


A Cx FecHk: ScGsk oN hd. 


Enter Sinklo, and Humphry, with Crofs-bows in their 
Hands. 
Sink, N der this thick grown brake we’! (hrowd our felves; 
For through this Laund anon the Deer will come, 
And in this Covert will we make our Stand, 
Culling the principal of all the Deer. 
Hump. Vl {tay above the Hill, fo both may fhoot. 
Sink, That cannot be, the noife of thy Crofs-bow 
Will fcare the Herd, and fo my fhoot is loft: 
Here ftand we both, and aim we at the beft. 
And, for the time thall not feem tedious, 
I'll tell thee what befel me on a Day, 
In this felf-place,, where now we mean to ftand. 
Sink, Here comesa Man, let’s {tay *till he be paft, 
Enter King Henry with a Prayer-Book, 
K. fenry., From Scotland am I ftol’n even of pure love, 
To greet mine own Land with my wifhful fight: 
No Harry, Harry, *tis no Land of thine, 
Thy place is fiil'd, thy Scepter wrung fiom thee, 
Thy Balm watht off wherewith thou waft anointed, 
No bending Knee will call thee Cefar now, 
No humble Sutors prefs to {peak for right: 
No, nota Man comes for redrefs to thee; * 
For how can I help them, and not my. felf? 
Sink. Ay, here’s a Deer, whofe Skin’s a Keeper's Fee: 
This is the gondam King; let’s feize upon him. 
K. Henry, Let me embrace the four Adverfarjes; 
For wife Men fay, it is the wifeft courfe. 
Hump, Why linger we? let us lay hands upon him. 
Sink, Forbear a while, we'll bear a little more. 
K. Henry. My Queen and Son are gone to France for ad: 
And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick 
Is thither gone, to crave the French King’s Sifter 
To Wife for Edward. If this news be true, 
Poor Queen, and Son, your labour is but loft: 
For fVarowick is a fubtle Orator; 
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The Third Part of 


And Lewis a Prince foon won with moving Words: 
By this account then AZargaret may winhim, ? 
For the’s a Woman to be pitied much: 
ter fighs will make a batt’ry in his Breaft, 
ier Tears will pierce into a Marble Heart: 
The Tyger will be mild, whiles the doth mourn; 
‘\nd Nero will be tainted with remorfe, . 
Lo hear and fee her plaints, her brinifh Tears. 
‘AY, but fhe’s come to beg, Warwick to give: 
She on his left fide craving Aid for Henry 5 
He ow his right, asking a Wife for Edward. 
She weeps, and fays, her Henry is depos’d ; 
He {miles, and fays, his Edward is inftall’d; 
‘that fhe poor wretch for erief can fpeak no more: 
Whiles Warwick tells his Title, {mooths the wrong; 
taferreth Arguments of mighty {trength, 
And in conélufion wins the King from her, 
With promife of his Sifter, and what elfe, 
Yo itrengthen and fuppore King Edward's place. 
O dfargarer, thus twill be, and- thou (poor Soul) 
Ast then forfaken, as thou wenr’ft forlorn. 
flum. Say, what art thou that talk’tof Kings, and Queens? 
KX. Hexry.. More than I feem, and lefs than 1 was born to; 
A Man at léaft, for lefs I fhould not be; | 
And Men may talk of Kings, aed why not I2 
Hum. Ay, but'thou talk’ as if thou wert a King. 
K. Henry. Why fo I am, in Mind; and that’s enough. 
Flum. But if thou Be.a King, where is thy Crown? 
K. Henry, My Crown is in my Heart, not on my Head: 
Not deck’d with Diamonds, and Judian Stones ; 
Not to be feen: My Crown is call’d Content, 
A Crown it is that feldom Kings enjoy. 
_ lum. Well, if you be a King crown’d with Content, 
Your Crown Content, and you mult be contented 
lo goalong with us. For, as we think, 
You are the King, King Edward hath depos’d: 
And we his Subje@s, fworn in all All 
Will apprehend you as-his Enemy, 
K, Henry. But did you never {weaf, and break an Oath. 


#lum. No, never fuch an Oath, nor will nor now 
ee od ~ 7 6 
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King Henr Y VI, I< 75 
Hum. Here in this Country, where we now remain. | 
K, fTenry. I was anoin ted Kir ne at nine Months old, i 
My Father, and my Grana ther: were Kings; Nf 
And you were {worn true Sobjeds unto me: H 
And tell me then, have you not broke your Oaths? | 
Sink. No, for we were oI picts nut while you werea King ng. 


ewe 


K. Henry. Why, am I dead? do [not breathe a Man? 

Ah fimple Men, you know not what you fwear: 
Look, as I blow this Feather from my Face, 
And as the Air blows it to me again, 
Obeying with my Wind when I do blow, 
And yielding to ano ther when it blows, 
Commanded always by the greater guilt; 
Such is the lightnefs of y: su common Men. 

Sut do not fecal your Oath, for of that Sin 
My mild intreaty ‘fhall not make yc 
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you guilty. 
Go where you will, the King fhall be co ymmanded, 
And be you Kings, con amand, and I'll obe y- 
Sink "We are true Subje@s to the King, 
King Edward. 
K. Henry. So would you beagain to Henry, 
If he were feated as King Edward is. 


Sink, We charge you in God’s Name and in the King’s, 
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To go with us unto ‘the Officers. 

K. Henry. In God’s Name lead, your King’s Nam 
And what God will, that let your King perform, | bey’d, 
And, what he will, I humbly yield unto. { Exeunt 
Enver King Edward, Gloucefter, Clarence, and Lady Gray 

K. Edw. Brother of Glo fter, at St. Alban’s Field 
This Lady’s Husband, Sir Richard Gray, was flain, 

His Land then feiz’d on by the Conqueror ; 
Her fuit is now, to repoffefs thofe Lands, 
Which we in Juftice cannot we'l deny, 


Becaufe in quarrel of the Houfe of York, 
he worthy Gentleman did lofe hi is |. rip 


ne he o- 


Je er =e: 


&, a 


4 aire 


Glo. Your Highnefs fhail do well to grant her Sut 


fo 
Tt were diflionour to deny it her. 
K, Edw. Tt were no lefs; but yet Pll make a paufe, 
Glo. Yea! is it {fo 2 


I fee the Lad ly hath a thing to-prant, 
Before the King will grant her humble Suit, 
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Clar. Tie knows the Game, how true he keeps the Wind 2 

Glo. Silence. 

K. Edw. Widow, we will confider of your fuit, 
And come, fome other time, to know our Mind. 

Gray. Right gracious Lord, I cannot brook delay, 
May it pleafe your Highnefs ta refolve me now 
And what your pleafure is, fhall fatisGe me. 

Glo. Ay, Widow! then [’}} warrant you all your Lands, 
And if what pleafes him, fhall pleafe you : 
Fight clofer, or 200d faith you'll catch a blow. 

‘Clar. [ fear her nor, unlefs {he-chance to fal]. 

Glo. God forbid that, for hell take vantages, 

K. Edw. How many Children haft thou, Widow 2 tell me. 

Clar. I think he means to beg a Child of her. 

Gio. Nay then whip me; he'll rather give her two, 
Gray. Three, my moft gracious Lord, 
Glo. You fhall have our, if you'll be rul’d by him, 
K. Edw.’ T were pity they fhould lofe their Father’s Lands. 
Gray. Be pitiful, dread Lord, and grant it*then, 
K. Edw. Lords, give us leave, I']] try this Widow’s wit. 
Glo. Ay, good leave-have you, for you will have leave, 

and leave youto the Crutch, 

K. Edw. Now tell m e, Madam, do you love yourChildren, 
Gray. Ays full as dearly as I Jove my felf, 
K. Edw. And would you not do muc; 
Gray. To do them good, I wou! 
K. Edw. Then get your Husband 
Gray. Uherefore I came unto your Majefty, 
K. Edw. Vil tel] you how thef2 Lands are to be got, 
Gray. So fhall you bind me fo your Hiehnefs Service. 
K. Edw. What Service wilt thou do me, if I give them? 
Gray. What you command that refts in me to do. 
K. Edw. Bit you will take exceptions to my Boon, 
Gray. No; gracious Lord, except I cantor do it, 
K. Edw. Ay, but thon cantt do whit I mean to ask, 
Gray. Why then I will do whet your Grace commands. 
Glo. He plies her hard, and much Kain wears the Marble. 
Clar. As red as fire! nay, then her Wax will melt. 
Gray. Why ftops my Lord? fhall { not hear my Task 2 
K. Edw. AneaG love a King, 


aire Task, ’tis but to 
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Gray. That's {oon Périorm’d, becaufe ] am a Subje&. 
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King Henry VI, 1S77 


K, Ea. Why then, thy Husband’s Lands I freely give thee. 
Gray. 1 take my leave with many thoufand Thanks, 
Glo. The match is made, fhe-feals it with Curtfie, * 
K. Edw, But ftay thee, ’tis the fruits of Love I mean, 
Gray. The fruits of Loye, I mean, my loving Liege, 
K. Edw. Ay, but | fear me in another fenfe. 
What Love, thiok’ft thou, I fue fo much to et? 
Gray. My Love’till Death, my humble Thanks, my Prayers, 
That Love which Virtue begs, and Virtue grants, 
K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean fuch Love, 
Gray. Why then you mean not as I thought you did. 
K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my Mind. 
Gray. My Mind wil never grant what I perceive 
Your Highnefs aims at, if I aim aright. 
K. Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lye with thee. 
Gray. Lo tell you plain, I had rather lye in Prifon, 
K. Edw. Why then thou fhalt not have thy Husband’s 
Lands. 
Gray. Why then mine Honefty fhall be my Dower, 
For by that Lofs I wil not purchafe them, 
K. Eaw. Therein thou wrone’ft thy Children mightily. 
Gray. Herein your Highnefs wrongs both them and me: 
Bur, mighty Lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the adnefs of my Suit; 
Pleafe you difmifs me, either with Ay, or No. 
K. Edw. Ay ;if chou wilt fay Ay to my requeft ; 
No ; if thou doft fay No to my demand. 
Gray. Then No, my Lord; my Suit is at an end. 
Glo. The Widow likes him not, the knits her Brows, 
Clar. He 1s the blunteft Wooer in Chriftendom, 
K. Eaw. Her Looks do argue her repleat with Modefty, 
Her Words do fhew her Wit incomparable, 
All her Perfections chillenge Sovereignty, 
One way or other fhe is for a King, 
And fhe fhall be my Love, or elfe my Queen. 
Say, that King Edward take thee for his Queen? 
Gray, “Tis better faid than done, my gracious Lord ; 
fam a Subject fit to jeft withal, 
But far unfit to be. a Sovereigns 


K.E£aw. Sweet Widow, by my State I {wear to thee, 
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1578 The Third Part of 


} {peak no more than what my Soul intends, ae 
And that is, to enjoy thee for my Love. ie 
Gray. And that is more than I will yield unto ; 
I know I am too mean to be your Queen, 7 
And yet too good to be your Concubine. 
K. Edw. You cavil, Widow, I did mean my Queen. 
Gray. ’T will grieve your Grace; my Sons fhall call you 
K. Edw. No more than when. my Daughters [ Father, 
Call thee Mother. 
Thou art a Widow, and thou haft fome Children, 
And by God’s Mother, I being but a Batchelor, 
Have other fome. Why, ’tis a happy thing, 
To be the Father unto many Sons: 
Anfwer no more, for thou fhalt be my Queen. 
Glo.. The Ghoftly Father now hath done his Shrift. 
Clar. When he was made a Shriver, it was for a fhift. 
K. Edw. Brother, you mufe what Chat we two have had. 
Glo. The Widow likes it not, for the looks fad. 
K. Edw. You'ld think it ftrange, if | fhould marry her, 
Clar. To whom, my Lord? 
K. Edw. Why Clarence, to my felf. 
Glo. ‘hat would be ten days wonder at the leaft, 
Clar. That’s a day longer than a Wonder latts. 
Glo, By fo much is the Wonder in extreams. 
K. Edw. Well, jeft on, Brothers, I can tell you both, 
Her {uit is granted for her Husband’s Lands. | 
Exter a Nobleman. 
Nob. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Prifoner to your Palace Gate, 
K. Edw, See that he be convey’d unto the Tower: 
And go we, Brothers, to the Man that took him, ’ 
To queftion of his Apprehenfion, 
Widow, go you along: Lords, ufe her honourably. 
| | Excutts 
























Afanet Gloucefter. 

Glo. Ay, Edward will ufe Women honourably, 
Would he were wafted, Marrow, Bones, and all; 
hat from his Loins no hopeful Branch may {pring, 
To crofs me from the golden time I look for: 
And yet, between my Soul’s defire and me, 

Fhe luftful Edwara’s Title buried, 


Them fince this Earth affords no Joy to me, 


King Henry. VI. 


Is Clarence, Henry, and his Sen young Edward, 
And all the unlook’d for Iffue of their Bodjes, 
To take their Rooms e’er I can place my felf: 
A cold premeditation for my purpofe, 
Why then I do but dream on Sovereignty, 
Like one that ftands upon a Promontory, ' 
And {pys a far-off fhore, where he would tread, 
Wifhing his Foot were equal with his Eye, 
And chides the Sea that funders him from thence, 
Saying, he'll lave it dry to have his way: 
So do I with the Crown, being fo far off, 
And fo I chide the means that keeps me from it, 
Arid fo (I fay) I'll cut the Caufes off, 
Flattering me with Impoffibilities: , 
My Eye's too quick, my Heart o’er-weenstoo much 
Unlefs my Hand and Strength could equal them. 
Well, fay there is no Kingdom then for Richard; 
What other pleafure can the World afford? 
Vil make my Heaven in a Lady’s lap, 
And deck my Body in gay Ornaments, 
And ‘witch {weet Ladies with my Words and Looks. 
Oh miferable thought ! and more: unlikely, 
Than to accomplith twenty Golden Crowns, 
Why, Love forfwore me in my Mother’s Womb: 
And, for I fhould not deal in her foft Laws, 
She did corrupt frail Nature with fome Bribe, 
To fhrink mine Arm like to a wither’d fhrub, 
To make an envious Mountain on my Back, 
Where fits Deformity to mock my Body: 
Jo thape my Legsof an unequal fize, . 
Lo difproportion me in every part:. 
Like to a Chaos, or unlick’d Bear whelp 
That carries no impreffion like the Dam. 
And am I then a Man to be beloy’d2 
Oh monftrous Fault, to harbour fuch a Thou 


+372 


ehr. 
But to command, to check, to o’er-bear fuch 

As are of better Perfon than my felf; 

I'll make my Heaven to dream upon the Crown, 
And whiles I live t’account this World but Hell, 
Until this mif-(hap'd Trunk thar bears this Head 
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1580 The Third Part of 


Be round impaled with a glorious Crown. | 
And yet I know not how to get the Crown, 
For many Lives ftand between me and home « 
And I, like one loft in a thorny Wood, 
That rents the Thorns, and is rent with the Thorns, 
Seeking a way, and ftraying from the way, 
Not knowing how to find the open Air, 
But toiling defperately to find it out, 
Torment my felf to cacch the Engli fb Crown; 
And from that torment I will free my felf, 
Or hew my way out with bloody Ax. 
Why I can fmile, and murther whiles I {mile, 
And cry, Content, to that which grieves my Heart, 
And wet my Cheeks with artificial Tears, 
And frame my Face to all Occafions. 
I'll drown more Sailors than the Mermaid fhall, 
il flay more Gazers than the Bafilisk, 
Vil play the Orator as well as Weffor, 
Deceive more flily than Clyffes could, 
And like 4 Simon, take another Troy. 
f can add Colours to the Camelion, 
Change thapes with Proteus for Advantages, 
And fet the murtherous Matchevil to School, 
Can Ido this, and cannot get a Crown? 2 
Tut, were it farther off, I'l! pluck it down. | Exit. 


> C EN’ R ‘ay 


Flourifh, Entey Kang Lewis, Bona, Bourbon, Prince of 
Wales, Queen Margaret, 


and the Earl of Oxford. Lewis 
Sits, and rifeth up Again, 


KK. Lew, Fair Queenof Exgland, 
Sit down with us; it ill befits thy State, 
And Birth, that thou fhould?ft ftand, whiles Lewis fits, 


Queen, No, mighty King of Frances now Aarcaret 
Mutt ftrike her Sail, and | ; 


: €arn a while to ferve, 

here Kings command, I was, I muft confefs; 
Great Albion's Queen, in former golden Days: 
But now mifchance hath 


| tred my Title down, 
And with difhonour laid me on the Ground, 


worthy “Margaret, 


Where 





King Henry VI. 


Where I muft take like feat unto my Fortune, 
And to my humble feat confirm my felf. 


K. Lew. Why fay, fair Queen, whence fprings this deep 
defpair? ata | 
Queen. From fucha caufe as fills mine Eyes with Tears, 
And ftops my Tongue, while Heart is drown’d in Cares, 
K. Lew. Whate’er it be, be thou ftill like thy felf, 
And fit thee by our fide. | Seats her by hins. 
Yield not thy Neck to Fortune’s yoak, 
But let thy dauntlefs Mind ftill ride ia triumph 
Over all mifchance. 
Be plain, Queen AZargaret, and tell thy Grief, 
It fhall be eas’d, if France can yield relief. 
Queen, Thofe gracious Words revive my drooping Thoughts, 
And give my Tongue-ty’d Sorrows leave to {peak. 
Now therefore be it known to Noble Lewis, 
That Henry, fole poffeffor of my Love, 
Is, of a King, become a banifh’d Man. 
And fore’d to live in Scotland a Forlorn; 
While proud ambitious Edward, Duke of York. 
Ufurps the Regal Fitle, and the Seat 
Of Exgland’s true anointed lawful King. 
This is the caufe that I, poor AZargaret, 
With this my Son Prince Edward, Henry’s Heir, 
Am come to crave thy juft and lawful Aid: 
And if thou fail us, all our hope is done. 
Scotland hath Will to help, but cannot help: 
Our People, and our Peers, are both mifs-led, 
Our Treafure feiz'd, our Soldiers put to flight, 
And, as thou feeft, our felves in heavy plight. 
K. Lew. Renowned Queen, with patience calm the Storm, 
While we bethink a means to break it off. 
Queen. The more weftay, the ftronger grows our Foe. 
K. Lew. The more I flay, the more I’ll fuccour thee. 
Oxeen. O, but impatience waiteth on true Sorrow. 
And fee where comes the breeder of my Sorrow. 
Enter Warwick. 
K. Lew, What's he approacheth boldly to our prefence? 
Queen, Our Earl of Warwick, Edward's oreateft Friend. 
K. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick, what brings thee te 
France? | He defcends. She arifeth. 
Queen. 
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1582 The Third Part of 


Queen, Ay, now begins 4 fecond Sterm to rife; 

For this is he that moves both Wind and Tide. 
< War, From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My Lord and Sovereign, and thy vowed Friend, 
¥ come (in Kindnefs and unfeigned Love) 

Firft to do greetings to thy.Royal Perfon, 

And then to crave a League of Amity ; 

Find laftly, to confirm that Amity 

With Nuptial Knot, if thou vouchfafe to prant 
That vertuous Lady Bona, thy fair Sifter, 
Lo England’s King in lawful Marriage. 

Queen. If that go forward, Henry’s hope is done, 

War. And gracious Madam, | Speaking te Bona. 
In our King’s behalf, 
I am commanded, with your leave and favour; 
Humbly to kifs your Hand; and with my Tongue 
To tell the paflion of my Sovereign’s Heart; 

Where Fame, late entring at his heedful Ears, 
Hath plac’d thy Beauty's Image, and thy Virtue. 

Queen. King Lewis, and Lady Boa, hear me {peak, 

Betore you anfwer Warwick. His demand 

Springs not from Edward’s well-meant honeft Love; 

But from Deceit, bred by Neceflity : 

For how can Tyrants fafely govern home; 

Unlefs Abroad they purchace great Alliance 2 

To prove him Tyrant, this reafon may fuffice, 

That Henry liveth till; but were he dead, 

Yet here Prince Edward {tands, King flenry’s Son. 

Look therefore Lewis, that by this League and Marriapé 

Thou draw not on thy Danger and Difhonour: 

For though Ufurpers fway the Rule 4 while, 

Vet Heavens are juft, and Time fuppreffeth Wrongs; 
War. Injurious Margaret, 3 
Prince. And why not Queen? | 

_ War. Becaufe thy Father Henry did ulurp; 

And thou no more art Prince than the is Queen: 

Oxf. Then Warwick difannuls ereat — of Gaung; 

art o in» 

And after Fobn of Gaunt, Henry the roan’ 

Whofe Wifdom was a Mirror to the wife: 


And after that wife Pringe, Henry the Fifth, 








King Henry VI: 1583 


Who by his Prowefs conquered all France: 
From thefe our Henry lineally defcends, 

War, Oxford, how haps it in this {mooth Difcourfe, 
Youtoldnot, how Henry the Sixth hath loft 
All that, which Henry the Fifth had gotten ; 

Methinks thefe Peers‘of France fhould {mile at that, 
But for thereft; you tell a Pedigree 

Of threefcore and two Years, a filly time 

To make prefcription for a Kingdom’s worth. 

Oxf. Why Warwick, canft thou {peak againft my Liege 
Whom thou obey’dft thirty and fix Years, 

And not bewray thy Treafon with a bluth 2 

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right, 
Now buckler falfhood with a Pedigree? 

For fhame leave Heary, and call Eduiard King, 

Oxf. Callhim my King, by whofe injurious doora 
My elder Brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere 
Was done to Death? and more than fo, my Father, 

Even in the downfall of his mellow’d Years, 
When Nature brought him ro the door of Death? 
No Warwick, no ; while Life upholds this Arm, 
This Arm upholds the Houfe of Lancaffer. 

War. And I the Houfe of York. 

K. Lew, Queen AZargaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford 
Vouchfafe at our requeft, to’ ftand afide, , 
While I ufe farther Conference with Warwick. 

| They ftand aloof. 

Queen, Heavens grant that Warwick’s Words bewitch him 
not. 

K. Lew. Now Warwick, tell me even’ upon thy Confcience, 
Is Edward your true King ? for I were loath 
‘To link with him that were not lawful chofen, 

War. Thereon I pawn my Credit, and mine Honour, 

K. Lew. But is he gracious in the Peoples Eyes? 

War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate. 

K. Lew. Then further; all diffembling’ fet afide; 

Tell me for truth, the meafure of his love 
Unto our Sifter Boa. 
War. Such it feems, 
Ais may befeem a Monarch like him{elt: 
My felf have often heard him fay and {wear, 
‘ That 
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1584 The Third Part of 


That this his Lové was an external Plant, 
Whereof the Root was fix’d in Virtue’s ground, | 
The Leaves and Fruit maintain’d with Beauty’s Sun, 
Exempt from Envy, but not from Difdain, 
Unlefs the Lady Bona quit his Pain. 
K. Lew. Now Sifter, let us hear your firm refolve, 
Bona. Your grant, or your denial, fhall be mine. 
Yet I confefs, that often e’er this Day, | Speaks to Warwick, 
When I have heard your King’s defert recounted, 
Mine Ear hath tempted Judgment to defire. 
K. Lew. Then Warwick, this: 
Our Sifter thall be Edwara’s. 
And now forthwith fhall Articles be drawn, 
Touching the Jointure that your King muft make, 
Which with her Dowry fhall be counterpois’d: 
Draw near, Queen ALargaret, and be a witnefs, 
That Bona thall be Wife to th’ Englifb King. 
Prince. To Edward, but not to the Engli fh King, 
QOneen. Deceitful Warwick, it was thy device, 
By this Alliance to make void my Suit ; 
Before thy coming, Lewis was fTenry’s Friend. 
K. Lew. And ftillis Friend to him and Adargaret ; 
But if your Title to the Crown be weak, 
As may appear by Edward’s goad Succefs ; 
Dhen ’tis but reafon that I be releas'd 
From giving Aid, which late I promifed. | 
Yet fhall you have all kindnef at my Hand, 
That your Eftate requires, and mine can yield. . 
War. Henry now lives in Scotland at' his eafe, ) 
Where having nothing, nothing can he Jofe. , 
And as for you your felf, our quondam Queen, ) 
You have a Father able to maintain you, : 
And better it were you troubled him, than Frayce. : 
Queen. Peace, impudent and thamelefe Warwick, peace, 
Proud fetter up, and puller down of Kings, 


I will not’ hence, *till with my Talk and Tears 
(Both full of Truth) I make 


King Lewis behold th 

Thy fly Conveyance, and thy Lord’s falfe Love, i 
Poft blowin ats thin. Ar 

For both of you are Birds of {elf fame Beatie oe ee ly 
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King Herny VI. 1535 
A. Lew. Warwick, this is fome Pott to Us, -or thee, 
Enter a Pofé. 
Poft. My Lord Ambaflador, 
Thefe Letters are for you; 
Sent from your Brother, Marquels Afontacue. 
Thefe from our King unto your Majefty. 
And Madam, thefe for you, | To the Queen, 
From whom I know not. [ They all read their Letters, 
Oxf. Tike it well, that our fair Queen and Mittrefs 
Smiles at her News, while Warwick frowns at his, 
Prince. Nay, mark how Lewis {tamps as he were nettled, 
I hope all’s for the beft. 
K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy News? 
And yours, fair Queen? 
Queen. Mine fuch as fills my Heart with unhop’d Joys, 
War. Mine full of Sorrow, and Heart’s Difc ntent. 
K. Lew. What! has your King Married the Lady Gray? 


| 7o Warwick, 


fi af 0 K, Lew. 


And now, to footh your Forgery and his, 


Sends mea Paper to perfwade me Patience ? 

Is this Alliance that he fecks with France ? 

Dare he prefume to fcorn us in this manner 2 
Cueem I told your Majefty as much before: 

This proveth Edward’s Love, and Warwick’s Honefly 
War, King Lewis, I here Proteft in { 

And by the hope I have of Heav’nly Buss, 

Fhat I am clear from this Mitdeed of Edward's: 

No more my King; for he dithonours me, 

But moft himfelf, if he could {ee his Shame. 

Did I forget, that by the Houfe of York 

My Father came untimely to his Death 

Did I ler pafs th’ abufe done to my Niece? 

Did | impale him with the Repa} Crowne 

Did I put Hexry from his Native Right? 

And am I guerdon'd at the laft with Shame 

Shame on himfelf, fox my Defert is Honour, 

And to repair my Honour loft for him 

I here renounce him, and return to nT Ye 

My Noble Queen;let former erudocs pals; 

And henceforth I am thy true Serviror: 

I will revenge his wreng to Lady Bona, 

And replant Henry in his former ftate. 
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(  Warwter » 

Words have turn’d my rate to Love, 

A : Pive, allt q 1s ode re i old Faults, 

ys : x ails es , 2 T. 

ANG J ry tl ft thou pecom it aia Fit mTY S F ‘riend, 
War. So Friend, ay, his unfeigned Fri ‘end, 


3 ha tif Kine Lewts Saiachiéke to furnith us 


With fome few Bands of chofen Soldiers, 

I jl undertake to Lan« 4 ehe m on our Coait, 

x e Tyrant trom his Seat by War. 
-ma de Bride fhall fuccour him : 
my Letters tell me; 


A nH d force t 


Se Ee - 
£ 1s not nis new 


nel -as itor Clarer Ces a: 


le’s very likely now to fall from him 
For patch ing more for wanton Luft sialon Honour, 
Or than for firength and fafety of our Country. 
h | Bona: be reveng’d, 


Bona, Seat aeabhen: hew thal 
But by shy. help te thiseitr led. Qe een 

Oneen. R enowne d pritds hoy 
Uniefs thou refcue him from foul deipaine 

Bonaw My yale and this Englifb Queen’s are one. 

War. And mine, fair Lady Bona, join Is With yours. 

K. Lew. And mine, with tiers, and thine, an d Margaret ‘Ss 
Therefore at laft, I firmly am refolv’d 
You thall have Aid. 

Oucen. Let me give homble thanks for allat once. 

K. Lew Z hen Exela ind’s Me flenger, return in Poft, 
And tell fa (e Edward, t chy! | ise ed King, 
That Peik = France, ‘1 s tend 12 Over Maskers 
To revel it with him, an id his new Bride. 

‘hou feeflt what's Palit, &t fear ny Kin o Wi thal. 

Bona. Tell him, in hopes h el prove a Widower fhortly, 
I wear ds > Willow Garland for bis fake. 

Queen. Tell him, my mourning weeds are laid afide, 
Ard f am ready to put Armor. on, 

W. i. Tell him from me, rae he hath done me wrong, 
And the refor re Ij] Uncrow n him e’er’t be long. 
There’s thy Reward, be gone. | Exit Poff. 


? 


\a/ 


= 


pe 5 But Warwick . 

Thou and Oxford, with five thouf fand Men 

Sha'l crofs the Seas; and bid falfe F “dwara Bat tel : 
And as oe ferves, this. Noble Queen 

Aad Prince fhall follow with a ireth Supply, 
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King Henry VI. 
Yet e’er thou go, but an 
What Pledge have we of 
War. This thal] affure my conftant Loyalty, 
That if our Queen and this young Prince agree, 
I'll join my eldeft Daughter, ‘and my OY, 
To him forthwith, in holy Wedlock Bands. 
Queen, Yes, I agree, and thank you for your Motion, 
Son Edward, the is Fair and Virtuous, 
Therefore delay not, give thy Hand to Warwick, 
And with thy Hand, thy Faith irrevocable, 
That only Wa; wicks Daughter hall be thine. 
Prince. Yes, Laccepther, for the well deferves It, 
And here to pledge my Vow, I give my Hand, 
| [ He gives his Hand to Warwick, 
K. Low. Why {tay wenew? thefe Soldiers fhall be levy’d, 
And thou Lord Bourbon, our High Admiral, 
Shalt waft them Over with our Royal Fleet, 
I long *till Edward fal] by War’s Mifchance, 
For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France. 


[Exennt. Manet Warwick. 
War. I came fram Edward as Ambaffador, 
But I return his 


{worn and mortal Foe: 
Matters of Marriase was rf 


§¢ was the charge he gave me, 
But dreadful War thal} anfwer his demand. 
Had he none elfe to make a ftale but me2 
Then none but I, 


fhall turn his Jeft to Sariaw. 
I was the Chief that rais’dbhim 1 
And I’ll be chief to § 


m_to the Crown, 
ring him down again : 
Not that I pity Hlenry’s Mifery, 
But feck Revenge on Edward's Mockery, [ Exit. 
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Enter Gloucefter, Clarence, Somerfet and Montague. 
Glo. N OW tell me, Brother Clarence, what ¢ 


think you 
OF this new Marriage withthe Lady Gray % 
Hath not our Brother made a worthy choice 
Clar, Alas, : 


How 
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{wer me one doubt: 
thy firm Loyalty 2 
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YOU kK°Ow, ‘tis far from hence rt France, 
ment ae a 7 : Y 

could ne flay “till Warwick made return? 
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tec rd ear 1 Here comes the King 
Flowrifb. Enter King Edward, Lady Gray as Queen, Pome 
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Clar. 1 mind to tel! him plainly what I think. 
K. Eaw. N Brother rence 
How like you our Choice, 
i hat \ ftand ' live aS D lelecontent 2 
‘© Ave \ WCli &S cf) of Mes 

yr the Earl of Warwick, 

Which are fo wéak of Courage, and in Judgment, 

That they'll take no offence at our Abufe. 
é 
. 


ke offence without a caufe: 


—- 


ewis and W wovick, 1 am Edward, 
Warwick's, and muft have my will. 


uppoie they take 

A 

F hey are but ZL 
J 


ep Fi aa “7 UT} 1 1] } ATTO X mauttr rei} 
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becaufe our King? 


Yet hafty Marriage feldom proveth well. 
K. Edw. Yes, Brother Richard, are you offended too? 
Gio. Not #53 nO: 


God forbid that I fhould with them fever’d 
Whom God hath join’d together. 
Ay; and ’twere pity to funder them, 
< oa yoak fo wel i Mopar er: 
. Edw. Setting'your fcorns, and your miflike afide, 

Tell me fome Re: On. why. the Lady Gray 
Should not become my Wife, and Exg/ana’s Queen? 
And you too, eile and Montag ey 
Speak freely what you think. 

Clar. Then this i y Opinion; 
That King Lewis becomes your Enemy, 
For mocking him about the Marriage 
Of the Lady Boxa. 

Glo. A And War wick, di Ing what you Pave in charge, 
Is now difhonoured by this new Ete Tiage, 

CX Edw. What, if both Lewis and Warwick be appeas d, 
can devife 
join’d w ae France ta Fi 


I Princ! rer) “ a r 
y ICTY Laven tion aS £ 


Adout. Yet to have ch Alliance, 


W suld more Kave {tre: yeth’ ned this our Commonweal th, | 


inft foreign Storms, thap any home-bred Marriage. 
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King Henry VI. 


S ueth Why, knows not AZont agwe that of it felf 
Fi upland \s fa fe, if true within it f {elf e 


se Yes, but the fafer, when ’tis back’d with France, 


5 - 7 _ 
Haft, °Tis better u fing ican rian tru ting france. 


Let us be back’d with Gods and with the Seas, 
Which he hath given for fence -imore evi 


And with their helps only defend o: 
in them, and in our felves, our fafcty lyes 
Ciar, For this one Speech, Lor d Aafti ngs well deferves 
yi O have the Heir of the Lori 1 Hun cer ford, 
- K, Edw. Ay; what of that a it was my will and : 
And for this once my Will tha d fi 
Glo. And yet methinks your G ; 
To give the Heir and Danian of Lore 
Unto the Brother of y yur lovin r Bride 
She better would have fitted me or Claren 
But in your Bride you bury srotherhoad. 
Clar. Or elfe you would.not have be! ve FT 


t oe LeOlr 
’ > ; ,) ‘ 
Of the Lord Boxvill on vo v Wite's Son, 
: > RS : = = ‘fc ' 
And léave your Brothers to go {peed elfewhecre. 
oa ; " : é a : 
K. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence; is it fora Wife 
rm 2 a “ 5 ; ; 
That thou art Matecontent ¢ | will p ie thee 
Clar, In chufing f elf 
ar. In. chufing for your felf, 
You thew’d vour Tudement: 
Ay} RE nee | Sse Ty pee 7 
V AIC D JOP tila VW, YOU Niall LIVE Me it ive 
To play the Brother in mine own behalf ; 
; ¥ | : , ‘ 
And to that nd, i iortiyv mind to leave von. 
4 
~ # a 
K, Edw. Leave ine, Or tal “V5 LaGWitira WV is it LAN Ne 3 
> 7 . . . ? { 
And not be ty d unto his Brother’s will, 
Jaa : ty cai RES: Fe ES NS Sey ‘5: a? 
La. Gray. My Lords, before it pleas’d his Majefty 
ee i 
io raife my State to Title of a Queen 


q_'w\tly 
Do me but right, yutt all conf 


> singh ; ee Gee ee 
DOU FIL and you MUuit ail contre 


ail confefs, 
That I was not ignoble of Defcent, 
And meaner than my felf have had like fortune. 
But as this Title honours’me and mine, 
So your diflikes, to whom I[ would be pleafing, 
Do cloud my Jo: s with Dang vith Sorrow 
K, Edw . My Love, forbear to faw upon tae Frowns; 
W hat Danger or what Sorrow can befall thee, 


»9 long as Edward is thy conftant 


And their tr uc Sovereigi Dy whom the» Aa - ¢ 
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Third Part of 


N ay, whom they {hal} obey, and love thee too; 
Unlefs they feek for hatred at my Hands : 
Which if they do, yet will I keep thee fafe, 
And they fhall feel the Vengeance of my Wrath. 
Gio. I hear, yet lay not much, but think the more. 
E ‘ater a Poft. 
i K. Edw. Now Meffens Per, what Letters, or what News 











































Poft. My Sovereign Liege, no Letters, and few Words, 
sut fuch as I (without your {pecial pardon) 


; i 
| Dare not relate. 
pai kK EA aes piece i pe Oe Se 
Wei K. Ldw. (Go too, We paragon thee 


ill Therefor es in brief, tell their Words, 

hi As near as thou can {t guefs them. 

en What Ruse makes King Lewis unto our Letters 2 
Ba tt Poff. Atmy-depart thefe were his very Words; 

| Go tel ’ falfe Edy ard, thy fuppofed. King, 
i That Lewis o France’ is {ending over Maskers, 

Hae | To revel it wit! 1 him, and his new Bride, 

K. Ea: w. Is Lewis fo brave? belike he thinks me Henry. 
But what hid Lady Bona to my Marriage? 
He Poff. Thefe were her Words, utter’d with mild Difdain: 


SED SP O- SEE > > OP OS O— as OS Oe Oe SPO Se Se Os: oer ->- 


hia Tell him, in hope he'll prove a Widower fhortly, 
Ht I'll wear the Willow Gar Jana for his fake. 
it K. Edw.’ blame not he ry the could fay little lefs ; 


She had the wre ne, Bat what faid Henry’s Queen? 

For fo I heard that the was there in piace. 

abi ohe Poff. Veli him fees fhe) 

ig My mourning We ate = 
| And T am ready to put Armour on, 

| K. Edw : Belike he M€ans to play the durmzon, 

ip But what faid Vi, apie 2: to thefe Injuries? 

if this Poff. He *y More incen sid agamf{t your Mayefty 

Be Than al! the reft, difc nae dme with thefe Words; 

ne 
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it Tell him from mie, th ath done me wrong, 

ts And therefore Pll uncrown him e? ert be long, 

ee K, Ea, Ha? durft the Traitor breathe out fo proud 
Fi Well, I will arm me; being thus f ore-warn'd: | Words é 
1 eT hey fhall have Wars, nd pay for their Prefumption, 

ie But fay, is Warwick Friends with Az largaret 2 
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King Henry \ I, 1591 


Poff. Ay, gracious Sovereign, 

They are fo link’d in Friend fhip, 

That i Prince Edward marries Warwick's Daughter. 
Clan. | | elik e the elder; 

Clarence wi vil have the younger. 

Now Brother King farewel, and fit you faft, 

For I will hence to Warwick's other Daughter, 

That though I want a Kingdom, yet. in Marriage 

I may not prove inferior to your felf. 

You that love me, and Warwick, follow me. 


| Exit Clarence, and Somerfet follows. 
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Glo. Not I: 
My Lhoughts aim at a further Matter: 
I flay not | = ~ ie love of Edwards but the Crown. | fide. 
K. Edw. Clarence and Somerfet both gone to Warwick? 
Yet I am arm’d againft the worft can happen; 
An d hatte is needful in this deip’rate Cafe. 
Pembrook and Stafford, you in our bs half 
Go levy Men, and ma ake prepare for War; 
They are already, or quickly will be landed : 
My felf in Perfon will {treight follow you. 


f Exit Pe embrook and Stafford. 
But e’er I 205 Ha aftis 2g$ and Montane 


Refolve my douke » you twa in of all the reft 
Are near to Warwick, by Bloos and | by Alliance ; 
Tell me, if you love Warwick more than me; 

If it be fo, then both d €pa rt to him: 
rather with you Foes than hollow Friends. 
But if you mind to hold your true Obedience, 
Give me Affurance with fome friendly Vow, 


That I may never have you in fufped, 
Aon. 
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So God help MM ‘ontague, as he prove s true, 
Haft. And Haftings, ashe favours Edward's Cant 
Fs: Now, Brother Richard, w 1 yo 
Glo. Ay, in defpight of all that thal! w ith and you. 
K. Edw. Why fo; then am I fure of Viéory. 

Now therefore let us hence, and lofe no Ast : 

‘Till we meet Warwick, with his Foreign Power. 


yu ttand by is? 
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id Oxford i ¢ Eng land, with Frerich 
saldices. : 
War. Truitt me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 
The Common People by numbers fwarm to us, 
Enrer Clarence- and. Somerfet. 
ut fee where Somerfer and Clarence come: 
peak fuddenly, my Lords, are we all Friends 2 
Ciar. Fear not thar, my Lord. 
Var. Lien gentle Clarence, welcome unto Zar Wicks 
come Somerfet: 1 hold it Cowardize, 
it mittrulttul, where a Noble Heart 
Fath pawn'd anopen Hand, in 1 fign of Love: 
Tt! ha at Cla ae} dward’s Brother, 
‘ri€D id to our Proceedings: 
B st Clarence, my Daughter {hall be thine. 
And now, what refs? ¢ but in Night’s Coveiture, 
Thy Brother being carelefly cHCAMNP Ge 
His Soldiers lurking in _ verte about, 
And but attended by a dimple Guard, 
We may furprize anc eke at our pleafure, 
ul have found the Adventiire very eafie 3 
Ly I 5; and itout Drow sede 
Wi flight and mani hood {tole to Rhefus’ Tents; 
Andi bro ught from thence the Thracian fata] Steeds 3 
So we,. well cove red with the Night’s black Mantle, 
At unawares m: y beat down Edward's Guard, 
And feize himfelf: If ry nor, flau: p hter him, 
For. I intend but only to furprize him. + 
You that will follow me to this Attempt, 


Applaud the Name of 


any 
e~ 


fienry, with your Leader. 
a 2 : LThey all cry Henry. 
ly then, let’s on our way in filent fort, 
For Warwick and | se ‘A rrends, God and Saint George. 
| Exeunt. 
é King’s Tent, 


7x. 


Enter the Watchmen to guard tl 
t Watch. Cot meon, my Ma {ters, each Man take his Stand, 
The Kir g by thisis fer him di wn to fleep, 
2 W. sch. Wha it, will he not to Bed 2 
I Watch, Why 
Wever tO ly e and ‘td 


1madeafolemn Vow, 
his natu ial Reft 
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King Henty VI. 159 2 


2 Watch. To morrow then belike fhall be the Day, 
If Warwick be fo near as Men report. 
3 Watch. But fay, I pray, what Nobleman is that, 
That with the King here refteth in his Tent2 
1 Watch. *Tisthe Lord Haftings, the King’s chiefeft Friend. 
3 Watch. O, is it fo? but why commands the King, 
That his chief Followers lodge in Towns about him, 
While he himfelf keeps in the cold Field 
2 Watch,’ Tis the more Honour, becaufe the more dangerous. 
3 Watch.* Ay, but give me worfhip and quictnefs, 
I like it better than a dangérous Honour. 
If Warwick knew in what Eftate he {tands, 
’ Tis to be doubted he would waken him. 

1 Watch. Unlefs our Halberds did thut up his Paflage. 

2 Watch. Ay; wherefore elfe guard we this Royal Tent, 
But to defend his Perfon from Night-foes ? 

Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerfet, aud French 
Soldiers, felebet all, 

War. This is his Tent, and fee where ftands his Guard: 
Courage, my Mafters : Honour now or never: | 
But follow me, and Edward thall be ours. 

1 Watch, Who goes there?‘ 

2 Watch. Stay, or thou dieft. 
| Warwick and the reft cry all, Warwick, Warwick, znd fet 

upon the Guard, who fly, crying, rms, rms, Warwick 

and the reft following them. 
Lhe Drum beating, and Trumpets founding. 
Enter Warwick, Somerfet, and the reft, bri 
in aA Gown, fitting in a Chair; 
over the Stage. 

Som, What are they that fly there? 

War. Richard and Haftings, let them go, here‘is the Duke. 

K. Edw. The Duke! 
Why Warwick, when we parted 
Thou call’dit me King? 

War. Ay, but the cafe is alter’d. 

When you difgrac’d mein my Embaffade, 
Then I degraded you from being King, 
And come now to create you Duke of York, 


Alas, how fhould you govern any Kingdom, 


That know not how to ufe Ambaffadors, 
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1594 The Third Part of 


Nor how to be contented with one Wife, 
Nor how to ufe your Brothers brotherly, 
Nor how to ftudy for the People’s Welfare, 
Nor how to fhrowd your felf from Enemies. 
K. Edw. Yea, Brother of Clarence, ’ 
Art thou here too? 
Nay then I fee, that Edward muft needs down, 
Yet Warwick, in defpight of all Mifchance, 
Of thee thy felf, and all thy Complices, 
Edward will always bear himfelf as King: 
Though Fortune’s malice overthrow my State, 
My Mind exceeds the Compafs of her Wheel. 
War. Then for his Mind be Edward England’s King. 
[Takes off his Crown, | 
But Hexzry now fhall wear the Exglifhb Crown, | 
And be true King indeed; thou but a, Shadow. 
My Lord of Somerfet, at my requett, 
See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey’d 
Unto my Brother Archbifhop of York: 
When I have fought with Pembrook, and his Fellows, 
I'll follow, you, and tell what anfwer 
Lewis and the Lady Bona fend to him. 
Now for a while farewel good Duke of York. 
\ | They lead him ont forcibly. 
|  K. Edw, What Fates impofe, that Men mutt needs abide ; 
It boots not to refift both Wind and Tide. | Exeunt. 
Oxf. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do, 
But march to Lozdon with our Soldiers 2 
War. Ay, that’sthe firft thing that we have to do, 
‘To free King Henry from Imprifonment, 
And fee him feated in the Regal Throne, | Exewuts 
Enter Rivers, and the Lady Gray. 
Riv.. Madam, what makes you in this fudden change? 
La. Gray. Why Brother Rivers, are you yet to learn 
What late Misfortune has befaln King Edward? 
Riv. What! lofs of fome pitcht Battel 
Againft Warwick 
La.Gray, No; but the lofs of his own Royal Perfon, 
Riv. Then is my Sovereign flain2 
La.Gray. Ay, almoft flain, for he is taken Prifoner, 
Either betray’d by falfhoed of ‘his Guard, 
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King Henry VI. 


Or by his Foe furpriz’d at unawares : 
And as I further have to underftand, 
Js now committed to the Bifhopof York, 
Fell WVarwick’s Brother, and by that our Foe. 

Riv. Thefe News I muft confefs are full of Grief ; 
Yet, gracious Madam, bear it as you may, 
Warwick may lofe, that now hath won the Day. 
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La. Gray, * Vill then fair hope muft hinder Life’s decay. 


And I the rather wean me from Defpair 

For love of Edward's Off-{pring in my Womb: 

This is it that makes me bridle in my Paffion, 

And bear with mildnefs my Misfortune crofs: 

Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a Tear, 

And itop the rifing of Blood-fucking Sighs, 

Left with my Sighs or Tears, I blaft or drown 

King Edward’s Fruit, true Heir to th’ Engli fb Crown, 
Riv. But Madam, 

Where is Warowich then become? 


La. Gray. am inform’d that he comes towards London, 


To fet the Crown once more on Henry’s Head: 
Guefs thou the reft, King Edsard’s Friends muft down. 
But to prevent the Tyrani’s Violence, 

For truft not him that hath once broken Faith, 

Hil hence forthwith unto the San@uary, 

‘Lo fave, at leaft, the Heir of Edwara’s Right; 
There fhall I reft fecure from force and fraud: 
Come therefore let us fly, while we may fly, 


If Warwick, take us, we are fure to die. | Exeunt. 
Enter Gloucelter, Lord Haftings, and Sir William Stanley. 
Glo. Now my Lord Hajtings, and Sir William Stanley, 


Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, 
Into this chiefeft Thicket of the Park. 


Thus ‘ands the Cafe; you know your King, my Brother, 


Is Prifoner to the Bifhop here, at whofe Hands 
He hath good Ufage, and great Liberty, 
And often but attended with weak Guard, 
Comes hunting-this way to difport himfelf. 

I have advertis’d him by fecret Means, 

That if about this hour he make this way, 
Under the colour of his ufual Game, 
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H 1596 The Third Part of 
i He fhall here find his Friends with Horfe and Men, 
To fet him free from his Captivity. 
Enter King Edward, anda Hunt/man with him. 
| Hunt. This way, my Lord, 
| For this way lyes the Game. 
Ht | K. Edw. Nay this way, Man, 





See where the Huntfmen ftand. 
| Now Brother of Glo'fter, Lord Haftings andthe reff, 
Ait Stand you thus clofe to {teal che Bifhop’s Deer 2 
an al Glo. Brother the time and cafe requireth hatte, 
} Your Horfe ftands ready at the Park-corner. 
Vi K. Edw. But-whither fhall we then? 
ae Haft. To Lyn, my Lord, 
al And fhip from thence to Flanders. 
ti Glo, Well guelt, believe me, for that was my meaning, 
| K. Edw. Stanley, 1 will requite thy forwardnefs, 
aa Glo, But wherefore ftay we? ’tis no time to talk, 
: f eu K. Edw. Huntfman, what fay’ft thou 
1h Wile thou go along? 
| flust. Better do fo, than tarry and be hane’d. 
Hil Glo, Come then away, let’s ha’ no more ado. 
Hee K. Edw. Bifhop farewel, 
is Shield thee from Warwick's frown, 
ee And pray that I may repoffefs the Crown. [ Exennt, 
ne Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warwick, Somerfet, jorpg 
Richmond,iOxford, Mountague, and Lieutenant of the Lower. 
K. Henry. Mr. Lieutenant, now that God and Friends 
s Have fhaken Edward from the Regal Seat, 
gl And turn’d my captive State to liberty, 
1 as My fear to hope, my forrows unto joys, 
a if : i At our enlargement what are thy due Fees? 
+ Lie, Subje&s may challenge nothing of their Sov raigns, 
. Bat, ifan humble Prayer may prevail, | 
I then crave pardon of your. Majefty. 
| i K. Henry. For what, Lieutenant2 For well ufing me? . 
ae 1 Nay, be thou fure, PI well requite thy kindrefs, 
i For that it made my Imprifonment a Pleafure : 
Ripe Ay, fuch a Pleafure, as incaged Birds 
ne Conceive ; when after many moody thoughts 
it At laft, by Notes of Houfhold harmony 
He . Fhey quite forget their lofs of Literty, 
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But Warwick, after God, thou fett’ft me five, 

And chiefly therefore, I thank God, and thee: 

He was the Author, thou the Inftrument, 
Therefore that I may conquer Fortunes fpight, 

By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, 
And that the People of this bleffed Land 

May not be punifh’d with my thwarting Stars, 
Warwick, although my Head ftill-wear the Crown, 
I here refign my Government to thee, 

For thou art fortunate in all thy Deeds. 

War. Your Grace hath {till been fam’d for virtuous, 

And now may feem as wife as virtuous, 

By {pying and avoiding Fortune’s malice, 

For few Men rightly temper with the Stars: 
Yet.in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chufing me, when Clarence is in place. 

Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the fway, 

To whom the Heav’ns in thy Nativity, 
Adjude’d an Olive Branch, and Lawrel Crown, 
As likely to be bleft in Peace and War: 

And therefore I yield thee my free confent. 

War. And I chufe Clarence only for Protector. 

K. Henry. Warwick and Clarence, giveme both your Hands. 
Now join your Hands, and with your Hands, your Hearts, 
That no diffention hinder Government: 

{ make you both ProteCors of this Land, 
While I my felf will lead a private Life, 
And in Devotion fpend my latter Days; 

To fins rebuke, and my Creator’s praife, 

War. What anfwers Clarence to his Soveraign’s Will? 

Clar, That he confents, if Warwick yield confent, 
lor on thy fortune I repofe my felf, 

War. Why then, though loath, yet muft I be content: 
We'll yoak together, like a double thadow 
To Flenry’s Body, and fupply his Place; 

I mean, in bearing weight of. Government, 
While he enjoys the honour, and his eafe. 

And Clarence, now then it is more than needful] 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a Traitor, 
And all his Lands and Goods confifcated, 


Fae, ete 


i OE EE 
— 


een A, ae Ee a 


a =a SF 
— << = 


: 
} 
\ 
9 
\ 
q 
\ 
\ 
\ 
‘ 
\ 
s 
ig 
MN 
' 
: 
= 
X 


a 


<—~ ae se 
> Pe 


26 ees ee 


> AT eS te, eS a 


St ee es 
= — - = — = 
r r — enw 3), 4 c se - 


ee 
4 os 
_ ? <— - —_ = 
Sp ee. 


— pe 


ies er 


= 


Cla, 


a ee 





aS = F : i “~. 4- - a . 
SSeS Sapam Sh ED SO GO OO RO ee 
Sp o> Se oS Oa Oe SPO : ii ¢ : d 


or 


= Te aa Rc 
Vn area. 


i (ee te ‘ary 
A ie YF 


be - BG -e ° 2S SOE 2) 8 om be ee ome Seg ee oe ose = ; 


& ~) ms 
16:% ie 













































1598 The Third Part of 


Clar. What elfe? and that Succeffion be determined. 
War. Ay, therein Clarence fhall not want his part. — 
K. Henry. But with the firft, of all our chief Affairs, 
Let me intreat, for I command no more, 
That Margaret your Queen, and my Son Edward, 
Be fent for, to return from France with {peed 
For *ull I fee them here, by doubtful fear, 
My joy of liberty is half eclips’d. 
Clar. It fhall be done, my Soveraign, with all fpeed. 
K. Henry. My Lord of Somerfet, what Youth is that, 
Of whom you feem to have fo tender care? 
Som. My Liege, it is young Henry, Earl of Richmond. 
K. Henry. Come hither, Exgland’s Hope : 
| Lays his Hand on his Head, 
If fecret Powers fuggeft but truth 
To my divining Thoughts, 
This pretty Lad will prove our Country’s blifs. 
His looks are full of peaceful Majefty, 
His Head by Nature fram’d to wear a Crown, 
His hand to wield a Scepter, and himfelf 
Likely in time to blefs a Regal Throne: 
Make much of him, my Lords; for this is he 
Mutt help you more, than you are hurt by me. 
Exter a Poft. 
War. What news, my Friend 2 
Poft. That Edward is efcaped from your Brother, 
And fled, as he hears fince, to Burgundy. 
War. Unfavory news; but how made he efcape 2 
Poff. He was convey’d by Richard, Duke of Gho’fer, 
And the Lord Haftings, who attended him 
In fecret ambuth, on the Fore} fide, 
And from the Bifhops Huntfmen refcu'd him: 
For Hunting was his daily Exercife. 
War. My Brother was too carelefs of his charge. 
But let us hence, my Soveraign, to provide 
A Salve for any Sore, that may betide, 
Manet Somerfet, Richmond, and Oxford. 
Som. My Lord, I like not of this Hight of Edward’s: 
For doubtlefs Burgundy will yield him help 
And we fhall have more Wars before’t be 
As Henry’s late prefaging Prophecy 


| Exennt. 
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Did glad my Heart, with hope of this young Richmond : 
So doth my Heart, mif-give me, in thefe Confli@s 
What may befal him, to his harm and ours, 
Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the wortt, 
Forthwith we'll fend him hence to Britany, 
"Lill ftorms be paft of civil Enmity. 
Oxf. Ay, for if Edward re-poflefs the Crown, 
*Tis hike that Richmond with the reft fhall down. 
Som. It fhall be fo; he fhall to Britany. 
Come therefore, let’s about it fpeedily. 
Enter King Edward, Glocefter, Haftings, and Soldiers. 
K. Edw. Now Brother 


Richard, Lord Hajtings, and the reft, 
Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amends, 


And fays, that once more I hall enterchange 
My wained State, for Hexry’s Regal Crown, 
Well have we pafs’d, and now repafs'd the Seas, 
And brought defired help from Burgundy. 
What then remains, we being thus arriv’d 
From Ravenfpurgh Haven, before the Gates of York, 
But that we enter, as into our Dukedom2 
Glo. The Gates made faft 2 
Brother, I like not this. 


For many Men that ftumble at the Threfhold, 


Are well fore-told, that danger lurks within. 


K, Edw. uth Man, aboadments muft not now affright uS 5 
By fair or foul means we muft enter in, 
For hither will our Friends repair to us. 


Haft. My Liege, T’ll knock once more to fummon them. 


‘Enter on the Walls, the Mayor of York, and his Brethren. 
Mayor. My Lords, 


We are fore-warned of your coming, 
And fhut the Gates, for fafety of our felves; 
For now we owe Allegiance unto Henry. 
K. Edw. But; Mafter Mayor, if Henry be your King, 
Yet Edward, at the leaft, is Duke of Yark. 
Adayor. True, my good Lord, I know 
K. Edw. Why, and I challenge 
As being well content with that 


| Exennt. 


you for no lefs, 


nothing but my Dukedom, 
alone, 
Glo. But when the Fox has once got in his Nofe, 


Fell foon find means to make the Body follow. 
Haft. 
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600 The Third Part of 


Haft. Why, Matter Mayor, why ftand you ina doubt? 
Open the Gates, we are King Henry’s Friends 

Mayor. Ay, fay youfo ? the Gates fhall then be opened, « 

| He defcends,, 

Glo. A wife ftout Captain, and foon perfwaded, 

Haft. Tie good old Man would fain that all were well; 
So ’twere not long of him; but being entred, 

I doubt not Fy but we fhall foon perfwade 

Both him, and all his Brothers, unto Reafon. 

‘| Enter the Mayor, and two Aldermen, 

Hel K. Edw. So, Mafter Mayor; thefe Gates muft not be fhut, 
it But inthe Night, or in the time of War. 

Hy | What, fear not Man, but yield me up the Keys, 

erat Nh Jakes his Kejsen 

For Edward will defend the Town, and thee, 

And all thofe Friends, that deign to follow me, 

Atarch. Enter Montgomery, with Drum and Soldie7 sy 

Glo. Brother, this is Sir fFohn Montgomery, 

Our trufty Friend, unlefs I be deceiy'd. 
K. Edw. Welcome, Sit Fohn; but why come you in Arms? 
‘Mont. To help King Edward in his time of {torm, 

As every Loyal SubjeG ought to-do. 

K. Edw. Thanks, good Montgomery : 

But we now forget our Tjtle to the Crown, 

And only claim our Dukedom, 

“Till God pleafe to fend the reft. 

Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence again, 
‘Hee I came to ferve a King, ‘and not a Duke: 
aie Drummer ftrike up, and ler us March away, 

: | | | The Drum begins a March, 
Bi K. Edw. Nay ftay, Sir Fohn, a while, and we'll debate 
0 yaa By what fafe means the Crown may be recoyer’d, 
“a Afont. W hat talk you of debating 2 in few words, 

ae If you'll not -here proclaim your felf our King, 

ye Til leave you to your Fortune, and be gone, 

i! To keep them back, that come to fuccour you, 

at Why fhall we fight, if you pretend no Titlez bad 

| Glo. Why Brother, wherefore {tand you.on: nice points Fs: 

nels K. Edw. When we grow ftronger, =<, 

: Then we'll make our Claim: ye 

a "Till then, “tis Wifdom to conceal 
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King Henry VI. Got 


Haff. Away with {crupulous Wit, now Arms muft rule. 
Glo. And fearlefs minds climb fooneft unto Crowns. 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand, 
The bruit thereof will bring you many Friends, 
K. Eaw. Then be it as you will; for’ tis my right, 
And Hexry but ufurps the Diadem. 
‘Viont. Ay, now my Soveraign fpeaketh like himfelf, 
And now will I be Edward's Champion. 
Haft. Sound Trumpet, Edward thall be here proclaim’d: 
Come, fellow Soldier, make thou Proclamation. [ Flouri fb. 
Sold. Edward the Fourth, by the Grace of God, King of 
England and France, and Lord of Ireland, gc. 
Mont. And whofoe’er gain-fays King Edward's right, 
By this I challenge him to fingle Fight. 
| Throws down his Gauntler. 
“ll, Long live Edward the Fourth. 
K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery ; 
And thanks unto you all. 
If Fortune ferve me, I'll requite this Kindnefs, 
Now for this Night, let’s harbour here at York: 
And when the Morning Sun fhall raife his Car 
Above the Border of this Horizon, 
We'll forward towards Warwick, and his Mates; 
For well I wot, that flenry is no Soldier, 
Ah froward Clarence, how evil it befeems thee, 
To flatter Henry, and forfake thy Brother? 
Yet as we may, we'll meet both thee and Warwick, 
Come on brave Soldiers; doubt not of the Day; 
And that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. | Exennr. 


Enter King Henry, Warwick, Montague, Clarence; Ox- 
ford, and Somerfet. 
War. What Counfel, Lords? Edward from Belzia, 
With hafty Germans, and blunt Hollanders, 
Hath pafs’d in fafety through the narrow Seas, 
And with his Troops doth march amain to London, 
And many giddy People flock to him. 
K. Henry. Let’s levy Men, and beat him back agains 
Clar. A little Fire is quickly trodden our, 
Which being fuffer’d, Rivers cannot quench, 
VoL. IV, FE War. 
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War. In Warwick {hire 1 have true-hearted Friends, 
Not mutinous in’Peace, yet bold in War, 
Thofe will I mufter up; and thou, Son Clarence, 
Shalt {tir up Lo Suffolk Norfolk, and in Kent P 
The Knights and Gentlemen, to come with thee. 
hou. Brother Montague, 10 Buc kinghatt, 
Northampton, and in Leicefter fhire fhalt find 
Wen well inclin’d to. hear what thou command’ft. 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov’d, 
In Oxford fbire thalt mufter up thy Friends. 
My Soveraign, with the loving Citizens, 
Like to his Ifland, girt with th’ Ocean, 
Or modeft Dian, circled with her Nymphs, 
Shall reft in London, ‘ull we come to him: 
Fair Lords take leave, anid ftand not to reply. 
Farewel my Soveraign. 
K. Henry, Farewel:my Heétor, and my 7roy’s true hope. 
Clar. In fign of truth, I kifs your Highnefs Hand, 
K. Henry. Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate. 
Mont. Comfort, my Lord, and fo I take my leave. 
Oxf. And thus { feal my Truth, and bid adieu. : 
K, Henry. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Adoutague, 
And all at once, once more a happy farewel. 
War. Farewel, {weet Lords, let's meet at Coventry. 
| Exeunt. 
K. Henry, Here atthe Palace will I reft a while. 
Coufin of Exeter, what thinks your Lordthip?2 
Methinks, the Power that Edward -hath ‘in Fiéid, 
Should hot be able to encounter mine. 
Exe. The doubt is, that he will feduce*the reff. 
K. Henry. That’snot my fear, my meed bath eot me fame: 
I have not ftopt mine Ears ‘to’ their demands, | 
Nor potted’ off their Suits with flow delays, 
My pity hath been Balm to heal their Wounds, 
My mildnefs hath allay’d their {welling Griefs, 
My mercy dry’d their water-flowine Tears. 
I have not been defirous of their Wealth, 
Nor much oppreft them with great Subfidies, 
Nor forward of Revenge, though they much en’d. 
Then why fhould they love Edward morethan me? 
No, Exeter, thefe Graces challenge Grace: 
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And when the Lion fawns upon the Lamb, hse 
The Lamb will never ceafe to follow him. 


| Shout within. A Lancafter! a Lancafter! 


Exe. Hark, hark, my Lord, what Shouts are thefe2 


Enter King Edward and his Soldiers. 
K. Edw, Seize on the thame-fac’d fTenry, bear him hence, 
And once azain proclaim us King of Exgland. 
You are the Fount, that make fmall Brooks to flow, 
Now ftops thy Spring, my Sea fhall fuck them dry, 
“And {well fo much the higher, by their ebb. 


Hence with him to the Tower, let him not {peak. 


[Exit with King Henry. 

And Lords, towards Coventry bend we our Courfe, 

Where peremptory Warwick now remains: 

The Sun fhines hot, and if we ufe delay, 

Cold biting Winter mars our hop’d-for Hay. 
Glo. Away betimes before his Forces join, 

And take the great grown J’raitor unawares: 


Brave Warriors, march amain towards Coventry.  [Exeunt. 
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Enter Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, two Mefengers, 
and others npon the Walls, 


War. ‘ \ 7 Flere is the Poft that came from valiant Oxford 2 
How far hence is thy Lord, mine honeft Fellow 2 


1 Me. By this at Dunfmore, marching hitherward. 
War. How far off is our Brother Adontague ? 
Where is the Poft that came from Montague? 
2 Mel], By this at Daintry, with a puiffant Troop, 
Enter Somervile. 
War. Say Somervile, what fays my loving Son2 
And by thy guefs, how nigh is Clarence now? 
Somerv. At Southam! did leave him with his 
And do expe& him here fome two hours hence. 
War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his Drum. 
Somery. It is not his, my Lord, here Southam lyes: 
The Drum your Honour hears, marcheth from Warwick. 
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1604 The Third: Part, of 


War. Who fhould that be? Belike, unlook’d for Friends, 
Somerv. They are at hand, and you fhall quickly know. 
March. Flourifh. Enter King Edward, Glocefter, and Soldiers. 
K. Edw. Go, Trumpet, to the Walls, and found a Parlé 
Glo. See how the furly Warwick mans the Wall. 
War. Oh unbid fpight, 1s {portful Edward come? 
Where flept our Scouts, or how are they feduc'd, 
That we could hear no news of his repair ¢ 
K. Edw. Now Warwick, wilt thou ope the City Gates, 
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy Knee, 
Call Edward-King, and at his hands beg Mercy, 
And he fhall pardon thee thefe Outrages¢ 
War. Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy Forces hence, | 
Confefs who fet thee up, and pluck’d thee down, 
Call Warwick Patron, and be Penitent, 
And thou thale ftill remain the Duke of York. ) 
Glo. L thought at leaft he weuld have faid the King, 
Or did he make the Jeft againft his will? 
War. Is not a Dukedom, Sir, a goodly Gift? 
Glo. Ay, by my Faith, for a poor Earl to give: 
Vl do thee fervice for fo good a Gift. 
War. Twas I that gave the Kingdom to thy Brother. 
K. Edw. Why then ’tis mine, if but by Warawick’s Gift. 
War. Thou art no Atlas for fo great a weight: 
And Weakling, Warwick takes his Gift again, 
And Henry is my King, Warwick his Subject. 
K. Edw. But Warwick’s King is Edsard’s Prifoner: 
And gallant Warwick, do but anfwer this, 
What is the Body, when the Head is off? 
Glo. Alas, that Warwiek had no more fore-calt; 
But whiles he thought to fteal the fingle Ten, 
The King-was flily finger’d from the Deck: 
You left poor Henry atthe Bifhop’s Palace, 
And ten to one you'll meet him in the Tower. 
K. Edw. “Tis even fo, yet you are Warrick ftill. 
Glo. Come Warwick, 
Take the time, kneel down, kneel down: 
Nay when; ftrike now, or elfe the Iron cools. 
War. I had rather chop this Hand off at a blow, 
And with the other fling it at thy Face, 
Than bear fo low a Sail, to ftrike to thee. 


K, Edw. 
i 
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King Henry VI, 
K. Edw. Sail how thou cant, 
Have Wind and Tide thy Friend, 
This Hand, faft wound about thy Coal-black Hair, 
Shall, whiles thy Head is warm, and new cut off, 
- Write inthe Duft this Sentence with thy Blood, 
Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more, 
Enter Oxford, with Drum and Colours. 
War. O chearful Colours, fee where Oxford comes, 
Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancafter. 
Glo. The Gates are open, let us enter too. 
K. Edw. So other Foes may fetupon our Backs, 
Stand we in good Array; for they no doubt 
Will iffueout again, and bid us Battel ; 
If not, the City being but of {mall defence, 
We'll quickly rouze the Traitors in the fame. 
War. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy help. 
Enter Montague, with Drum and Colours. 
Mont. Montague, Adontague, for Lancafter. 
Glo, Thou and thy Brother both fhall buy this Treafon 
Even with the deareft Blood your Bodies bear. 
K. Edw, The harder match’d, the greater Victory, 
My Mind prefageth happy Gain, and Conqueft. 
Enter Somerfet, 2th Drum and Colours. 
Som. Somerfet, Somerfet, for Lancafter. 
Glo. T woof thy Name, both Dukes of ‘Somerfer, 
Have fold their Lives un:o the Houfe of Yark, 
And thou fhalt be the third, if this Sword hold. 
Enter Clarence, with Drum and Colours. 
War. And-lo, where George of Clarence {weeps along, 
OF force enough to bid his Brother Battel: 
With whom an upright Zeal to right prevails 
More thin the Nature of a Brother’s Love. 
Come Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Warwick call. 
Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what this ineans2 
Look here, I throw my Infamy at thee: 
[ will not ruinate my Father's Houfe, 
Who gave his Blood to lime the Stones together, 
And fet up Lancafter...Why, trowelt thou, Warwick; 
That Clarence is fo harfh, fo blunt, unnatural, 
To bend the fatal Inftruments of War 
Againft his Brother, and his lawful King. 
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1606 The Third Pavt of 
Perhaps thou wilt obje& my holy Oath: 
To keep that Oath were more Empiety, 
Than Fepthah, when he facrifie’d his Daughter. 
I am fo forry for my Trefpafs made, 
That to deferve well at my. Brother’s Hands, 
I here proclaim my felf thy mortal Foe: 
With Refolution, wherefoe’er I meet thee, 
(As I will meet thee, if thou ftir Abroad,) 
To plague thee for thy foul mifs-leading me. 
And fo, proud-hearted Warwick, 1 defie thee, 
And to my Brother turn my blufhing Checks. 
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends: 
And Richard, do not frown upon my Faults, 
For I will henceforth be no more unconftant. ied 
K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times more belov’d, 
Than if thou never had’ft deferv’d my Hate: 
Glo. Welcome, good Clarence, this is Brother-like. 
War, © palling Traitor, perjur’d and unjuft. 
K. Edw.» What Warwick , 
ilt thou leave the Town and fisht2 
Or fhall we beat the Stones about thine’ Ears2 
War. Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence: 
I will away towards Barner prefently, 
And bid thee Battel, Edward, if thou dar’ft. 

K. Edw. Yes Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the way: 
Lords to the Field’; St. George and Victory. | Excnnt. 
March. Warwick and his Company follows. 

Alarum and Excurfions. Enter Bdward bringing forth Wat- 
wick worded, 
K. Edw. So, 


ye thou there; die thou, and die our fear 
For Warwick was 4 Bug that fear’d us all, | 


Now Montague fit falt, I feck for thee, 
That Warwick's Bonés may keep thine Company. | Exits 
War. Ah, who is high ? Come to me, Friend, or Foe; 

And tell me whois Victor, ‘York, or Warwick? 

Why ask T that 2 my mangled Body fthews, 

My Blood, my want of Strength, my fick Heart thews, 
That I mutt yield my Body to the Earth, 

And by my fall, the conqueft to my Foe, 

Thus yields the Cedar to the Ax’s 
Whofe Arms gave fhelter to the 


edge, 
Princely Eaple, 
pei Under 
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Whofe top-branch over-pecr Ls Sov ve's ipieadi ng Jree, 
And kept jog: Shrubs from Winter's pow’rful Wicd, 


' 


T hefé Eyes, that now. are iis D 4 with Death’s. black Veil, 


Have been as piercing as the Mid-day Sun, 

To fearch the fecret Treafons of the dears 

The wrinkles in my Brows, now fill’d with Blood, 
y 


7 


Were lik’ned oft to Kingly Sepulchres: 
For who liv’d King, but. could dig bis Grave é 
And who durft (mi oa when [Varwick bent his Brow 2 
~ bone my Glory {mear’d in Dutt ‘and Blood, 

irks, my Walks, my Mannors that ] had, 
E ven now forfake me; and of all my Lands 
Is nothing left me,. but my Body’s length. 
Why, what is Pomp, Rule, Reign, but E fatth a and Duff 2 
And live we how we can, yet die we muft, 

Ave Oxford . ue Somerfet, 

Som. Ah Warwick, Warwich, wert thau.as weare, 
We might recover all our Fon again 
T he Queen from France hath brought rapaitig Power, 
Even now we heard the News: Ah, could’ ftthou fly, 

War. Nis then I would not ily. Ab Montague, 
If thou be there, fweet Brother, take my Hand, 
And with thy Lips keep a my Soul a wh ile. 

Thou lo vit me not;. fOr, © Prother, if t! Ou didit, 
Lhy-Tears would wath this cold congealed: Blood, 
That glews my. Lips, and will not let me fpeak. 
Come quickly AZon:ague, or Jam dead. 

Som. Ab seaces A4ontague hath breath’d his Jaft, 
And. to the lateft gafp, ery’d out for Wayovick 
And faid, conemaaee me to my valiane Brother. 

And more he would have faid, and more he fpoke, 
And founded like a Cannon ina Vault, 
That mought not be diftinguifh’d; but ae laft, 
I well might hear delivered with a Groan, 
O farewel Wz AYWICk. 
War. Sweet reft his Soul; 
Fly Lords, and fave your felves, 
For Warwick bids you all farewel, to meet in Heaven. [ Dies, 
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queen’s great Powe 
Here they bear away his Bo: dy. [ Exeunt. 
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1608 The Third Part of 


Flourifb. Enter King Edward in triamph, with Gloucefter; 
Clarence, and the reft- WO 
K. Edw. Thus far our Fortune keeps an: upward: eourfey 
And we are grac’d with wreaths of Vidtory; 
But in the midft of this bright-fhining Day, 
I {py a black fufpicious threatning Cloud, 
That will encounter. with our glorious Sun, 
E’er he attain his eafeful Weftern Bed: 
I mean, my Lords, thofe Powers that the Queen 
Hath rais'd in Gallia, have arriv’d ovr Coaft, 
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 
Clar. A little Gale will foon difperfe that Clouds 
And blow it tothe Source from whence it came} 
Thy very Beams will dry thofe Vapours up, 
For every Cloud engenders not a Storm. 
Glo, Vhe Queen is valued thirty thoufand ftrong, 
And Somerfet, with Oxford, fled to ker; 
If the hath timeto breathe, be well affur’d 
Her Faction willbe ful! as ftrong as ours. 
K. Edw. We areadvertis’d by ourloving Friends, 
That they do hold their courfe toward Tewksbury, 
We having now the beft at Barner Field, 
Will thither ftraight, for willingnefs rids way, 


And as we march, our ftrength will be augmented, q 
In every Country as we go along’: | 
Strike up the Drum, cry Courage; mid away. [Excunt, 


March. Enter the Queen, Prince of Wales, Somerfet;: © 
Oxford, and Soldiers, | 
Queen. Great Lords, wife Men ne’er fitcand wail theit 
But chearly feek how toredrefstheir Harms; [:Lols, 
What though the Maft be‘now blown over-board, t 
The Cable broke, the holding-Ancher loft, H 
And half our Sailors fwallow’d in the Flood 2 
Yet lives our Pilot ftill. «Ist meet that he 
Should leave the Helm, and like a fearful Lad; 
With tearful Eyes add Water to the Sea, | 
And give more ftrength tothat which jath too much, «<< 
Whiles in his moan, the Ship fplits on the RoekpinisW baa 
Which Induftry and Courage might have fay’d 2 aC 
Ah what a fthame, ah what a fault were this: | 
Say, Warwick was our Anchor; wha:-of that 2 ot 
Lee And 
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King Henry VI. 1609 


And Montague our Top-maft; what of him? 
Our flaughter’d Friends, the Tackles; what of thefe2 
Why 1s not Oxford here another Anchor? 
And Somerfet, another goodly Matt 2 
The Friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings? 
And though unskilful, why not Ned and I, 
For once allow’d the skilful Pilot’s Charge 2 
We will not from the Helm to fit and weep, 
But keep our Courfe, though the rough Wind fay no, 
From Shelves and: Rocks, that threaten us with Wrack. 
As good to chide the Waves, as fpeak them fair. 
And what is Edward, but a ruthlefs Sea 2 
What Clarence, but a Quick-fand of Deceit 2 
And Richard, but a ragged fatal Rock? 
All thefe, the Enemies to our poor Bark. 
Say you can fwim, alas, ’tis but a while; 
Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly fink; 
Beltride the Rock, the Tide will wath you off, 
Or elfe you famith, trat’s:a three-fold Death, 
This fpeak I, Lords, to let you underftand, 
In cafe fome one-of you would fly from us, 
That there’s no hop’d-for Mercy with the Brothers; 
More than with ruthlefs Waves, with Sands dnd Rocks, 
Why courage then, what cannot-be avoided, . 
*T were childith weaknefs to lament or fear; 

Prince. Methinks a Woman of this valiant Spirit 
Should, if a Coward heard her fpeak thefe words, 
Infufe his Breaft with Magnanimity, 

And make him, naked, foil’a Man at Aris. 
I {peak not this, as doubting any here: 

For did I but fufpe&a fearful Man, 

He fhould have leave to go away betimes, 
Left in our need he might infe& another, 
And make him of like Spirit to himfelf. 

If any fuch be here, as God forbid, 

Let him depart before we need his help. 

Oxf. Women and Children of fo high a Courage; 
And Warriors faint! why ’twere perpetual Shame. 

Oh brave young Prince! thy famous Grandfather 
Doth live again in thee; long may’ft thou live, 
(Lo bear his Image; and renew his Glories, 
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The thivd Part of 


Som. And he that will not fight for fuch a Hope, 

Go home to Bed, and like the Owl by Day, 
If he arife, be mock’d and wonder’d at. 

Queen. Thanks, gentle Somerfet, {weet Oxford thanks, 
Prin. And take his Thanks, that yet hath nothing elfe. 
Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. Prepare you, Lords, for Edward is at. hand, 
Ready to fight; therefore be refolute. 

Oxf. I thought no lefs; it his Policy, 

To hafte thus faft, to find us unprovided. 

Som. But he’s deceiv’d, we are in readinefs. 

Oucen. his chears my Heart, to fee your forwardnef. 

Oxf. Here pitch our Battel, hence we will not budge, 

March. Enter King Edward, Glocefter, Clarence, | 

ana Soldiers. 

K. Eaw, Brave Followers, yonder ftands the thorny Wood, 
Which, by the Heaven’s Affiftance, and your Strength, 
Mutt, by the Roots, be hewn up yet e’er Night. 

I need not add more Fuel to-your Fire, 
For well I wot, ye blaze, to burn them out: 
Give Signal to the Fight, and to it, Lords. 

Queen. Lords, Knights, and Genelemen, what I fhouldifay, 

My Tears gain-fay; for every word» fpeak, 

Ye {ee I drink the Water of my Eye: 

Therefore, no more but this; fTenry, your Sovereigns 

Is Prifoner to'the Foe, his State ufurp’d, 

His Realm a Slaughter-houfe, his Subje@s flain, 

His Statutes cancell’d, and his Treafure {pent: 

And yonder is the Wolf, that makes this Spoil. 

You fight in Juftice: Then in God’s Name, Lords, 

Be valiant, and give Signal-to the Fight, 
Alarum, Retreat, Excur/fions. 

Enter King Edward, Glocetter, Clarence,’ &c, 

Oxford, aud Somerfet Prifoners. 
K. Edw. Now here’s a’ Period of tumultuous: Broils. 
Away with Oxford to Hammes Caftle {traight : 
For Somerfet, of€ with his guilty ‘Head, 
Go bear them hence, I will not hear them fpeak. 
_ Oxf. For my part, I'll not trouble thee with words. 
Som. Nor I, but ftoop with Patience to my Fortune. 
see [ Exeunt. 
Queens 
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King Henry VI, LGII 


Queen. So part. we fadly in this troublous World, 
To meet with Joy in {weet Ferufalem. 

K. Edw. Js Proclamation made, That who finds Edward 
Shall have a high Reward, and he his Life? 

Glo. Xt is, and lo where youthful Edward comes. 

Enter the Prince of Wales. 

K. Edw. Bring forth the Gallant, let us hear him fpeak. 
What? can fo young a Thorn begin to prick? 
Edward, what Satisfaction canft thou make, 

For bearing Arms, for ftirring up my Subjc@s, 

And all the ‘Trouble thou haft turn’d me to2 
Prince. Speak like.a Subject, proud ambitious York, 

Suppofe that 1 am now. my Father's Mouth, 

Refign thy Chair, and where'I ftand, kneel thou, 

Whilft I propofe the felf-fame words to thee, 

Which, Traitor, thou, would ’ft have me anfwer to, 
Queen. Ab! that thy Father had been fo refolv’d, 
Glo. That you might {till have worn the Petticoat, 

And ne’er have ftoln the Breech from Lancaffer. 
Prizce. Let «4 /op Fable in a Winter’s Night, 

His Currifh Riddies fort not with this place. 

Glo. By Heaven, Brat, Dll plague: ye for.that word. 

Queen. Ay, thou wait-born to bea Plague to Men, 

Glo. For Gods fake, take away this captive Scold. 

Prince. Nay, take away this {colding Crook-back, ‘rather. 

K. Edw. Peace, wilful Boy, or I will charm your Tongue. 

Clar. Uatutor’d Lad, thou art too malapert. 

Prince. I know my Duty, you are all undutiful: 
Lafcivious Edwards and thou perjur'd George, 
And thou mif-fhapen Dick, I tell ye all, 
Iam your better, Traitors as ye are. 

And thou ufurp’ft my Father's Right and mine. 
K. Edw. Take that, thou likenefs of this Railer here, 
| Stabs him, 
Glo, Sprawl'ft thou? take that, to end thy Agony. 


| Rich. tabs hin, 
Clar. And there's for twitting me with Perjury. 
[ Clar. ftabs him. 
Queen. Oh, kill me too! 


Glo. Marry, and shall, | Offers to kill ber. 
K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have donetoo much. 


Glo, 
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1612 The Third Part of 


Glo. Why fhould fhe live, to fill the world with words? 
K, Edw. What? doth fhe fwoon? ufe Means forher Re- 
covery. ; 
Glo. Clarence, excufe me to the King my Brother 
I'll hence to Lozdon on a ferious Matter, 
E’er ye come there, be fure to hear fome News. 
Clar, What? what ? 
Glo. Tower, the Tower. [ Exit, 
Queen. Oh, Ned, {weet Ned, {peak tothy Mother, Boy. 
Can’ft thou not {fpeak? © Traitors, Murderers ! 
They that ftabb’d Cé/ar, fhed no Blood at all, 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 
If this foul Deed were by, to equal it. 
He was a Man; this (in refpe@) a Child, 
And Men ne’er fpend their Fury on a Child, 
What’s worfe than Murtherer, that T may name it 2 
No, no, my Heart will burft, and if I fpeak—— 
And I will fpeak, that fo my Heart may burft. 
Butchers and Villains, bloody Cannibals, 
How {weet a Plant have you untimely cropt: 
You have no Children, Butchers; ‘if you had, 
The thought of them would have ftirr’d up Remorfe; 
But if you ever chance to have 3 ‘Child, 
Look in his Youth to have him fo cut off, 
As deathfmen you have rid this fweet young Prince, 
K, Edw. Away with her, go bear her hence by force. 
Queen. Nay, never bear me hence, difpatch me here: 
Here fheath thy Sword, Pll pardon thee my Death: 
What? wilt thou not? then Clarence do it thou, 
Clar. By Heaven, I will not do thee fo much Eafe: 
Queen. Good Clarence do, {weet Clarence do thou do it. 
Clar, Did’ft thou not hear’ me fwear I would not doit? 
Queen, Ay, but thou ufett to forfwear thy {elf : 
"Twas Sin before, but now ’tis Charity. 
What, wilt thou not2 where is that Devil’s Butcher, Richard, 
Hard-favour'd Richard? Richard, where art thou 2 
Thou art not here : Murther js thy Almfdeed, 
Petitioner for Blood thou ne’er pull’ft back, 
K. Edw. Away, I fay, I charge ye bear her hence. 
Queen. Socometo you and yours, as to this Prince. 
 PExit Queen 
K Edw. 
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King Henry VI. 1613 


K. Edu, Where’s Richard gone? 
Cla. To London all in poft, and as I guefs, 
To make a bloody Supper in the Tower. 
K, Edw. He’s tudden, ifa thing comes in his head. 
Now march.we hence, difcharge the common fort 
With pay and thanks, and let’s away to London, 
And fee our gentle Queen how well fhe fares. . 
3y this, I hope; the hath a Son for me. | Exeunt. 
Enter King Henry, and Glocefter, with the Lieutenant 
on the Tower Walls, 
Glo. Good day, my Lord; what at your Book fo hard? 
__ XK. Henry. Ay, my good Lord; my Lord,I fhould fay rather, 
‘Tis fin to flatter, Good was litrle better : 
Good Glo*/ter, and Good Devil, were alike, 
And both prepofterous ; therefore, not Good Lord. 
Glo. Sirrah, leave us to our felves, we muft confer. 
Exit Lieutenant, 
K. Henry. So flies the wreaklefs Shepherd from the Wolf, 
So firft the harmlefs Flock doth yield his Fleece, 
And next his Throat unto the Butcher’s Knife. 
What Scene of Death hath Roffizs now to:ad 2 
Glo. Sufpicion always haunts the guilty mind, 
The Thief doth fear each Buth an Officer. 
K. Henry. The Bird that hath been limed ina bufh, 
With trembling Wings mifdoubteth every buth ; 
And I, the helplefs Male to one fweet Bird, 
Have now the fatal Object in my Eye, 
Where my poor young was lim’d, was caught and kill’d. 
Glo. Why what a peevith Fool was that of Creer, 
That taught his Son the Office of a Fowl 2 
And yet, for all his Wings, the Fool was drown’d. 
K. Henry, 1, Dedalus; my poor Boy, Icarus; 
Thy Father, AZinos, that deny’d our courfe; 
The Sun that fear’d the Wings of my fweet Boy, 
Thy Brother Edward; and thy felf, the Sea, 
Whofe envious Gulf did {wallow up his Life: 
Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with Words, 
My Breaft can better brook thy Dagger’s point, 
Than can my Ears that tragick Hiftory. 
But wherefore doft thou come? Is’t for my Life 2 
Glo. Think’ft thou I am an Executioner ? 
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[G14 The Third Pavt of 
K. Henry. A Perfecutor I am fure thou art: 
If murthering Innocents be Executing, 
Why then thou art an Executioner, 

Glo. Thy Son I kill'd for his Prefumption. 

K. Henry. Hadft thou been kill’d when fir thou didft pre- 
Thow hadft not liv’d to kill a Son of mine: (fume, 
And thus I prophefie, that many a thoufand 

Vhich now miflruft no parcel of my fear, 
And many an old Man’s figh, and many a Widow’s, 
And maoy an Orphan's water-ftanding Eye, 

Men for their Sons, Wives for their Husbands fate, 
And Orphans for their Parents timelefe Death, 

Shall rue the Hour that ever thou waft born. 

The Owl fhrick’d at thy Birth, an‘evil fign, 

The Night-Crow ery’d) aboding lucklefs time ; 

Dogs howl’d, and hideous Tempeft thook down Trees; 
The Raven rook’d her on the Chimney’s top, 

And chattering Pyes in difmal Difcords fung : 

Thy Mother felt more than 4 Mother’s pain, 

And yet brought forth lefs than a Mother’s hope, 

To wit, anindigefted deform’d Lump, 

Not like the Fruit of fuch a goodly Tree, 

Teeth hadft thou in thy Head when thou waft born, 
To fignifie thou cam’ft to bite the World : 
And, if the reft be true which T have heard, 
Thou cam’ft <2 

Glo. T’li hear no more: 

Die, Prophet, in thy Speech; 
For this, amoneft the reft, was I ordain’d. | 

K. Henry, Ay,and for much more Slaughter after this-— 

O God, forgive my Sins, and pardon thee, | Dies. 
Glo. What? will th’ afpiring Blood of Lancafter 


Sink in the ground 2 | thought it would have mounted, 
See how my Sword weeps for 


t the poor King’s death. 
O may fuch purple Tears be alway fhed 


From thofe who with the downfal of our Haufe. 
If any fpark of Life be yet remaining, 
Down, down to Hell, and fay I fent thee thith 
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; . Stabs hint Avdiste 
I, that have neither pity, love, nor Het [ 4 


Indeed ‘tis true that Lenry told me of : 
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King Henry. V1, IG15 


For I have often heard my Mother fay, 
I came into the World with my Legs forward. 
Had I not reafon, think ye, to make hafte, 
And feck their Ruin, that ufurp’d our Right 2 
The Midwife wonder’d, and the Women cry’d, 
© Jefus blefs us, he is born with Teeth ! 
And fo I was, which plainly fignified, 
That I fhould{narle, and bite, and play the Dog : 
Then fince the Heav’ns have fhap’d my Body fo, 
Let Hell make crook’d my Mind to anfwer it. 
I have no Brother, I am like no Brother : 
And this word | Love] which grey Beards call Divine, 
Be refident in Men like one another, 
And net in me: I am my felf alone. 
Clarence beware, thou keep’ft me from. the light, 
But I will fort a pitchy Day for thee : 
For I will buz abroad fuch Prophecies, 
That Edward thall be fearful of his Life, 
And then, to purge his fear, I'll be thy Death. 
King Henry, and the Prince his Sen, are gone, 
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the reft; 
Counting my felf but bad, “till I be beft. 
ll throw thy Body in another room, 
And triumph, Henry, in thy.day of Doom. [ Exit. 
Enter King Edward, Queen, Clarence, Glocelter, Ha- 
{tines, Nurfe, and Attendants. | 
K. Edw, Once more we fit on Englana’s Royal Throne, 
Re-purchas’d with the Blood of Enemies : 
W hat valiant Foe-men, like to Autumn’s Corn, 
Have we mow’d down in top of all their Pride? 
Three Dukes of Somer/et, threefold Renown’d, 
For hardy and undoubted Champions : 
Two Cliffords, as the Father and the Son, 
And two Northumberlands; two braver Men, 
Ne’er fpurr'd their Courfers at the Trumpets found. 
With them, the two brave Bears, Warwick and Montague, 
That in their Chains fetter’d the Kingly Lion, 
And made the Foreft tremble when they roar’d. 
Thus have we fwept Sufpicion from our Seat, 
And made our Footftool of Security. : 
Come hither, Be/3, and let me kifs my Boy? 
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1616 The Thivd Part, &c. 


Young Ned, for thee, thine Unkles, and my felf, 
Have in our Armors watch’d the winter Night, 
Went all a-foot in Summers {calding heat, 
That thou might’ft repoffefs the Crown in Peaces 
And of our Labours thou fhalt reap the Gain, 
Glo. Vil blait his Harveft, if your Head were laid, 
For yet I am not look’d on in the World. 
This Shoulder was crdain’d fo thick, to heave, 
And heave it fhall fome weight, or break my back; 
Work thou the way, and that fhall execute. | Afde. 
K, Eaw, Clarenceand Glo’fter, love my lovely Queen, 
And kifs your Princely Nephew, Brothers both. 
Clar. The duty that I owe your Majefty, 
I feal upon the Lips of this fweet Babe. 
K, Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence, worthy Brother, thanks, 
Glo, And that I love the Tree from whence thou {prang’ft, 
Witnefs the loving Kifs I give the Fruit: 
To fay the truth, fo Fudas kifs’d his Matter, | Afide. 
And cry’d, all hail, when as he meant all harm. 
K. Edw. Now am I feated as my Soul delights, 
Having my Country’s peace, and Brothers loves. 
Clar. What will your Grace have done with Margaret? 
Reignier her Father, to the King of France 
Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Ferufalem, 
And hither have they fent it for her Ranfom, 
K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to France: 
And now what refts, but that we {pend the time 
With ftately Triumphs, mirthful Comick Shows, 
Such as befits the Pleafure of the Court 2 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, farewel fowr Annoy, 
For here, I hope, begins our lafting Joy. | Exennt omnes 
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1620 The Life and Death 
To fright the Souls of fearful Adverfaries, 
H 
a 






a 

i Fo the lafcivious pleafing of a Lute. 

HI Bur I, that am not fhap’d for fportive Tricks, 

aL il Nor made to court an amorous Looking-glafs, 

va ae J, that am rudely ftampr, and want Love's Majefty, 

tie it To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

: | J, thit am curtail’d of this fair Proportion, 

Cheated of Feature by diffembling Nature, 

Dztorm’d, unfinifh’d, fent before my time 

at Into this breathing World, fcarce half made ups 
Ht) And that fo lamely and unfafhionable, 

That Dogs bark at me, as I halt by them: 

Why I (in this weak piping time of Peace) 

Have no delight to pafs away the time, 

Uniefs to fee my Shadow in the Sun, 

And defcant on mine own Deformity. 

Ard therefore, fince I cannot prove a Lover, 

To ente:tain thefe fair well-fpoken Days, 

I am determined to prove a Villain, 

i And hate the idle Pleafures of thefe Days. 

i" | Plots have I laid, Induétions dangerous, 

; By drunken Prophefies, Libels, and Dreams, 

Lo fet my Brother Clarence and the King 

In deadly hate, the one againft the other: 
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And if King Edward be as True and Juft, 

ee As Tam Subtle, Falfe and Treacherous, 

“tn i This Day thould Clarence clofely be mew’d up, 

ye About a Prophefie, which fays, that G 

“Aaa Of Edward's Heirs the Martherer fhall be. 

HF aba 7 DiveTho ughts downto my Soul, here Clarence comes. 
: tie | Enter Clarence, aid Brakenbury, guarded. 
sae Brother, good Day; what means this armed Guard 

if That waits upon your Grace? 

i . Clar. Fis Majelty, tendring my Perfon’s fafety, 

i Hath appointed this Condu& to convey me to th’ Tower< 

et Glo. Upon what Caufee | 
Baie bal Clar. Becaufe my Name is George. 

i __ Glo. Alack, my Lord, that Fault is none of 
if He fhould for that commit your. Godfathers. 

ahi ) O belike, his Majeily hath fome intent, 

He Thet 


3 Loy 





yours: 
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of Richard Ill. 


That you fhould be new Chriftned in the Tower. 
But what’s the Matter, Claresce, may iknow 2 
Clar. Yea Richard, when 1 know; but I proteit 

As yet I donot; but asI can Jearn, 

He harkens after Prophefies and Dreams, 

And from the Crofs-row plucks the letter G; 

And fays a Wizard told him, that by G, 

His Iffue difinlierited fhould be. 

And for my Name of George begirs with G, 

It follows in his Thought that I am he. 

Thefe, as I learn, and fuch like toys as thefe, 
Have mov’d his Highnefs to commit me now. 

Glo. Why this it ts, when Menare rul’d by Women, 

Vis not the King that fends you to the Tower; 

My Lady Gray his Wife, Clarence, ’tis the, 

Chat tempts him to this barth Extremity. 

Was it not fhe, and that good Manof Worthip, 
“nthony Woodvil her Brother there, 
That made him fend Lord Hajftings to the Tower 
From whence this Day he is delivered. 
We are not fife, Clarexce, 


i ee 
\ LAT. 


e are not fafe. 
By Heaven, I think there is no Man fecure 
ut the Queen’s Kindred, and Night-walking Heralds, 
That trudge betwixt the King and Miftrefs Shore, 
Heard you not what ao humble Suppliant 
Lord Haftings was for his delives y? 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her Deity, 
Got my Lord Chamberlain his Likerty. 
I'll tel] you whit, T think itis our way, 
If we will keep in favour with the King, 
To be her Men, and wear her Livery : { 
The jealous o’er-worn Widow, and her felf, 
since that our Brother dub’d them Gen:lewomen, 
Are mighty Goflips in our Monarchy. 

Brak. I befeech your Graces both to pardon n 
His Majefty hath ftraightly given in charge, 
That no Man fhall have private Conference; 


Of what degree foever, with your Brother, 


Glo. Even fo, and pleafe your worthip, Brakenbury! 
You may partake of any thing we fay: 
We {peak no Treafon, Min —~we fay the King 
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| 1624 The Life and Death 


9 AG Bide ee 


Enter the Coarfe of Henry the Sixth, with Halberds to guard 
| ity Lady Anne being the Mourner. 


| Anne. Set down, fet down your honourable load, 
i If Honour may be fhrowded ina Herfe ; 
HAAR Whilft I a-while obfequionfly lament 
il The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaffer. 
| Poor key-cold Figure of a holy King, 
Pale Afhes of the Houfe of Lancafter ; 
Thou bloodlefs Remnant of that Royal Blood, 
Br | ali Be it lawful that I invocate thy Ghoft, 
Hon! To hear the Lamentations of poor Anne, 
l Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Son, 
Stab'd by the felf fame hand that made thefe wounds, 
‘il | Lo, in thefe Windows that let forth thy Life, 
ms Va I pour the helplefs Balm of my poor Eyes. 
| ha O curfed be the hand that made thefe holes! 
Bee Curfed the Heart, that had the Heart to do it! 
Hl | Curfed the Blood, that let this Blood from hence, 
i : More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 
TGR That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
a Than I can with to Wolves, to Spiders, Toads, 
Bi Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives. 
[f ever he have Child, abortive be ir, 
Prodipious, and untimely brought to lighr, 
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Whofe ugly and unnatural Afpea, 





ae May fright the hopeful Mother at the view; 
Ati And that be Heir to his unhappinefs, 
«es . If ever he have Wife, ‘let her be made 

3 i J More miferable by the death of him, 


Than I am made by my young Lord, and thee. 
Ae aae Come now towards Chertfey with your holy Load, 
lah | Taken from Paul's to be interred there, 
H And ftill as you ‘are weary of this weight, 
: Reft you, whiles T lament King flenry’s Coarfe, 
di | Enter Richard Due of Glocefter. 
Mi Glo. Stay you that bear the Coarfe, and fet it down. 
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of Richard III. L625 


Anne. What black Magician conjures up this Fiend, 
To ftop devoted charitable Deeds 2 | 
Glo. Villains, fet down the Coarfe ; or by St. Paxil, 
I’ll make a Coarfe of him that difobeys. 
Gen. My Lord, ftand back, and let the Coffin pafs, 
Glo, Unmanner’d Dog, 
Stand thou when I command: 


Advance thy Halbert higher than my Breaf, 
Or by St. Pasi, I'll {trike thee to my Foot, 
And fpurn upon thee, Beggar, for thy boldnefs. 
Anne. What do you tremble? are you all afraid? 
Alas, I blame you not, for you-are mortal, 
And mortal Eyes cannot endure the Devil. 
Avant, thou dreadful Minifter of Hel]: 
Thou had{t but power over-his mortal Body, 
His Soul thou canft not have; therefore be pone. 
Glo. Sweet Saint, for Charity, be not fo. curft 
une. Foul Devil! 
For God's fake hence,. and trouble us:nor, 
For thou haft made the happy Earth.chy Hell; 
Fill'd it with curfing cries,.and deep, exclaims, 
If thou delight to. view thy hainous Decds, _ 
Behold this pattern. of thy Burcherics. 
Oh Gentlemen! fee! fee dead flenry's wounds 
Open their congeal’d Mou:zh:, and bleed a-frefh. 
Bluth, blufh, thou lump of foul Deformity ; 
For ‘tis thy prefence that. exhales this Blocd 
From cold and empty Veins, where no blood dwel!s. 
Thy Deeds inhumar, and uhnatural, 
Provoke this Deluge moft uncatural, 
O God! which this Blaod mad‘ft, revenge his Death: 
O Earth! which this Bload drink (t,. revenge his Death. 
Either Heav’n with Lightning ftrike the Murth’rer dead, 
Or Earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick, 
As thou doit fwallow up this good King’s Blood, 
Which his Hell-govern’d arm hath butchered. 
Glo. Lady, you Know. no Rules of Charity, 
Which renders good for,bad, Bleflings for Curfes. 
Anne. Villain, thou-know’ ft. nor law of God nor Man; 
No Bealt fo fierce, but knows fome toi ch of pity. 


Clo. But I know none, and therefore am no Beaft. 
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1628 The Life and Death 


Glo. The felf-fame Name, but one of better Nature, 
Anne. Whereis he? 
Glo. Here: [ She /pits at him, 
Why doft thou fpit at me? 
“dnne. Would it were mortal Poifon for thy fake. 
Glo. Never came Poifon from fo {weet Place. 
Anne. Never hung Poifon on a fouler Toad. 
Out of my Sight, thou doft infe& mine Eyes, 
Glo, Thine Eyes, {weet Lady, have infected mine. - 
Anne. Would they were Bafilisks, to ftrike thee dead. 
Glo. 1 would they were, that I might die at once: 
For now they kill me with a living Death. 
Thofe Eyes of thine from mine have drawn falt Tears; 
Sham’d therr Afpeéts with ftore of childith Drops: 
Thefe Eyes, which never thed remorfeful Tear, 
No, when my Father York, and Edward wept, 
To hear the piteous Moan that Rutland made, 
When black-fac’d Clifford thook his Sword at him: 
Nor when thy warlike Father, like a Child, 
Told the fad Story of my Father’s Death, 
And twenty times made Paufe to fob and weep, 
That all the Standers by had wet their Cheeks, 
Like Trees be-dath’d with Rain: In that fad Time, 
My manly Eyes did fcorn an humble Tear: 
And what thefe Sorrows could not thence exhale, 
Thy Beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 
F never fued to Friend, nor Enemy ; 
My Tongue could never learn fweet fmoothing Words; 
But now thy Beauty is propos’d my Fee, 
My proud Heart fues, and Prompts my Tongue to {peak. 
| She looks [corufully at him. 
Teach not thy Lip fuch Scorn, for it was made 
For kiffing, Lady, not for fuch Contempt. 
if thy revengeful Heart cannot forgive, 
Lo here I lend thee this tharp-pointed Sword, 
Which, if thou pleafe to hide in this true Breaft, 
And let the Soul forth that adorcth thee, 
I lay it naked to the deadly Stroke, 
And humbly beg the Death upon my Knee, 
| He lays his Breaft open, fhe offers ar it with his Swerd. 
Way, do not paufe; for I did kill King Henry ; 
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of Richard III. 1629 


But "twas thy Beauty that provoked me. 
Nay, now difpatch: *Twas I that ftabb’d young Edward, 
But twas thy heav’nly Face that fet me on. 
[ She falls the Sword. 
‘Take up the Sword again, or take up me. 
“Anne. Arife, Diffembler, though I with thy’ Death, 
I will not be thy Executioner. 
Glo, ‘Uhen bid me kill my felf, and I will do it. 
Anne. I have already. 
Glo. That was in thy Rage: 
Speak it again, amd even with thy word, 
This Hand, which for thy love, did kill thy Love, 
Shall for thy love, kill a far truer Love; 
To both their Deaths fhale thou be acceffiry. 
Anne. 1 would I knew thy Heart. 
Glo. ’Tis figur’d in my Tongue. 
4nne. 1 fear me, both are falfe. 
Glo. Then never Man was true. 
Anne. Well, well, put up your Sword. 
Glo. Say then, my Peace is made. 
Anne, That thalt thou know hereafter. 
Glo. But fhall I live in hope? 
Anne. All Men I hope live fo. 
Glo, Vouchfafe to wear this Ring. 
Look how my Ring encompaffeth thy Finger, | 
Even fo thy Breaft inclofeth my poor Heart: 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted Servant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou doft confirm this Happinefs for ever, 
Anne. What is it 2 
Gio. That it may pleafe you leave thefe fad Defigns 
Yo him that hath moft caufe to ‘be a Mourner, 
And prefently repair to Crosby Houfe : 
Where, after I have folemnly interr’d 
At Chertfey Monatt’ry this noble King, 
And wet his Grave with my repentant Tears, 
I will with all expedient duty fee you. 
For divers unknown Reafons, I beleech you, 
Grant me this Boon. 
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The Life and Death 


From wayward Sicknefs, and no grounded Malice, _ | 
Queen. Saw you the King to Day, my Lord of Derby? 
Derby. But now, the Duke of Buckingham and I 

Are come trom viliting his Majefty. | | 
Ouxeen. What likelihood of his Amendment, Lords? 
Buck. Madam, good hope, his Grace fpeaks chearfully, 
Queen. God grant him Health; did you confer with him? 
Buck, Ay, Madam, he defiges to make Atonement, 

Between the Duke of Glo’fer and your Brothers, 

And between them and my Lord Chamberlain; 

And fent to warn them to his Royal Prefence, 

Queen. Would all were well but that will never be—< 

I fear our Happiriefs ig at the height. 

| Extér Gloucefter. 
Glo. ‘They do me wrong, and I will not endure ity 

W ho is it that Complains unto the King, 

That I, forfooth, am {terny and love them not 2 

By holy Paul, they love his Grace but lightly, 

That fill his Ears with fuch diffentious Rumors, 

Becaufe I cannot flatter, and look fair, 

Smile in Mens Faces, {mooth, deceive and co : 

Duck with French nods, and A pith Courtefie, 

I mutt be held a rancorous Enemy, | 

Cannot a plain Man live and think no harm, 

But thus his fimple Truth muft be abus’d 

With filken, fly, infinuating Jacks? 
Gray. To whom in all this pr&lence {peaks your Grace? 
Glo. Tothee, that haft not Honefty nor Grace: 

When have I injur’d thee? when done thee wrong 2 

Or thee? orthee ? or any of your Fa@tioné 

A Plague upon you all: Hig Royal Grace; | 

Whom God preferve, better than you would with, 

Cannot be quiet fearce a breathing while, ‘ 

But you muft trouble him with lewd Complaints. . 
Queen. Brother of Glo’ffer, you miftake the Matter: 

The King on his own Royal Difpofition, : 

And not provok’d by any Suitor elfe, 

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, ns 

That in your outward A@ion fhews it felf 

Again{ft my Children, Brothers, an 


, nd m Self, | 
Makes him to fend, that he may learn oe grounds 
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of Richard III. 1633 


Glo. I cannot tell the World is grown fo bad, 
That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not perch. 
Since every Jack became a Gentleman, 
There’s many a gentle Perfon made a Jack. 

Queen, Come, 


You envy my 


| Glo’ fers 
come, we know your micaning, Brother 
Advancement, and my Friends: 
God grant we never may have necd of you. 

Glo, Mean time God grants that I have need of you, 
Our Brother is imprifon’d by your means, 
My felf difgrac’d, and the Nobility 
Held in Contcthpt, while ercat Promotions 
Are daily given to enoble thofe, 


hat fcarce, fome two Days fince, were worth 4 Noble; 


Queen, By him that rais’d me to this careful } 

From that-contented hap which I enjoy’d; 

I never did incenfe his Majelty 

Again{t the Duke of Clarence, but have been 

An earneft Advocate to plead for him: 

My Lord, you do me fhameful Injury; 

Falfely to draw me in thefe vile Safpeas: 

Glo. You may deny, that you were not the thear 

Of my Lord Haftings late Imprifonment: 

Xv. She may, my Lord; for 
Glo. She may, Lord Rivers, why who knows not fo? 

She may do more, Sir, then denying that: 

She may help you to many fair Preferments, 

And then deny her aiding Hind therein, 

And lay thofe Honours on your high defert. 

What may the not? the may---ay marry may fhe-= 
Kiv, What marry may the 2 eRe 
Glo. What marry may the? marry with a King; 

A Batchelor, and a handfom Stripling too : 

{.wis your Grandam hada worfer match. | 
Queen, My Lord of Glo’ fer, I have too long born 

Your blunt Upbraidings, and your bitter Scoffs : 

By Heav’n I will acquaint his Majefty; 

OFf thofe grofs taunts, that oft I have endurd. 


I had rather be a Country Servant Maid 


han a great Queen with this Condition, 


To be {6 baited, fcotm’d, and ftormed ar; 


Small joy Have I in being Exeland’s Queens 
Ver, ry. 2 i 


eight, 
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The Life and Death 


Enter QOucen Margaret. 
O. Mar. And leflen’d be that {mall, God I befeech him: 
Thy Honour, State and Svat, is due to me 
Glo. Wha t! threat you me with telling of the King? 


BN will avo 








ouch’t in prcfence of the King: 
ee nture to be fent to th’ Zower. 


i 


time to fpeak, 
alr 1S are le for got. 
O. Mar, Out Devil! 
I do remember them too well: 
Thou kill’dft my Husband Heary in the Tower, 
And Edward, my poor Son, at Tewksbury. 
Glo, E’er you were Queen, 
Ay, or co tiga nd Bing 
IT was a eS 
Aw it of his pr oud Adve 
Rewarder of his Frien ds 3 
e his Blood I fpent mine own. 
QO; Mar. Ay, and much better Blood 


hfs 4 4 A} “ 


Than his or thine, 
Glo. Inall whichtime, youand your Ht isband-Gray 
Were factious for the Haui of ‘Lancafter; 
And Ri vers, fo were you; was not your Husband, 
n A¢argaret’s Battel, at Saint Albans flain? 
t.me put io your Minds, if you forger, 
have been e’er this, and what you are; 
VW Vitha |, what Lhave been, a a6 6 what I am. 
O. Afar. A arden Villian, and fo {till thou arts 
Glo. Poor Clarence did fo: fake his Father Warwick, 


Ay, and forfwore himfelf, which Jefu pardon——= 


a wn ao ob bp reo “ 
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Q. Mar. Which God revenge. 

Glo. To fight on Edward's party for the Crown, 
And for his meed, poor Lord, he is mewed up: 
I would to God my Heart were Flint, like Edward's; 
Or Edward's, fofe and pitifu!, like mine 3 
I am too childith foolith for this World, 
2. Mar. Hie thee to Hellfor fecal and leave ‘his World, 
10u Cacocemon, there thy Kingdom is. 
ze Riz ‘ My Lord of Glo’fer, in thofe bufie Days, 
Whic nic you urge, to prove us Enemies, 
We follow'd then cur Lord, our Sovereign King; 
So thould we you, if you fhould be our Kine, - 
t : 
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of Richatd HI. 163¢ 
If I fhould be !~——I had rather bea Pedlar; 


Far be it from my Heart, the thought t thereof. 
Oncen, As little Joy; my L orc, as you fup pofe 
You fhould en OF. vere you this Countr y’s King, 
As littl. Joy you may fuppofe in me, 
That I enjoy, being the Queen’ thereof. 
Q. Mar. A lit ttle J Joy enjoys the Queen thereof 
For 1 am fhe, and alto el er joylefs. 
I can no longer ho!d me P tient. 


Hear me, you wrans Pyrates, that fall out 
In fharing that w ah you 1 have pill ‘d from me} 
Which of you trembles not that looks on me? 
If not that I am Quee you bow like Subje&s $ 
Yet that | by you depos 4 you quake like Rebels, 
Ah gentle Villain do not turn awsy. 
Glo. Foul wrinkl’d. Witch, what mak’ft thou in my fi; ght? 
Q. Mar. But repetition of what thou haft marr 4 

That will I make, bet fore I let thee go. 


rl Wer't thou not banifhed on pain of Death ? 
QO. Mar. Twas; butI do find more pain in Banifhment, 
Te 19 Death can yield me here by my abode: 


A Hi isba nd 2 nd a Son thou ow’{t to Me, 
And thou a Ki ingde om all of 


hl 


This § Sorrow that [ have by Right is yours, 

And all the Pleafures you ufarp are mine: 
Glo. The Curfe my Noble her laid on thee, 

When thou did Crown his warlike Brows with Paper, 
And with thy Scorns drew’ft Rivers from his FE: yes, 

ae then o dry them, gav = the Duke a Clout, 

Steep’d in the fault lefs Blood of i ty Rutland ; 

His Curfes, then from bitternefs of § sul 

Denounced againift thee, are now fall’n upon thee; 

And God, not we, have plagu’ d-thy b! loody Deed, ¢ 
QO. ~“ So jult is God, toright th 1e Innocent. 


Haft. ‘twas the fouleft Deed { to flay that Babe, 
And the mo ~ mercilefs that eer was heard of, 

Riv. Vyrantsthemfelves wepr, whenit was reported, 

Dor{. No Man-butprophefi 


7 
leg re venge for ft. 
Buck, Northumberland, the: prefenr, es pt to fee ir, 
d. Mar. Wi! Nat | Were Yo u fr 


ar] ling all | before I cat ne, 
Read’ te catch each other by the Th: ‘Oat 
y : ; 


Yr 


[ To Glo, 


vou Allc giance [To the Queen. 
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(646 The Life and Death 


And turn you all your hatred now on meé¢ 
Did York’s dread Curfe prevail fo much with Heav'n, 
That Heary’s Death, my lovely Edward's Death, 
Their Kingdom’s lofs, my woful Banifhment, 
Should all but anfwer for that peevifh Brat? 
Can Curfes pierce the Clouds, and enter Heaven ? 
Why then give way, dull Clouds, tomy quick Curfes. 
Though not by War, by Surfeit dye your King, 
As ours by Murther to make him a King. 
Edward thy Son, that now is Prince of Wales, 
For Edward our Son, that was Prince of Wales, 
Die in his Youth, by like untimely Violence. 
Thy felf a Queen, for me that was a Queen, 
Out-live thy Glory, like my wretched felf: 
Long may’ft thou live to wail thy Childrens Death, 
And fee another, as I fee thee now, 
Deck’d in thy Rights, as thou art ftall’d in mine. 
Long die thy happy Days, before thy Death, 
And after many length’ned hours of Grief, 
Die neither Mother, Wife, nor Exgland’s Queen. 
Rivers and Dorfet, you were Standers-by, 
And fo waft thou, Lord Hajftizgs, when my Son 
Was ftabb’d with bloody Daggers; God, I pray him, 
That none of you may live his natural Age, 
But be by fome unlook’d-for Accident cut off. 
Gle. Have done thy Charm; thou hateful wither’d Hag. 
Q. Mar. And leave out thee ? Stay Dog, for thou thalt 
If Heavens have any grievous Plague in ftore, | hear me. 
Rixceeding thofe that I can wifh upon thee, | 
© let them keep it, ’till thy Sins be ripe, 
And then hurl down their Indignation 
On thee, thou.troubler of the poor World’s peace. 
The worm of Confcience ftill be-gnaw thy Soul, 
Thy Friends fufpeé& for Traitors while thou liv’ft, 
And take deep Traitors for thy deareft Friends: 
No fleep clofe up that deadly Eye of thine, 
UOnlefs ir be while fome tormenting Dream 
Affright thee with a Hell of ugly Devils, 
Thou elvifh-markt, abortive rooting Hog 
Thou that wait feal’d in thy Nativity Pe 
The Slave of Nature, and theSon of Hell: 
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Thou flander of thy heavy Mother’s Womb, 
Thou loathed Iffue of thy Father’s Loins, 
Thou Rag of Honour, thou detefted 
Glo. Adargaret, 
QO. Mar. Richard. 
Glo, Ha! 
QO. Mar, I call thee not, 
Glo, I cry thee mercy then; for I did think 
That thou had’ft call’d me all thefe bitter Names, 
Q. Mar. Why fol did, but look’d for no reply, 
Oh let me make the Period to my Curfe. 
Glo. “Tis done by me, and ends in Afargarer, 
OQucen. Thus have you breath’d your Curleagainft your felf, 
Q. Mar. Poor painted Queen, vain flourith of my Fortune, 
Why ftrew’ft thou Sugar on that Bottel’d Spider 


s ss ws © a 

Whofe deadly web enfnareth thee about? 

Fool, Fool, thou wher ft a Knife to kill thy flf: 

Lhe Day wall come that thou fhale wifh for me, 

To help thee curfe this poyfonous Bunch-back’d Toad, 
Haft. Falfe boading Woman, end thy frantick Curfe, 

Left to thy harm thou move our Patience, 


Q. Mar. Foul fhame upon you, you have all mov’d mine, 





j? 


Riv. Were you well ferv'd, you would betaught yourDury, 
Y. Afar. To ferve me well, you all fhould do me 
Teach me te be your Queen, and you my Subjes : 
© ferve me well, and teach your felves that Duty. 

Dorf. Difpute not with her, fhe is Lunatick, 

Q. Adar, Peace, Mafter Marquefs,fyou are malapert, 

Your fireenew {tamp of Honour is-fcarce currant. 

O that your young Nobility can judge 

What ’twere to lofe it, and be méerable. 

They that {tand high have many blafts to fhake them, 
And if they fall, they dath themfelves to pieces, 

Glo. Good Counfe] marry, learn it, learn ir, Marquefs. 

Dorf. Wt touches you, my Lord, as much as me. 

Gio. Ay, andmuchmore; butI was born fo high; 
Our atry buildeth in rhe Cedar’s top, . 
And dallies with the Wind, and fcorns the Sun. 

Q. Atar. And turnsthe Sun to fhade: alas ! alas? 
Witnefs my Son now in the fhade of Death, 
Whofe bright out-faining beams, thy cloudy Wrath 
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1638 The Life and Death 


Hath in eternal Darkne{s folded up. 
Your airy buildeth in our airies Nett; 
O God, that feeft ir, do not fuffer it, 
As it is won with Blood, Joft be it fb: 
Buck, Peace, peace for fhame, if not for Charity, 
Q. Mar. Ur ge neither C harity nor Shame tomes. 
Uncharitab! with me have you dealr, 
Aad tha mefully my hopes, by you 2 are butcher’d, 
My Cl harity is Outrage, Life my shame, 
And in that sap ks i , fil live my Sorrow’s rage, 
Buck. Haved Me ve done, 
QO. Mar. O Princely Buchis shams | kit chy Bapds 
In fig ign of I cag and At 
Now fair bef ice and thy sble Ho tee 
Thy Gites are not { Mee with our Blood: 
Nor thou within the cc nps Ze = my Curfe 
Bucks Nor no ove here: for Cusfes never er pal 
The Lips of thofe that bh; eg . e them in the Air. 
Q. Mar. twill At sa Z uit tt y afcend the Sky, 
And there awake Go > fle: ir 19 Peace, 
O Buckingham, take care of Yonder. D JOG S ru 
Look whea he fawas } i¢ Ditess and when he bites, 
His venom To: oth will rz i kle to the Death; 
Have not to.do with fas beware of him, 


Sin, At and Hell have fet their marks on him, 
Ane f al] their r Minifte r 


att sik on bim,. 
Glo. What doth the f ¥s My Lord of ‘Bucking ham? 
Buck, Nothin g that Fs ref, a my gracious Lord, 
Q. Lidar. Wha af, thou Corie 
Bors my § f 
nd footh 
= but reme mbe Cr ¢t 


Wi} Hen he thalt ff i! plit 


ii 
1 - 
a8) 


thy vce He act with Sorrow; 
And fay poor Margaret was a Prophctefs, . 


Live each of you the $b Dye Gis to his h nate, 
sai he to yours, and a} | Of you to God’s. [ Exit. 
Buck, | My Hair dot] Hand én end to beat her Curfes, 
Riu, And fo doth mine: ; imufe W hy fhe’? $s at Liberty. 


Glo. “Vcannot b} ame her by Gad’s h 
4c iCT, 3 10] Mother 
She hath had too much wrone A 


Bo and r repent 
My Part thereof, that T have done to her, - 


Dols 
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of Richard BENS , 1639 
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fy ; 54 UA ed 7 d rn Vp 7, 
Dorf. I never id her any, to.my knowledge. 
, ’ 


17 x 11 . -_ rrat ¥ . 4 =“, a 
Glo. Yet vou have all the vantage of her wrong: 

d 
I was too hot 


Ls tO G do {0 me body P< JOU, 
é 1] Siptente cue ae oa 
[hat is too cold in thinking of It now : 


Sh ee 
He is Eos np cotene 
De ge, Sek SEE ast es 
God pardon them that are the caule 
pes : ; fy RD Ep NESS Se SBR SD - 
Riv. A Virtuous and q Chriltian-like EUS j hy 
> ays ¥c J ye 1 £4 i ' ‘ 7< 
To pray for them that have cone icathe to us. 
Glo. So do I ever, being well advis'd. | Ade 
2 g | 
Ts ; fs ~ 3 a 
For had I curft now, I had curft my felf. 
; 
Enter Catesdy. 
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adam, his Majefty doth call for you, 
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Kiv. We wait upon your Grace, 
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The fecret Mifchiefs that [fet a-bro Cis 
; ~ =~» cr ser 
i jay unto the erievous Chai fe OF oth CTSe 
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: : ~ } } j os } . tee +. 
Clare Cnuceég WHOM I indeed. have cait in Darkneis, 


i i 


i do beweep to many lumpie aa 
lamely to Derby, Haftings, Buckingham, 
And tell them, ’tis the Queen and” her Allies 
That ftir the King againft the Duke my Brother. 
Nov bel} ‘and withal whet me 
i Dor ar fet » Gray. 
But veh nI figh, and with apiece of Scripture, 
Tellahem: that God bids us do good for evil: 
And thus leath my naked Villany 
With odd O . th of Holy Writ, 
And feem a Saint, «hen mare I play the Devil. = 
Enter two Villains. 

But foft, here come my Ex scirtioners : 
How now my hardy | 
Are you now going oe difpatch this thi ge 

t Mil. We eare, my Lord, and come to have the Wa 
Phat we ma ay be admitted, where he is. 

thought upon, I have it here about me 

n yol pair to Crosby Place. 

But, Sirs, be fudden in the Execution, 
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1640 - The Life and-Death 


Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
For Clarence is well-fpoken, and, perhaps, . 
May move your Hearts to pity, if you markhim, 
Fil. Tut, tut, my Lord, we will not ftand to prate, 
‘Talkers are no good doers; be affur’d, 
We go to ufe our Hands, and not our Tongues. 
Glo. Your Eyes drop Mill-ftones, when Fools Eyes fall 
Tears, 
{ hike you Lads, about your bufine& ftraight. 
Go, go, difpatch. 
Wil. We will, my Noble Lord, | Excewar, 


So CEN E,W, 

Enter Clarence aid Keeper. 

Keep, W hy looks your Grace fo heavily to day ¢ 
Clar. O I have paft a miferable Night, 

So full of fearful Dreams of ugly: Sights, 

That, as I am a Chriftian faithful Man, 

I would now fpend another fuch a Night, 

Though *twere to buy. a world of happy Days: 

So full of difmal Terror was the time, | 
Keep. W hat was yourdream, my Lord, I pray you tell me, 
Cla. Methoughts that I had broken from the ower, 

And was embark’d to crafs to Burgundy, 

And in my Company my Brother Glo’ fter, 

Who from my Cabin tempted me to walk 

Upon the Hatches, Thereiwe look’d toward England, 

And cited up.a thoufand heavy Times, | 

During the Wars of YorRand Lancafter,- 

That had befal’n us, As he pac’d along 

Men BP suatibg of the Hatches, 

og elt that Gloyter tumbled, and. in falling 

Struck me, that thought to {tay him, over-board, 

Into the tumbling Billows of the Main, 

O Lord, methought, what Pain it was to.drown ! 

ei dreadful Noife of Waters in mine Ears! 

hat fights. of ugiy. Death within mine Eyes | 

Methoughts, I faw a thoufand fearfy] Wracks; 

A thoufand Men that Fithes §oaw’d upon: 

W -dges of Gold, Sreat Anchors, heaps of Pearl, 


Ineftimable 





(' 


of Richard III. IGA! 


Ineftimable Stones, unvalued Jewels 
All {catter’d in the bottom of the Sea : 
Some lay in dead Mens Skulls, and in the holes 
Where Eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 
As ‘twere in fcorn of Eyes, reflecting Gems, 
That woo’d the flimy bottom of the Deep, 
And mock’d the dead Bones that lay fcatter’d by. 
Keep. Had you fuch leifure in the time of Death, 
To gaze upon the Secrets*of the Deep 2 
Clar. Methought I had, and often did T ftrive 
To yield the Ghoft; but ftill the envious Flood 
Stop’d in my Soul, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vaft, and wand’ring Air; 
But fmother’d it within my panting Bulk, 
Who almoft burft to belch it in the Sea, 
Keep. Awak’d you not in this fore Agony 2 
Clar. No, no, my Dream was lengthen’d after Life. 
O then began the Tempeft to my Soul: 
I pat, methought, the melancholy Flood, 
With that four Ferry-man which Poets wiite of, 
Unto the Kingdom of perpetual Night. 
The firft that there did greet my Stranger-foul, 
Was my great Father-in-Law, renowned Warwick, 
Who fpake aloud What Scourge for Perjury 
Can this dark Monarchy afford falfe’ Clarence? 
And fo he vanifh’d. . Then'came wand’ring by, 
A Shadow like an Angel, ‘with bright Hair 
Dabbi'd in Blood; and hethrick’d? out aloud-——: 
Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting, perjurd Clarence, 
That f{tabb’d me in the Field by Tewksbury ; 
Seize on him, Furies, take-him unto Torment 
With that, methought, a Legion of foul Fiends 
Inviron’d me, and howled in mine Fars 
Such hideous Cries, that with the very Noife, 
I, trembling, wak’d; and fora feafon after 
Could not believe but that f was invHell : 
Such terrible Impreffions made my Dream. 
Keep. No marvel, Lord, tho’ it affrighted you, 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 
__Clar, Ah Keeper, Keeper, I have done thefe things, 
Phat now give evidence again{t my Soul, 
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shat The Life and Death 


For Edward's fake ; and fee how he requites me, 
O God! if my deep Prayers cannot appeafe thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng’d on my Mifdeeds, 
Yet execute thy Wrath on me alone : 
O {pare my guiltlefs Wife, and my poor Children, 
Keeper, I pritie fit by me a-while, 
My Soul is heavy, and I fain would fleep. 

Keep. Twill, my Lord, God give your Grace good felt, 

Enter Brakenbury the Lieutenant. 

Brak, Sorrow breaks Seafons and repofing hours, 
Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide Night: 
Princes have but their Titles for their Gloriés, 


An outward Honour, for an inward Toil, 
Imaginations, 
| 


-"\ 


And for unfelt g 
They often feel¥a world of reftlefs Cares: 
So that between their Titles and low Name, 
There’s nothing differs but the ourward Fame. 
Enter two Villains, 
r Vil. Fo, who’s here? 
Brak. What would’ thou, Fellow 2? And how cam 
thou hither 2 7 
2 Vil. 1 would {peak with Clarence, and I came hither of | 
my Legs. | 
Brak, What, fo brief 2 
1 Vil. *Lis better, Sir, than to be tedious: 
Let him fee our Commiffion, and talk no more. . 
Brak, 1 am in this commanded, to deliver — { Reads. 
The Noble Duke of Clarence to your Hands. 2 fora 
F will not reafon what is meant hereby, 
Becaufe I will be guiltlefs from the meaning. 
There lyes the Duke afleep, and there the Keys. 
[ll to the King, and fignifie to him, 
Phat thus T have refien’d to you my charge. [ Exit. 
1 ¥il. You may, Sir, *tis a point of Wifdom: 
Fare you well, 
2 Fil, What, thall we ftab him as ] 
t Vil. No; he'll fay twas d 
2 Vil. Why he fhall 
ent Day. 
1 Vil. Way then he'll fay, we ftabb'd him fleeping. 


Pil. "ET & T¢ ; y 4 TT ¢ 
x 2 ( he urging of that word Judgment, hath bred a 
kind of Remorfe in me. 7 


1¢ fleeps 2 : 
one cowardly, when he wakes 
never wake, until the great Judg- 


1 Vil. 





name ff 
CHD 


yur 


Come, fhall me fall to work 2 
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1 Vil. What? art thou afraid 2 
Vil, Not to kill him, having a Warrant. 
But to be damon’d for killing him, from the whieh 
No Warrant can defend me. 
1 Vil. 1 thought thou hadft been refolute. 
2 Pil. So I am, to let him live. 
1 Vil. Vi backto the Duke of Glo’ffer, and tell him fo, 
2 Vil. Nay, prithee ftay a lrtrle : 
[ hope this paflionate Humour of mine will change; 
It was wont to hold me but while one tells tw enty. 
1 Vil, How doft thou feel thy felf now 2 
2 Vil. Some certain dregs of Confcience are yet within me 
1 Vile Remember the Reward, when the Deed’s dane 
2 Vil. Come he dies: I had forgot the Reward. 
1 Vil. Where’ s thy Confcience now 2 
2 Vil, O, in the Duke of Gio’fer’s Purfe. 


t Vil. When he opens his Purfe to give us our Reward, 
thy Confcience flies out. 


2 Fil. Tis No matter, let it 80; there’s few. or none will 
entertain it. 
1 Kil, What if it come to thee again? 
2 Vil. Vl not meddlewith it, it makes 4 Man a Coward : 


‘t 
A Wian cannot fteal, bur it accufeth a a@ Man cannot 


fwear, but it checks him; a Man cannot lye with his Neigh- 
bour’s Wife, but it dete@&s him, °Tis a bluthine g fhame- 
fac’d Spirit, that f mutinies ina Man’s Bofom : It fills 2 Man 
full of Oona ae It mas me once reft ire a Purfe of Gold 


that, by chance, I found. fr begears any Man that keeps 


it. It is turn’d out of Tain: and. Cities for a dangerous 

thing, and agit Man that means to live well, erie. aT 

to truft to ee felf, and live with our if, | 
t Vil. *Tis e 


ven now at my elbow, perfwa ng nO 
para 19OW,. P ading me not to 
kill the Duke. 


2 Vil, Take the Devil in thy mind, and believe him net; 
He would infinuate with thee | but to make thee figh. 
t ¥il. Lam {trong fiam’d, he cannot Prevail with nie. 


‘ MA aI 
2 Fil, Spo! Ke like a tall vlan, that refp ects thy Re eputation. 


tv 


U 


tr Vil, Lake him on the Cc {ta 
Sword, and then throw 
Hhext Room, 


rd, with the Hilt of thy 
him into. the Malmalie-butt in the 


2 Fil, 
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1644 The Life and Death 
2 Fil. Ocxcellent Device, and make a Sop of him. 
"zx Vil. Soft, he wakes. , 
2 Vil. Strike. 
r Vil. No, we'll reafon with him. 
Clar. Where art thou, Keeper? Give me Cup of Wine, 
2 Vill. You fhall have Wine enough, my Lord, anon, 
Clar. In God's Name, what art thou 
¥ Vil. A Man, as you are, 
Clar. But not as I am, Royal. 
1 Vil. Nor you as we are, Loyal. 

Clar, Thy Voice is thunder, but thy Loeoks are humble, 

1 Vil, My Voice is now the King’s, my Looks mine own. 

Clar. How darkly, and how deadly doft thou {peak 
Your Eyes do menace me : Why look you pale 2 
Who fent you hither?’ wherefore do you come? 

2 Vil. To, to, to 

Clar. To Murther me 2 

Both, Ay, ay. 

Clar. You {carcely have the Heats to tell me fo; 
And therefore cannot have the Hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my Friends, have Loffended you ? 

t Pil. Offended us you have not, but the King, 
Clar. I thall be reconcild to him again. | 
2 Vil. Never, my Lord, therefore prepare to dye, 
Clar. Are you drawn forth among a world of Men, 
To flay the innocent?) What's my Offence? 
Where is the Evidence that doth accufe me2 
What lawful Queft have given their Verdi@ up 
Unto the frowning Judge 2 Or who Pronounc’d 
The bitter Sentence of Poor Clarence’s Death? 
Before I be convi@ by courfe of Law, 
To threaten me with Death, is moft unlawful, 
I charge you, as you hope for any goodnefs, 
That you depart; and lay no Hands on me: 
The deed you undertake is damnable, 

t Val. What we will do, we do upon command. 

2 Vil. And he that hath commanded, js our King. 

Clar. Erroneous Vaffals, the Breat King of Kings 
Hath in the Table of this Law commanded, 

That Thou thalt do no Murther; Wil! you then 
Spurn at his Edi@s, and fulfil a Man’s2 | 
































> a 
; > Re O-- GS C-- eC ~ : 
>) Se ea oe ae Oe SS - : 
sae o> ~<) 8 ie 3 pe ee 


wats HWS. Hike 
Oj Richard HII, 1645 
Take heed, for he holds Vengeance in his Hand 

To hurl upon their Heads 


— 


ee 


that break his Law, 
2 Vil, And that fame Vengeance doth he hurl on thee 
For falfe forfwearing, and for Murther too: 
Thou didit receive the Sacrament, to fight 
In quarrel of the Houfe of Lancafter. 
1 Vil, And like a Traitor to the name of God, 
Didft break that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade, 
Uaripp: {t the Bowels of thy Sove: aipn’s Son. 
2 Vil. Whom thou waft fwornto cherith and defend. 
1 Vil. How canft thou urge God’s dreadful Law to us, 
When thou haft broke it in fuch high degree? 
Clar. Alas! for whofe fake did I that ill deed? 
For Edward, for my Brother, for his fake 
He fends you not to murther me for this: 
For in that fin he is as deep as I, 
If God will be avenged for the decd, 
© know you yet, he doth. it publickly, 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful Arm: 
He needs no indire@, or Jawlefs courfe, 
‘To cut off thofe that have offended him. 
1 Vil. Who made thee then a bloody Minitter, 
When gallant {pringing brave Plantagenet, 
hat Princely Novice, was {truck dead by thee? 
Clar. My Brother’s Love, the Devil, and my Rage. 
t Vil, Thy Brother’s Love, our Dury, andthy Faults, 
Provoke us hither now, to flaughter thee, 
Clar. If you do love my Brother, hate: not me : 
I am his Brother, and i ARE him well. 
If you are hir’d for meed, go back again, 
And I will fend you to my Brother Gio ffer : 
Who fhall reward you better for my Life, 
Than Edward will for tid: ngs. of my Death. 
2 Vii. You are deceivd, 
Your Brother Glo’ffer hates you. 
Clar. Ohno, he loves me,. and he holds me dete 
Go you to him from me. 
1 Vil. Ay, fo we will, 
Clar. Tell him, when that our Princely Father Yo 
Bleft his three Sods with his viGorious Arm, 
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1646 The Life and Death 


He little thought of this divided Friendfhip : 

Bid Glo'fter think on this, and he will weep. | 
iV. Ay, Milftones; as he leffon’d us to weeps 
Clar. O do not flander him, for he is kind, 

r Vil. Right, as Snow in Harveft: 

Come, you deceive your felf, 

Tis he that fends us.to deftroy you here, 

Clar. It cannot be, for he bewept my Fortune, — 
And huge’d me in his Arms, and {wore with fobs, 
That he would labour my Delivery, 

I Vil. Why fo he doth, when he delivers you 
From this Earth’s thraldom, to the joys of Heav’n. 

2 Val. Make peace with God, for you muft die, my Lord; 

Clar. Have you that holy feeling in your Souls, 
To counfel me to make my peace with God, 

And are you yet to your own Souls fo blind, 

That you will War with God; by murd’ring me? 

O Sirs, confider, they that fet you on 

To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 

2 Vil, What fhall we do? 

Clar. Relent, and fave yout Souls: 

Which of you, if you werea Prince’s Son; 

Being pent from Liberty, as I am now, 

If two fuch Murtherers as your felves came to you; 

Would not intreat for Life, as you would beg 

Were you in my diftrefs, 
1Vil, Relent? no; tis cowardly and womanith, 
Clar. Not to relent, is beaftly, favage, devilith; 

My Friend, I fpy fome pity in thy looks: 

O, if thine Eye be nor a Flatterer, 

Come thou on my fide, and intrest for me, 

A begging Prince what Begpar pities not? 

2 Vil. Look behind you, my Lord. 

1 Vil. Take that, and that; if all this will not. do; 
6. Pi, | | Stabs hints 
Pll drown you in the Malmfey-Butt within, [Exits 

2 Fil. A bloody deed, and defperately difpatche s 

How fain, like Pilate, would f wath my Hands 


.OF this moft grievous Murther, 


Ente? 
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have been, 

2 Vil. | would he knew, that I had fav’d his Brort ers 
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Flourifb. Enter King Edward fick, the ¢ 
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From my Kedeemer, to redeem me hence. 

And more in peace my Soul fhal! part to Ray 2 

Since I have made my Friends at p 

Haftings and Rivers, take each others hand 

Diffemble not yo ur Hatred, fwear 
Riv. By Heav'n, my Soi is pure’c 
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1648 The Life and Death 


Wife, love Lord Ha/ftings, let him kifs your Hand, 
And what you do, do st unfeignedly. 

Queen. ‘Vhere Hajtings, 1 will never. more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thrive I, and mine. 

K. Edw. Dorfet; embrace him: 

Hajftings, love Lord Marquefs, 

Dorj. Lhis interchange of Love, I here proteft 
Upon my part, fhall be inviolable: 

Haft. And fo {wear I, 

K. Edw. Now Princely Buckingham, {eal thou this Leagud 
With thy embracements to my Wife’s Allies, 

And make me happy in your unity. 

Buck. When ever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your Grace, but with all duteous Love, | To the Qucen. 
Doth cherifh you and yours, God punifh me 
With hate in thofe where I expe@ moft love: 

When I have moft need to imploy a Friend, 
And moft affured that he is a Friend, 
Deep, hollow, treacherots, and full of euile, 
Be he unto me; this do I beg of Heav’n, 
When I am cold in love, to you or yours. | 
| | Embracing Rivers, ge: 

K. Edw. A pleafing Cordial, Princely Buckingham, 
Ys this thy Vow unto my fickly Heart. 

There wanteth now. our Brother Glo’fer here, 
To make the bleffed Period of this Peace. 

Buck. And in good time, 

Here comes Sir Richard Ratcliff, and the Duke. 
Enter Ratcliff and Gloucefter. 

Glo. Good morrow to my Sovereign King and Queen; 
And Princely Peers, a happy cime of day. 

K. Edw. Happy indeed, as we have fpent the day: 
Glo’fter, we have done deeds of Charity, 

Made Peace of Enmity, fair love of hate, 
Between thefe fwelling wrong incenfed Peers. 

_ Glo. A blefled Labour, my moft Sovereign Lord 
Among this Princely heap, if any here 

3 fur Intelligence, or wrong Surmife 

Hold me a Foe: If I unwillingly, or in m oe. 
Have ought committed that ir kav — 
To any in this Prefence, I defire .~ 
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lo reconcde me to his friendly Peace 

Tis death to me to be at E nmity ; 

I hate it, a nd defire all £00 rd j he love. 

Firtt, Vi idam, I ii treat true peace of you, 
} 


Which E will purchafe with my dutcous Nervices 


| 
( rf you my noble ¢ oufin br Ck 472 Boas 
If ever any grudge were lodg’ d between 
O} You, and you, Lord Rivers and Of 
That all without defert have frown'’d on m. 
€or y Ou Lord Woo ivil, and Lord Scales OF Vo! . 
Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gent'emen, indeed of all. 
[ do not know that F agli {oman alive, 
With whom my Soul js any jot at odds, 
More sian the Infant that is bern 
[ thank my God for my Humility. 

Oueen, A Holy-day fhall this be kept hereaft 


4 


[yy ad to God all ltrifes were wel] compounded, 


My Sovsstuee Lord, I do befeech your Hig hne{s 
J otake our Brother Clarence to your Grace, 

Glo. Why, M. idam, have I offer’'d Love ae this, 

be fo ictus d in this Royal Prefence?2 

Who knows not that the gentle Duke is dead 2/ | They all flare 
You do him injury to {corn his Coa arfe. 

K. Edw. Who knows not he is dead ! 
Who knows he is Q 

Oyeen, All-ieeing Heav’r, what a World is this2 

Suck, I eh: I fo pale, Lord 2 aa as the reft 2 

Dorf. Ay, my good Lord; and ne Man in. the prefen¢s, 
But t his red Colour hath hia ci Le Cheeks, 
Eaw. Xs Clarence dead? the Order was-revers’d. 


A 6 A 


Glo. But | ».poor Man,. by your firft Order died, 


And that a isle VUercury did bear: 
some tardy Cripple bare the Countermat d, 
That come too lag to fee him buried, 
God grant, that fome lefs Noble, and lefs Loyal, 
Nearer in b! loody Thoughts, and not in Blood, 
Deferve no worfe than ‘wretchéd Clarence did, 
And yet go currant from fufpicion, 
| Enter Earl of Derby. 
it aia my Severaiga, fer my Set'vice done, 
K. Edw. I prithee peace, m y Soul is full of forrow. 
LV . i Dei DY. 
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1650 The Life aud Death 


Derby. 1 will not rife, unlefs your Highnefs hear me, 
K. Edw. Then fay at once, what is it thou requeft tt. 
Derby. The forfeit, Soveraign, of my Servant’s Life, 

Who flew to day a riotous Gentleman, 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk, | 
K. Edw. Have 1 a Tongue to doom my Brother’s death? 

And fhall that Tongue give pardon to a Slave? 

My Brother kill’d no Man, his fault was Thought, | 

And yet his punifhment was bitter Death. 

Who fued to me for him? Who, in my wrath, 

Kneel’d at my Feet; and bid me be advis’d 2 

Who fpoke of Bretherhood? who {poke in love 2 | 

Who told me, how the poor Soul did forfake 

The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me: 

Who told me inthe Field at Tewksbury, 

When Oxford had me down, he refcued me? 

And faid, dear-Brother live, and be a King? 

Who told me, when we both lay in the Field, 

Frozen almoft to death, how he did lap me 

Even in his Garments, and did give himfelf, 

All thin and naked, to the num cold Night? 

All this from my Remembrance, brutifh wrath 

Sinfully pluckt, and not a Man of you | 

Had fo much Grace to put it inmy Mind. 

Bit when your Carters, or your waiting Vaflals 

Have done a ‘drunken Slaughter, ‘and defac’d 

The precious Image of our dear Redeemer, 

You ftraight are on your Knees for Pardon, Pardor, 

And I, unjuftly too, muft grant it you. 

But for my Brother, not a Man would fpeak, 

Nor I, ungracious, fpake unto my felf 

For him, poor Soul. The proudeft of you all, 

Hive been beholding to him in his Life : 

Yet none of you, would once beg for his Life. 

O God! I fear thy Jufticé will take hold 

Oa me, and you; and mite, and yours fer this. 

Come Haftings help me to my Clufer. 

Ah poor Clarence. | Exeunt fome with the Kine and Oxsen 
Glo. ‘This is the fruits of RafhnefS: Mark’d you not, 

How that the kindred of the Queen | 
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Look’d 
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Look’d pale, when they did hear of Clarence’s Death 2 
O! they did urge it ftill unto the King, 
God will revenge it. Come, Lords, will you. go, 
To comfort Edward with our Company 2 
Buck, We wait upon your Grace, [ Exeunt. 


2 BNE: It 


Enter the Datchefs of York, with the two Childrex of 
Clarence, 


Son. Good Grandam tell us, is our Father dead 2 

Dutch. No, Boy. 

Daugh. W hy do you weep fo oft? and beat your Breaft? 
And cry, O Clarence | my unhappy Son? 

Son. Why do you look on us, and fhake your Head, 

And call us Orphans, Wretches, Caftaways, 
If that our Noble Father were alive? 

Datch. My pretty Coufins, you miftake me both, 

I do lament the Sicknefs of the King, 
As loth to lofe him, not your Father’s Death; 
Jt were loft Sorrow to wail one that’s loft. 

Son. Then youconclude,.my Grandam, he is dead: 

The King mine Uncle is to blame for it. 
God will revenge it, whom I will importune 
With earneft Prayers, all to that effec. 

Daugh. And fo will I. 

Dutch. Peace, Children, peace; the King doth love you 
Incapable and fhallow Innocents, [ well, 
You cannot guefs who caus’d your Father's Death. 

Son, Grandam, wecan; formy good Uncle Glo’fter 
Told me, the King, provok’d to it by the Queen, 

Devis’d Impeachments to imprifon him; 

And when my Uncle told me fo, he wept, 

And pitied me, and kindly kift my Check; 

Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, 

And he would love me dearly as a Child, 
jw  Datch. Ah! that Deceit fhould teal fuch gentle Shape, 
> And with a virtuous Vizard hide deep Vice, 
"He is my Son, ay, and therein my Shame, 
ryt Yet from my Dugs he drew not this deceit, 

12 Son. 
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Son. Think you my Uncle did:diflemble, Grandam? 


Dutch. Ay: Boy. ! 
Son. 1 cannot think it. Hark, what-noife is this? 


Enter the Queen with her Fair about ber Ears, Rivers 


and Dorfet after her. 


. Ah! who fhall hinder me to wail and’ weep? 


ve chide emy Fortune and torment my felf¢ 

Vi join with black Defpair againft my Soul, 

And ny, ‘felf become an Enemy 
D tee Nhat means thisScene of rude Impatience? 
Oucen. To make an actof Tragick Violence. 

Edward, my Lord, thy Son, our ” King is dead. - 

Why grow the Branches, when the Root is gee ? 

Why wither not.the Leaves that want their Sap 2 

If you will live, lament;-if die, be brief; 

That our fwift-winged Souls may catch the King’s, 

Or like obedient Subje&s. follow him, 

To his new Kingdom of ne'er changing Night. 

Dutch. Ah, fo much intereft have I in thy Sorrow; 

As Thad Title to thy Noble Husband; 

I have bewept a worthy Husband’s Death; 

And liv’d with looking on his Images ; 

But now two Mirrors:of his Princely femblance, 
Are crack’d in piecesy by malignant Death, 

And I for comfort have but one falfe Glafs, ‘ 
‘That grieves me when I fee my Shame in him. 
Thou art aWidow, yet thou ‘a a Mother, 

And haft the comfort of ‘thy Children left; 

But Death hath {oatch’d my Husband from mine Arms, 
And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble Hands, 
Clarence and Edward. ©, what caufe have I, 

( Thine being but a moiety of my: moan). 

To Pia thy Woes, and drown thy Cries. 

. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Father’s Death3. 
How vw can we aid you. with our Kindred Tears?2 

Daugh. Our Fatherlefs diftrefs was left unmoan’d; 
Your Widow dolour Likewite be Unwept, 

Queen, Give me no help in Lamentation, 

J am not barren to bring forth Complaints: 

All Springs reduce their currents to mine Eyes, 

That L being govern’d by the watry Moon, 
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May fend forth plenteous Tears to drown. the Vb 
Ah, for: 4 Fiusband———for my dear Lord Edward 

Chil. Ah, for our Father, for our dear Lord Cla 


Dutch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edwara 
O ueen. What {t tay had I, but Eawar: 
Chil. What {tay had w 
Datch. What ftays had F, but they? and they 
Queen. Was never Widow had I fo dear a Lofs, 
Chil, W ere never Or phans: had fo dear a Lofs. 
Dutch, Was never Mother hac | | 

Alas! I am the Mother of theft Griefs, 

Their Woes are pa ne mine is general, 

She for an Edw ard : d 

[ for a CL. av ence weeps ~b doth not fhe; 

T hefe 2 Babes tor Clarence Weep, fo do not thi y» 

Alas! you bayee: on me threefold diftreft 

Pour all your Tears, Iam your Sorrows Nurle, 
And I will pamper it with L amentation. 


‘ , 


Dorf: Comfort, dear Mother; G Od is much aifp 


That you take with unthankfulnefs his doing. 

In common worldly Things *tis calf'd ungrateful, 

With ~~ unwillingnefs to repay a Debr 

Which with a bounteous Hand was kine Hy lent: 
Much more to be thus oppoftte with Heav'n, 

For it requires the Royal Debt it lent you. 


Wh 


Rivers. Madam, 
Let him be crown’d, in him your comfort lives. 
Drown defper ate Sorrow in dea d Edward's Grave 
And plant your Joys indiving Fi carte i hrone, 


Enter Gloucetter, Buckingham, Derby, Hatkang 


Ratcliff. 
Gle. Sifter, have comforts ne O 
To wail the din mming of c aninge Star: 


ot 


But none can help aur Saacct by wailing them. 
Madam, my Mother, I do cry you Mercy, 
I did not fee your Grace. Hi nace yon my Knee 


I crave your Bleti: oe. 
Dutch. — blefs thee, and pu 
Love, Charity, Obedience, and trne Duzy. 
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Glo, Amen, and make me die a good old Man, 
That is the butt end of a Mother’s Blefling; 
J marvel that her Grace did leave ir out. 
i Buck. You cloudy Princes, and heart-forrowing Peers, 
i That bear this mutual heavy load of Moan, 
1 Now cheer each other in each others Love; 
Hl | Though we have fpent our Harveft of this King, 
: : } ‘ We are to reap the Harveft of his Son, 


The broken rancor of your high-fwoln hates, 






























SS OS O— Br og Pe. SS O- = OSet.->-. 


; a | But lately {plinter’d, knit and join’d together, 

— Mutt gently be preferv’d, cherifht and kept: 

; ma Me feemeth good, that with fome little Train, 
— | Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fet 
— Hither to Loudox, to be crown’d our King. 

— Riv. Why with fome little Train, 

i We! My Lord of Buckingham? 

} AH Buck, Marry, my Lord, left, bya Multitude, 


| The new-hea}’d wound of Malice fhould break outs 
bk Which would be fo much the more dangerous, 

By how much the Eftate is green, ard y 6 

| y how much the Eitateis green, and yet ungovern’é. 
, Where every Horfe bears his commanding Rein, 

And may dire& his courfe'as pleafe himfelf, 
sh As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my Opinion, ought to be prevented, 

Glo. I hope the King made Peace with all of tis; 
And the compa@ is firm and true in me. 
oF i! Riv. And fo in'me, and fo, J think, in all, 
Be ut Yet fince it is but green it fhould be put 
et To no apparent likelyhood of breach, 
Fig Pit! Which haply by’ much Company might be urg’d; 
ta Therefore I-fay, with ‘Noble Buckingham, 
Bey say 4 That it is meet fo few (hou'd fetch the Price. 
ae Haft. And fo fay 1. 
Glo. Then be it fo, and go we to determing — 

Who they fhall be thar ftreight thall poft to London. 
‘eam Madam, and you my Sifter, will you £0 
‘eee To give your Ceofures in this Bufinefs 2 [ Exeuat. 
aie [ Avanent EB uckineham ana Gloucetter. 
Buck. My Lord, whoever joutnics to the Prince, 
i For God’s fake Jet not us two ftay at homes | 
i Be Ok Fo: by the way, Pil furt occafion, 
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As Index to the Story we lately talk’d of, 

To part the Queen’s proud Kindred from the Prince. 
Glo. My other felf, my Counfel’s Confiftory, 

My Oracle, my Prophet, my dear Coulir, 

I, asa Child, will go by thy direGion. 


Toward Louden then, for we'll not ftay behind, [ Exeunt, 


SaGisBoN E> Til. 


Enter one Citizen at one Door, and another at the other. 


1 Cit. Good morrow, Neighbour, whither away fo faft? 
2 Cit. I promife you I hardly know my felf: 
Hear you the News abroad2 
1 Cit. Yes, the King is dead. 
2 Cit. Ill News.by’r Lady, feldom comes the better: 
I fear, Ifear, "twill prove a giddy World. 
Exter another Citizen. 
3 Cit. Neighbours, God {peed. 
1 Cit. Give you good morrow, Sir. 
3 Cit. Doth the News hold of good King Fdward’s Death? 
2 Cit, Ay, Sir, it is too.true, God help the while. 
Cit, Then Mafters look to fee a troublous World. 
Cit, No, noy by God’s good Grace, his Son.thall Reign. 
Cit, Wo to that Land that’s govern’d by a Child. 
Cit. In, him there isa hope of Government: 
W nich in his Non-age, Counfel under him, 
And in his full and ripened, Years, himfelf 
No doubt fhall then, and til! then govern, well, 
Cit, So ftood the State when Flenry the Sixth 
Was crowo’d in Paris, but at nine Months old. 
3 Git. Stood the State fo? No, no, good Friends, God wot; 
For then this Land was famoufly enrich’d 
With politick grave Counfel; then the King 
Had virtuous Uncles to prote@-his Grace. 
Git, Why fo hath this, both by his F.ther and Mother, 
3 Cit. Better it were they all came by his Father; 
Or by his Father there were none at all: 
For Emulation, who thall now be nearc {t, 
Will touch us‘all too near, if God prevent nor, 
O full of danger is the Duke of Glo er, 
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Rta | 3 : ‘ ; ? 
And the Queen’s Sons, and Brothers, haughtand proud: 
And were they to be rul’d, ‘and not to rule, 


us fick'y Land might folace as before. 
it. Come, come, we feat the worft, all will be well; 


‘ ‘ =! oe) EON pee lL, ; 
n ereat Leavestfall, then. Winter is at hand's 
Wh 


en the Sun fets, who doth nut look for Night? 
C) ntime} 


ly Storms. make Men expeé a Dearth: 
Ail may be well; but if God fort it fo, 


[is more than we deferve, or I expect, 


2Cit, Truly the Hearts of Men are full of fear: 
You cannot reafon, almoft, with a Man 


Titat looks nor heavily, and full of dread. 
3 Gt, Before the days of Change, ftill is it fo 
By a divine inftin@ Mens Minds miftrutt , 
Purfuing Danger; as by proof we fee 
The Water fwell before a boil rous Storm : 
But leave it all to God, whither away? 
Cit. Marry we were fent for to the Juftices, 
Cit, And fo was I, Vl bear you Company. | Exennt. 


SE NE eee 


Enter Archbi fhop of York, the young Duke of Youk, the. 


PF Jip} Ly 
Oueen, ana the Duichefs. 


” 
i 
> 
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Arch, Laft Night I heard they lay at Stony Strarfora, 
And at Northampton they do r ft to Night: 
To morrow or next day they willbe here. 
Dutch. T long with all my Heart to fee the Prince’ 
I hope he is much grown fince Jat I fw him. 
Queen But I hear no, they fay my Son of York 
as aimolt overtaken him in his growth, 
York. Ay, Mother, but I would pot have it fo, 
Dutch. Why, my good Coufin, it is good to prow. 
York; Graadam, one Nightas we did fir ar Supper, 
My Uncle Rivers talk’d how I did PTOW 
More than my Brother. Ay; quoth my Uncle Glo'/ter, 
Small Herbs have Grace, great Weeds do grow apace, 
And fince, methinks T wou'd not grow fo faft, 


Becaufe {weet Flowers are flow, and’ Weeds make hatte, 


L 
* 


2 Cite When Cioudsare feen, wife Men put on their Cloaks; | 























of Richard ws 


Dyutebs Good faith, LOG id faith, the 
in him that did o| ject the 


IG 5 ? 
faying did not hold 
> Jame to chee. 

He was the wretched’ft thing when he was young, 

So long a growing, and fo lei furely, 

That if his Rule were true, he fhould | be gracious, 
York. And fono doubt he is, my grac lous Madam. 
Dutch. I af he is, but yet let Mothers doubt. 
York. Now! »y my troth, if I had been remembred, 

I could have given my Uncle’s Grace a flout 

To touch his erowth, nearer than he touch’d mi 
Dutch. How, my young York, 

I prithee let me ~~ it. 

York. Marry, they fay, my Uncle grew fo faft, 
That he could gnaw a Cruft ‘at two Lots old; 
“T'was full two years e’er I could get a Tend, 
Grandam, this would have been a biting Jett. 


Dutch. 1 prithee, pretty York, who told thee this? 

York, Grandam, his Nurfe. 

Dutch. His Nurle! why fhe was dead e’er thou waft born. 

York. If *twere not fhe, Eeannot tell. who told me. 

QOxeen, A parlous Hey ——Goto, you are too fhrewd: 

Dutch. Good Mad am, be Not angry wi itha Child. 

Queen. Pitchers have Ears. 

Enter a AMeffen; eT. 
Here comes a Meflenger : What News 2 

Mel Such News, my Lord, as ¢ reves me to report. 

)UNCENe How doth the Prin ce? 
Wel Well, Madam, and in Healch. 
Tiaivi, W hat is thy News 2 
Mef. Lord Rivers, and Lord Grey, 
Are fent to Pomfret, and with them 
Sir Thomas Vaughans Prifoners. 

Dutch, Who hath committed them? 

Mef- The mighty Dukes, Glo’fer and B; ucking hatte 

Arch. For what Offence? 

Ae. The fum of all I 
SA or for what, the Nobles were committed, 
Isa all unknown to me, my gracious Lord, 

Pueen, AL me! I fee the-ruin Lee my Houfe; 
The Viger now hath feiz’d 5 ntle Hind. 
Infulting Tyranny begins to ju 
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1658 The Life and Death 


Upon the innocent and awlefs Throne; 
Welcome Deftru@ion, Blood and Maffacre; 
I fee, as in a Map, the end of all. : 
Dutch. Accurfed and unquiet wrangling Days, 
How many of you have mine Eyes beheld ; 
My Husband loft his Life to get the Crown, 
And often up and down my Sons were toft, 
For me to joy-and weep, their gain and lofs. 
And being feated, and Domettick broils 
Clean over blown, themfelves, the Conquerors, 
Make War upon themfelves, Brother to Brother, 
Blood to Blood, felf againft felf: O prepoft’rous 
And frantick Outrage! end thy damned Spleen, 
Or let me die, to look on Earth no more. 
Queen, Come, come, my Boy, we will to Sanctuary. 
Madam, farewel. 
Dutch, Stay, T will go with you, 
Queen. You have no caufe. 
<4rch, My gracious Lady, ‘go, 
And thither bear your Treafure and your Goods, 
For my part, I'll refign unto your Grace 
The Seal I keep, and fa betide it me, 
As well I tender you, and all of yours, | 
Go, Ill condu& you to the Sanctuary. | Exeunt. 





ACT UL SCENE: ft 


The Trumpets found. . Enter Prince of Wales, the Dukes of 
Gloucefter aud Buckingham, “Arc hbifbep, with others. 


nttte\ J 7 Elcome {weet Prince: to London, 
To. your Chamber. 

Glo. Welcome dear Coufin; my thoughts Sovereign; 
The weary way hath made you Melancholy, 

Prince. No, Uncle, ‘but our croffes on the Way 
Have made it tedious, wearifom and heavy, 
1 want more Uncles here to welcome me, 

Glo. Sweet Prince, the untainted Virtue of your Years 
Hath not yet div'd into the World’s deceit: Be! 


No 


As 


of Richard HI\_ 1659 


No more can you diftinguifh of a Man, 
Than of his outward thew, which, God he knows, 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the Heart, 
iy Thofe Uncles which you want were dangerous: 
Your Grace attended to their fuger'd Words, 
But look’d not on the poifon of their Hearts: 
God keep you from them, and from fuch falfe Friends, 
Prince. God keep me from falfe Friends, 
But they were none. 
Glo. My Lord, the Mayor of Loszdon comes to 


rH Enter Lord Mayor. 


4 ‘5 Mayor. God blefs your Grace with Health and Happy 
ays. 


Prince. I thank you, good my Lord, and thank you all: 
sip I thought my Mother, and my Brother York, 
abi Would long e’er this have met us on the way. 
Fie, what a flug is Ha/tings, that he comes aot 
To tell us, whether they will come or no. 
Enter Lord Haftings, 
Buck, And in good time, here comes the fweating Lord. 
Prince. Welcome, my Lord; what, will our Mother come? 
Haft. On what OccafionGod he knows, not I, 
The Queen your Mother, and your Brother Zork, 
Have taken Santuary ; the tender Prince 
I Would fain have come with me to meet your Grace, 
But by his Mother was perforce with-held. 
Ts Buck, Fie, what an indire& and peevith courfe 
| {s this of hers? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
| Perfuade the Queen to fend the Duke of Yoré 
" Unto his Princely Brother prefently 2 
és If the deny, Lord Hajtings, you go with him, 
<i And from her jeafous Arms pluck him perforce, 
Arch, My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak Oratory 
Can from his Mother win the Duke of Yr ¥ 
| Anon expect him here ;. but if fhe be obdurate 
nh To mild Entreaties, God forbid 
We fhould infringe the holy Privilege 
Of bleffed Sanctuary; not for all this Land 
Would I be guilry of fo great Sin, 
Back, Youare too fenfelefs obftinate, my Lord, 
Ye T’co ceremonious. and traditional, 


— 


— 


- ~ 7 - -s — = ————— _— —— a 

. - ; 3 = = 

= > = ee a 
=e en es Se " on 


= ees. 


; 9 ; alt OO - 
C1 a ee ee Set Ot OE ee g 
4 Qu + i ae y . 


er eth. he 


’ SF ew ne OF moons PETS = SS 


greet you. 


—— — 


aS — 
a — 

——_ = 

i 


a= 


- 


—- 
——— 


ae 


— 


ees, a 


ge 


= 
> = == a 
= ed —— 
———_ ae agen — 
—S— i 
2S 


— 


a 
ee 


—— 


\ 
* 
. 
. 
. 
\ 
q 
x 
a 
\ 
| 
yi 
\ 


san 


TE em 


Weigh 








Se SO SS PD PD Peo BD I SO es 


~i O-S> O—& OC — aH S SS SP 0 op ee 3 = 2 


3 O- SE 2 


Vas | 


gn ol tn 
ren SS ee 


] = 
= Stat se eo 
Sea ere ae ants tere 


ne me 


ee ee 


towne Se 


~ 


ee Zz 


EO: Sa Se 


ere ee 


~ ee ey a ee, re ree 
~~—=—- a 
— 


ape) ~@ 


1E€60 The Life and Death 


Weigh it but with the grofinefs of this Age, 
You break not Sanctuary, in feizing him; — 

The benefit theréof 1s always granted 

Yo thofe whofe dealings have deferv’d the Place, 
And thofe who have the wit to claim the Place: 
‘his Prince hath never claim’dit, nor deferv’d it, 
‘herefore, in mine Opinion, cannot have it. 

hen taking him from thence that is not there, 


& 


You break no Privilege nor Charter there: 
Olt have E heard of Sanctuary Men, 
3 5 


1, 2o>09 


But Sanctuary Children, never “till now. 
Arch. My Lorc, you fhall o’er-rule my Mind for once. 
Come on, Lord Hajlings, will you go with me? 
Haft. 1 go, my Lord. {| Exeunt Archbifhon and Hattings. 
Prince. Good Lords, make all the {peedy hafte you may, 
Say, Uncle Gilo’fer, if our Brother come, | 
Where fhall we foyourn *till our Coronation2 
Glo. Where tt feems beft unto your Royal felf. 
If I may counfel you, fome day or two 
Your Highnefs hall repofe you at the Tower: 
Then where you pleafe, and fhall be thought moft fit 
For your beft Health and Recreation. 
Prince. Y do not hike the Tower of any Place 5 
Did Fulius Cafar build that Place, my Lord? 
Buck. He did, my gracious Lord, begin that Place, 
Which fince, fucceeding Ages have re-edify’d. 
Prince, Is it upon Record? or elfe reported 
Succeflively from’ Age to Age he built it 2 
Buck, Upon Record, my gracious Lord, 
Prince. But fay, my Lord, it were not Regiftred, 
Methinks the Truth thould live from Age to Age, 
As ‘twere retail’d to ali Pofterity, 
Even to the general ending Day. 
Glo. So wife, fo young, they fay do never live long. 
Prince. What fay you, Uncle? 
Glo. T fay, without Chara@ers Fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, | Afide. 
I moralize two Meanings in one Word, 
Prince. That Falius Cefar was a famous Min- 
With what‘his Valour did enrich his Wit 
His Wit fet down, to make his Valour hive 
Death 
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Buck. What, my gracious aes dé 

Prince. id if L live until I be a Man 
I’]l win our ancient Right in France again 
Or die a Soldier, as I hv’d a King. 
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Enter York, Haftings, and Archbifhop. ‘ | 

fr on Buck, Now in good time, here comes the Duke of York. rt 
Prince. Richard “of York, how fares our Noble Brether ¢ : 

York, Well, my dear Lord, fo mutt I call you now. v 

vo Prince. Ay, Brother, to our Grief as it is yours 3 he 
| Too late he dy’d that might have kept tha Title, EG 
W hich by his Death hath loft much Majeft Vv \ \ 
Glo. Haw fares our Coufir, Noble Lord of York? ‘aa 


York, I thank youy gen tle Uncle... .O. my bs rd, 
You faid, that idle Weeds are faft.in growt 
The Prince my Brother hath outgrown me far. 
Glo. He hath, my Lord. | 
York, And therefore is he idle2 
Glo. Oh my fair Coufin I mutt not fay 
York. Then he is more beholdemto you han I, 
Glo. He may command me as my at est 
But you have power in me, as ina Kinfman. 
York. I pray you, Uncle, give me this Dagger. 
Glo. My Dagger, little ¢ oufin 2 \ with allmy H 
Prince. A Beggar, Brother? 
York, Of my kind Unele, that I know will give, 
And being a Toy it is no gricf to PiVve, 
Glo. Apr eater Gift than that Vil give my Coufin. 
York. Agreater Gift? O, that’s the Sword to it. 
Glo. Ay, gentle Coufin, were it light enough. 
York. O then I fee you will parte but with light Gift, 
In weightier things you'll fay a Beggs r Nay. 
Glo. It is too weighty for your Grace to wear. 
York. I weigh it ligh itly were it heavier. 
Glo. What, would you have my Weapon, little Lord2 


Tork. I would, that I might thank you, ‘as you call me. 
Gis. "How 2 
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1662 The Life and Death 


Prince. My Lord of York willever be crofsin talks 
Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him, 

Tork; You mean to bear me, not to bear with me: 
Uncle, my Brother mocks both you and me, 
Becaufe that I am little, like an Ape, 

He thinks that you fhould bear me on your Shoulders, 

Buck. With what a tharp provided Wit he reafons: 
To mitigate the Scorn he gives his Uncle, 

He prettily and aptly taunts himfelf: 
So cunning, and fo young, is wonderful. 

Glo. My Lord, wilt pleafe you pafs along? 
My {clf, and my good Coufin Buckingham, 
Will to your Mother, to entreat of her 
To meet youat the Tower, and welcome you. 

York. What, will you go untothe Tower, my Lord? 

Prince. My Lord ProteGor will have it fo, 

York; 1 thall not fleep in quiet at the Tower, 

Glo. Why, what fhould -you fear2 

York. Marry, my Uncle Clarence angry Ghoft: 
My Grandam told me, he was murther'd there, 

Prince. I fear no Uncles dead, 

Glo. Nor none that:liye; I hope. 

Prince. And if I live, Thope ¥ need not fear: 
But come, my Lord, and with 2 heavy Heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower, 

| Exeunt Prince, York; Haftines and Dorfet, 
Manent Gloucefter, Buckingham and Catesby. 

Buck. Think you, my Lord, this little prating York 
Was not incenfed by his fubtle Mother, 

To taunt and {corn you thus opprobrioufly 2 

Glo. No doubt; no doubt: Oh *tis a parlous Boy, 
Bold, quick, Ingenious, forward, capable ; 

Fie is al! the Mother’ss ftom the top to toe, 

Buck. Well, lee them reft: Come hither, Catesby, 
Thou art fworn as deeply toeffe@ what we intend, 
As clofely to conceal what we impart: 

Thou know’ft our Reafons urg’d upon the Way, 
What think’ft thou2 js it not an eafie Matter 

To make William Lord Haftings of our Mind, 
For the In{talment of this Noble Duke, 

In the feat Royal of this famous fle ? 


Catef, 
—~ 


a 


of Richard IU. 


Cate/. He for his Father’s fake fo loves the Prince, 
That he will not be won to ought againft him. 
Buck, What think’ft thou then of Stan/ 


166 


Cate/. He will do all in all as Haftings doth. 
Buck. Well then, no more but this: 
Go, gentle Catesby, and as it were far off 
Sound thou Lord Haftings, 
How he doth ftand affe&ed to our Purpofe, 
And fummon him to Morrow to the T omer, 
To fit about the Coronation, 
If thou doft find him traétable to us, 
Encourage him, and tell him all our Reafons: 
If he be leaden, Icy, cold, unwilling, 
Be thou fo too, and fo break off the Talk, 
And give us notice of his Inclination : 
For we to Morrow hold divided Councils, 
Wherein thy felf thalt. highly be employ’d. 
Glo. Commend me to Lord. William > tell him, Catesby, 
Fis ancient Knot of dangerous Adverfaries 
To morrow are let.Blood at Pomfret Caltle, 
And bid my Lord, for joy of this good News; 
sive Miltrefs Shore one gentle Kifs the more. 
Buck, Good Cateshy, g0, effe& this Bufinefs 
Cate/. My good Lords both; with all the h 
Glo, Shall we hear from. you; 
Catef, You fhall, my. Lord, 
Glo. At Crosby Houfe there you thall find us-both, 


Buck. Now,.my Lord, [Exit Catesby. 
What thall we do, if we perceive 


Lord Haftings will not yield to our Com 
Glo. Chop. off his-Head: 
Something we will determine: 
And look when I am King, claim thou of me 
The Earldom of Hereford, and all the Moveables 
Whereof the King, my Brother, was poffeft. 
Buck, V'll claimthat promife at yourGrace’s Hands 
Glo. And look to have it yielded with af kindnefs. 
Come, let us fup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeft our Complots in fome form. 


foundly, 
eed I'can, 
Catesby; eer we fleep? 
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[ Exennt. 
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Enter a Meffenzer to the Door of Hattings, 


LWMe{, iWiy t ord, my Lords 
“A . x A 
FA. 5 | Jno Knocks ¢ 


Adef. One from the Lord Stanly. 
Hajt. W hat is’t aClock 
Mef. Upon the ftroak of four, 
Enter Lora Haltings. 
Haft, Cannot my Lord Stanly fleep thefe tedious Nights? 
Alef. So it appears by. what I have to fay: 
Firft, he commends him to your noble Self. 
Haft. What then 2 
Me. Then certifies your Lordthip, that this Night 
He dreamt the Boar had -rafed off his Helm: 
Befides, he fays there are two Councils kept 
And that may be determin’d at the one, 
Which may make, you.and him to rue at th’other. 
Therefore he fends toknow your Lordfhip’s pleafure, 
If you will prefently take Horfe with him, 
And with all fpeed poft with him toward the North, 
Te than the danger that his Soul divines. 


Haft, Go Fellows go, return unto thy Lord, 


Bid him not fear the feparated Council: ‘ 


His Honour and my felf are at the one, 

And at the other is my good Friend Catesby ; 

Where nothing can proceed that»toucheth us, 

Whereof I fhall not have Intelligence: 

Yell him his Fears are fhallow. without inftance 3 

And for his Dreams, I wonder he’s fo fimple 

To truft the mock’ry of unquict SlJumbers. 

To fly the Boar,. before the Boar purfues, 

Were to incenfe the Boar to follow us, 

And make purfuit where he did mean no chafe, 

Go, bid thy Matter rife and come to me, 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he fhall fee the Boar will ufe us kindly. 
Mef. V'll go, my Lord, and tell him what you fay. [ Exit. 
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Enter Catesby. 
Cate/. Many good morrows to my Noble Lord, 
Haft. Good morrow, Catesby, you are early {tirring : 
What News, what News in this our tott’ring State? 
Cate/. It is a reeling World indeed, my Lord; 
And I believe will never and upright, 
‘Tull Richard wear the Garland of the Realm. 
Haft. How! wear the Garland ? 
Doft thou mean the Crown? 
Cate/. Ay, my good Lord. 
Haft. Vil have this Crownof mine cut from my Shoulders, 
Before I'll fee the Crown fofoul mifplac’d; 
But canft thou guefs that he doth aim at it? 
Cate/, Ay, on my Life, and hopes to find you forward 
Upon his Party, for the gain thereof; 
_ And thereupon he fends you this good News, 
That this fame very Day your Enemies, 
The Kindred of the Queen, mutt die at Pomfret. 
Haft. Indeed I am no-mourner for that News, 
Becaufe they have been ftill my Adverfaries; 
But that I'll give my Voice on Richard’s Side, 
To bar my Mafter’s Heirs in true Defcent, 
God knows TI will not do ‘it to the death, 
Cate/. God keep your Lordthip in that gracious Mind. 
Haft. But I thalblaugh at this a Twelve-month hen 
That they which brought me in my Mafter’s Hate, 
I live to look upon their Tragedy. 
Well Catesby, e’er a Fortnight make me older, 
I'l] fend fome packing that yet think not on’t. 
Care/. ’Tis a vilething todye, my gracious Lord, 
When Men are unprepar’d and Jook’not for it. 
Haft. O monttrous, monttrous! and fo fallsit-out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Gray; and fo’ twill do 
With fome Men elfe, that think themfelves as fafe 
As thou and I, who, asthou know’ft, are dear 
To Princely Richard and to Buckingham. 
Catef. The Princes both make high account of you--—~ 
For they account his Head upon the Bridge. | Aides 
Haft. 1 know they do, and I have well deferv’d ir. 
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Enter Lord Stanley. 
bitin: | Come: on, comeon, where is your Boar-fpear, Man 2 
aM ie || Fear. you the B: dary and go fo unprovided 2 
| Stam . My! Lord, cood morrow, good morrow, Catesby; 
You may jelt on, but by the holy Rood, 
I do se like thefe feveral Councils, I. 
Haft. My Lord, Lhold my Life as dear as yours, 
And never in my Days, £ do proteft, 
W as 1t fo precious to me as tis NOW; 
‘Think you, but that I know the State fecure, 
I would be fo triumphant as I am¢ 
Stan. The Lords at Pomfret, when ‘they rode from Lanaow, 
Were jocund, and vig tebe their States were fure, 
Agd they Lem had no caufe to miftruft; 
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a But yet you fee how foon the Day o’e or-catt. 
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ii Phe fudde 1 flab of Rancor I mifdoubr, 


oa rik , Pray God, I fay; T prove a needlefs Coward. 
Ue What, fhall we toward the Tower? theDay is fpent. 
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Hee Pt Haft. Go att before Al talk with this good Fellow. 
rt ae : | Exeunt Lord Stanley sand Catesbys 
How now, Sirrah?2 bow goes the World with thee # 


_— 


Puef> The betters't t you Lordhhip pleafe to. ask. 
Te Huff. Erelkthee Mats: is betrer wath me NOW, 
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Pena Enter a Prieft. 
erieft. Well met, my Lord, Iam glad to fee your Honou 
fTaft, I thank thee, good Sir Sohn, with ali my Heart 
am in your debt for your laft Exercife; 
next Sabbath, and I will content you. 
Prieft, I'll wait upon your Lordfhip. 
| Enter Buckingham. 
_ Buck. What, talking with a Prieft, Lord Chamberlain? 
Your es ids at Pomfret, they do need the Pricit, 
Your rionour h ith no fhriv ing work in hand, _ 
; Haft. Good faith, and when I met this holy Mar, 
he Men you talk of came into my mind, 
W hat, go you toward the Tower 
buck, Ido, my Lord; but long [ cannot _— tliere t 
I fhall return before your L ordihip t thence 
Haft. Naya! like enoughs for I’ll fta ay nersthere. 
Buck, And Si upper too, althoug! eh thou know ft ic nor. | ede. 
Come, wil you go? s 


Haff, Vl wait upon your Lordfhip. 
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{Vobles to Death at * ny ‘ate 
Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, Jet me tell thee thi 
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For Truth, for Du ty, and for Loyalty. 


Gray. God blefs the Prince from al 
A Knot you are fe damned Bloc rd-fuckers, 
Vaugh. You live that th all cry woe for this | reaft 
Rat. Diflpa tch, the limit of ye 
Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret! Othou idols P;: vifon! 
Fatal and ominous to Noble P< ers : 
Within the guilty clofure of thy Wa 
Richara the 5 cond here Was i cole to | 
And for more flander to thy difmal Sear ; 
We give to ay e our euiltlefs Blood to drink, 


Gray. Now 
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Marg aret’s Curfe is fa!n upon our Héads 
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1668 The Life and Death 


Riv, Then curs’d fhe Richard, 
Then curs’d the Buckingham, . | 
Then curs’ the Hajtings. O remember God | : 
To hear her Prayer for them, as now for us: 

As for my Sifter nd her Princely Sons, | 
Be fatisfy d, dear God, with our true Blood, 
Which, as thou know’ft, unjuftly muft be fpilt. 

Rat. Make hatte, the hour of Death is now expir’d. 

Riv. Come Gray, come Vaughan, \ct us here embrace; 
Farewel, until we meet apain in Heaven. | Eacunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Exter Buckingham, Derby, Haftings, Bifbop of Ely, Not- 
folk, Ratcliff, Lovel, with others, at a Table. 



































Haft. Now Noble. Peers, the caufe why we are met 
Is to determine of the Coronation: 
1a God's Name fpeak, when is the Royal Day‘ 
Buck. Are allthings ready for the Royal time $ 
Derby. They are and want but Nomination. 
Ely, To Morrow then I judge a happy Day- 
Bick, Who knows the Lord Protector’s Mind hereir? 
Who is moft inward with the Noble Duke¢ Boe: S20" 
Ely, Your Grace, we think, fhould foonelt know his Mind, 
Buck. Weknow éach others Faces; for our Hearts, 
He knows no more of mine than I of yours, 
Or Lof his, my Lord, than you of mine: 
Lord Hajftings, you and he are near in Love. i 
Haft. 1 thank his Grace, I know he loves me well: 
But for his purpofe in the Cordhation, 
I have not founded him, vor hé deliver’d 
His gracious pleafure any way thercin: | 
But you, myHonourable Lord, may name the time, 
And in the Duke’s behalf I'll give my Voice, 
Which I prefume he'll take in gentle part. 
Enter Gloucelter. 
Ely, In happy time here comes the Duke himfelf. 
Glo. My Noble Lords and Coufins all, good morrov; 
I have been long a fleeper; but 1 truft 
My abfence doth neglect no great Defign, : 
: Which — 


Wn 


| 
ok Richard Lil. = IG 


! iGO 


Which by my prefence might have been concluded. 
Bugk, Had you not come upon your Cue my Lord, 
William Lord Haftings, had pronounc’d your part, 
I mean your Voice for crowning of the King. 
Glo. Than my Lord Haftings no Mun might be bolder, 
His Lordthip knows me well, and loves me well. 
My Lord of Ey, when. I was lait in Holbourn, 
| faw good Strawberries in your Garden there, 


} 
Gi 
them. 


[ do befeech you fend for fome of 
it, my Lord, with ail my heart. 
| Exit Ely. 
Glo. Coulin of Buc kinghams, a word with you. 
Catesby hath founded Haj/fings in our Bufinefs, 
And finds the refty Genrleman fo hor, 
That he will lofe his Head ¢’er give confent 
His Mafter’s Child, as worfhipfully he terms 1f, 
Shall lofe the Royalty ot Eng ands Throne. 
Buck. Withdraw, your feif a while, I'll go with you. 
| Exeust. 
Derby. We have not yet {er down this Day of Iriumph: 
To Morrow,-in my judgement, is too fudden, 
For I my felf am not {> well provided, 
As elfe { would be were the Day prolong’d. 
Ener Bifbop of Ely. 
Ely. Where is my Lord, the Duke of Gloucefter 2 
Ihave fent for chele Strawberries. | 
Haft: His Grace looks chearfully and fmooth this Morning, 
There’s fome Conceit or other likes him well 
Waen that he bids good Morrow with fuch Spirit. 
[ think there’s never a Man in Chriftendom 
Can leffer hide his Love or Hate than he, 
For by his Face ftraighr fhall you know his Heart. 
Derby. What of his. Heart perceive you in his Face, 
By any livelihood he fhew’d to Day ¢ : 
. Haft. Marry that with no Man here he is offended : 
For were he, he had. fhewn it in his Looks. 
Enter Gloucefter and Buckingham. 
Glo. I pray youall, tell me what they deferve, 
That do confpire my Death with devilith Plots 
Of damned Witchcraft, and that have prevail’d 
Upon my Body, with their hellifh Charms. 
K 3 Haft. 


rj] 


Ely. Marry and wi 


7 


i : 
; 


HN 
is? 
MW 
Vil = 


7 a oe VERS 4 <0 et 


ee ee eee ee 


= eal 


Ae 


A. eee A a TE mew Oe ee 






































=i 


een = 


—_ Bae = ees oe 
SS See 


1670 The Life and Death 


Haft. The tender love I bear your Grace, my Lord, 
Makes me moft forward in this Princely prefence, 
"To doom th’ Offenders, whofoe’er they be: 

I fay, my Lord, they have deferved Death. 

Glo. Then be your Eyes the witnefs of their Evil, 
Look how I am bewitch’d; behold mine Arm 
Is like a blafted Sapling wither’d up: 

And this is Edward’s Wife, that monftrous Witch, 

Conforted with that Harlot, Strumpet Shore, 

That by their Witchcraft thus have marked me. 
Haft. If they have done this Deed, my Noble Lord—— 
Glo. If? thou Prote@or of this damned Strumpet, 

Talk’ft theu to me of Iffs? thou art a Traitor—— 

Off with his Head now by Saint Paul I {wear, 

I will not dine until I fee the fame. 

Lovel and Ratcliff, look that it be dene: 

‘lhe reft that love me, rife and follow me. | Exennt. 

Manent Love) and Ratcliff, with the Lord Haltings. 

Haft. Wo, wo for England, not a whit for me, 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this: 
Stanly did dream the Boar did rafe our Helms, 
And I did fcorn it, and difdain to fly : 

Three times to day my Foot-cloth Horfe did fumb! 

And ftarted when he look’d upon the Tawer, 

As loath to bear me to the Slaughter-houfe. 

O now J need the Prieft that fpake to me: 

¥ now repent I told the Purfuivanr, 

As too tnumphing, how mine Enemies 

To day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher’d, 

And I my felf fecure in Grace and Favour, : 

Oh Margaret, Afarvaret, now thy heavy Curfe 

Is lighted on poor Haftings wretched Head, 

Kat. Come, come, difpatch, the Duke would be at dinner. 
Make a fhort Shrift, he longs to fee your Head. : 

flafi, © momentary Grace of morta] Men, 

Which we more hunt for, than the Grace of God! 

Who builds his hope in Air of your good Looks, 

Lives like a drunken Sailor on a Matt, 

Ready with every nod to tumble down 

Into the fatal Bowels of the Deep, 
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1672 The Life and Death 


T mean his Converfation with Shore's Wife, 
Fe liv’d from all attainder of fufpe&s. 

Buck, Well, well, he was the covert’ft fhelter’d Traitor 

That ever lived. 

Would you imagine, or almoft believe, 

Wer't not, that by great prefervation. 

We live to tell it, that the fubtle Traitor ° 
This Day had plotted, in the Counci!~Houf, 
To murther me and my good Lord of Glo’ffer. 

Mayor. Had he done fo2 

Glo, What! think you we are Turks or Infidels? 
Or that we would, againft the form of Law 
Proceed thus rafhly in the Villain’s Death, 

But that the extream peril of the Cafe, 
The Peace of England, and our Perfons fafety 
Enfore’d us to this Execution. 

Mayor. Now fair befall you, he deferv’d his death, 
And your good Graces both have well proceeded, 

Yo warn falfe Traitors from the like Attempts. 

Buck, Inever look’d for better at his Hands, 
After he once fell in with Miftrefs Shore: 

Yet had we not determin’d he thould die 

Until your Lordthip came to fee his end, 

Which now the loving hafte of thefe our Priends, 
Something againft our meanings hath prevented ; 
Becaufe, my Lord, I would have had you heard 
The Traitor fpeak, and timeroufly confefs 

The manner and the purpofe of his Treafonss 
That you might well have fipnify’d the fame 
Unto the Citizens, who haply ma 

Mifconftrue us in him, and wail his Death. 

Mayor. But, my good Lord, your Grace’s Words fhall 
Ass well as I had feen and heard him {peak [ferve, 
And do not doubr, right Noble Princes both, 

But Pll acquaint our duteous Citizens, 
With all your juft Proceedings in this cafe. 

Glo. And to that end we with’d your Lordfhip here, 
T’avoid the Cenfures of the carping World, 

Buck. Which fince you come too late of our intent 
Yet witnefs what you hear we did intend; ; 
And fo, my good Lord Mayor, we bid farewel. [ Ex. Mayor. 
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of Richard Hy “65, 


Glo, Go after, after, Coufin Buckingham. 
The Mayor towards Guild-Hall hies him in al] poft : 
There, at your meeteft vantage of the time, 
Infer the Baftardy of Edward's Children, 
Tell them, how Edward put to death a Citizen, 
Only for faying he would make his Son 
Heir to the Crown, meaning indeed his Houfe, 
Which by the Sign thereof was termed fo. 
Moreover, urge his hateful Luxury, 
And beftial appetite in change of Luft, 
Which ftretch’d unto their Servants, Daughters, Wives, 
Even where his raging Eye, or favage Heart, 
Without controll, lufted to make a prey. 
Nay, for a need, thus far come near my Perfon: 
Tell them, when that my Mother went with Child 
Of that infatiate Edward, Noble York, 
My Princely Father then had Wars in France, 
And by true Computation of the Time, 
Found thar the Iffue was not his begot: 
Which well appeared in his Lineaments, 
Being nothing like the Noble Duke, my Father: 
Yet touch this fparingly as *twere far off, 
Becaufe, my Lord, you know my Mother lives. 
Buck, Doubt not, my Lord, Pll play the Orator 
As if the Golden Fee, for which I plead, 
Were for my felf ; and fo, my Lord, adieu, 
Glo, If youthrive well, bring them to Baynara’s Caftle, 
Where you fhall find me, well accompanied 
With reverend Fathers, and well-learned Bithops. 
Buck, 1 go, and towards three or four a Clock 
Look for the News that the Gyild-Haill affords. 
[Exit Buckingham, 
Glo. Go, Lovel, with all {peed to Door Shaw, | 


Go thou to Friar Bewker, bid them both | To Ratcliff, 
Meet me within this hour at Baynard’s Caftle. [ Exeunt, 


Now will I go to take fome privy Order 

To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, 

And to give order, that no manner of Perfon 

Have any time recourfe unto the Princes. | Exir. 
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1674 The Life and Death 


Exter a Scrivener. 

Scriv. Here is the Indictment of the good Lord Haffings, 
Which in a fet Hand fairly is engrofs’d, 
That it may be to day read o’er in Pagl’s. 

And mirk how well the fequel hangs together: 

Eleven hours I have fpent to write it overs 

For yefternight by Caresby was it fent me, 

The Precedent was full as iong a doing, 

And yet within thefe five hours Ha/tings liv’d, 

Untainted, unexamin’d, free, at liberty. 

Here’s a good World the while; who is fo grofs 

That cannot fee this palpable Device ? 

Yet who fo bold, bur fays, he fees it not? 

Bad is the World, and all will come to nought, 

When fuch il dealing muft be feen in thought. [ Exit. 

Enter Gloucefter azd Buckingham at feveral Doors. 

Glo. How now, how now, what fay the Citizens? 
Back. Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 

The Citizens are mum, fay not a word, 
Glo. Touch’d you the Baftardy of Edward’s Children? 
Buck. 1 did, with his Contract with Lady Lucy, 

And his Contract by Deputy in Frazee. 

Th’ unfatiate greedinefs of his defire, 

And his enforcement of the City Wives, 

His Tyranny for Trifles, his own Baftardy, 

As being got, your Father then in France, 

And his refemlance, being not like the Duke. 

Withal, I did infer your Lineaments, 

Being the right Idea of your Father, 

Both ta your Form and Noblenefs of Mind: 


#.aid open all your Victories in Scotland, 


Your Difcipline in War, Wifdom in Peace, 

Your Bounty, Virtue, fair Humility: 

Indeed left nothing fitting for your Purpofe 

Untaucht, or flightly handled in Difcourfe. 

And when my Oratory. grew toward end, ; 

I bid them that did love their Country’s good, 

Cry, Gad fave Richard, England’s Royal Kine. 
Glo, And did they fo2 bes 
Buck. No, fo God help me, they fpake nota Word, 
ut like dumb Statues or unbreathing Stones, | 


Stara. 


Star’d each on other, and | OK'd dea HY pale. 
Which when I faw, I reprehenc ded ala : 
And ask’d the Mayor, what meantt ‘ae I filence 2 
His anfwer was, the P People were not gS d 
To be {poke to, but] by the Recorder. 
Then he was urg’d to tell my Tale again 
Thus faith the Duke e, thus hath the Duke infer’d 
3ut nothing {poke in warrant { 
When he had ad done, fome Followers of mine o 
At lower end of tlie Hall, hur} ‘d up their Cap: 
And fome ten Voices cry’d, God fave Kine Richard: 
And thus I took the ‘vantage of tho} 
Thanks, gentle Riise and Friends 
This oe neral Ap Plaufe, and chearfn} | 
Argu ies your Wi i{(dom. and your J] 
And Cv? here enn oft and came ay 

Glo. W! nat Tongue-lefs Blocks were they 
Would they not x fpcakz 
Will not the Mayor then and his B 
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1676 The Life and Death 


Buck. Return, good Cazrtesby, to the gracious Duke, : 

Tell him, my felf, the Mayor and Aldermen, 

In deep Defigns, in matter of great Moment, ) 

No lefs importing than our general Good, 

Are come to have fome conference with his Grace, ~* 
Catef. Vl fignifie fo'much unto him ftraight. [ Exit. 
Buck, Ah ha, my Lord, this Prince is not an Edward, 

‘He ts not lulling on a lew’d Love-Bed, 
But on his Knees at Meditation: 
Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans 


139 

But meditating with two deep Divines: 

Not fleeping, to engrofs his idle Body, 

But praying, to enrich his watchful Soul, 

Happy were England, would this virtuous Prince 

Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thereof. 

But fure I fear we fhal]l not win him to it. a 
Mayor, Marry, God defend, his Grace fhould fay us nay 
Buck. I fear he will; here Catesby comes again, 

Enter Catesby, 

Now Catesoy, what fays his Grace? 

Catef. He wonders to what end you have affembled 

Such Troops of Citizens to come to him, 

His Grace not being warn’d thereof before - 

He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to him, 

Buck, Sorry 1am, my noble Coun fhould 
Sufpec& me, that I mean no 200d to him: 
By Heav’n, we come to him in perfe& Love, | 
And fo once more return, and tell his Grace. [ Exit Catesby- 
When holy and devout Religious Men fe 
Are at their Beads, ’tis much to d 
So {weet is zealous Contemplation. 


Enter Gloucefter abava, between two Bs [Lops. : 

Mayor. See where his Grace ftands tween two Clergymen, 
Buck, Two Props of Virtue, for a Chriftian Prince, 

To ftay him from the fall of Vanity : 

And fee a Book of Prayer in his Hand, 

True Ornaments to know a holy Man, 

Famous Plantagenet, mott gracious Prince, 

Lend favourable Ear to our requefts, 

And pardon us the interruption 


Of thy Devotion and right Chriftian Zeal, 


raw them thenee,. 


Sea! 


Gis. 


¢ 





Ns 
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Glo. My Lord, there needs nio fuch Apology ; 
I do befeech your Grace to pardon me, 
Who earneft in the Service of th high God, 
Deferr’d the Vifitation of my Friends. 
But leaving thjs, what is your Grace’s pleafure2 
Buck. Eventhat, I hope, which pleafeth God above, 
And all good Men, of this ungovern’d Iile, 
Glo. I do fufpe& I have done fome offence, 
That feems difgracious in the City’s Eye, 
And that you come to reprchend my Ignorance. 
Buck; You have, my Lord. 
Would it might pleafe your Grace, 
On our entreaties to amend your Fault, 
Glo. Elfe wherefore breathe I in a Chriftian Land. 
Buck. Know then, it is your Fault that you refign 
The Supream Seat, the Throne Majeftical, 
The Sceptred Office of your Anceftors, 
Your State of Fortune, and your due of Birth, 
The Lineal Glory of your Royal Houfe, 
Lo the corruption of a blemith’d Stock; 
Whiles in the mildnefs of your fleepy Thoughts, 
Which here we waken to our Country’s good, 
The noble Ifle doth want his proper Limbs: 
His Face defac’d with skars of Infamy, 
His Royal Stock graft with ignoble Plants, 
And almoft fhouldred in the {wallowing Gulf 
Of dark Forgetfulnefs, and deep Oblivion. 
Which to re-cure, we heartily follicit 
Your gracious felf to take on you the charge 
And Kingly Government of this your Land: 
Not as Proteétor, Steward, Subfticure, 
Or lowly Factor, for another’s gin; 
But as fucceflively, from Blood to Blood, 
Your right of Birth, your Empiry, your own, 
For this, conforted with the Citizens, 
Your very Worfhipful and loving Friends, * 
And by their vehement Inftigation, 
In this juft Caufe come I to move your Grace. 
Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart in filence, 
Or bitterly to {peak in your repjoof, 
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1678 Lhe Life and Death 



































Beit fitteth ny Degree, or your Condition. 
For not to anfwer, you might haply think 
Tongue-ry’d Ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the Golden Yoak of Soveraignty, 
Which fondly you would here impofe on mes 
If to reprove you for this fuit of yours, | 
So feafon’d with your faithful Love to me, 
Then on the other fide I check’d my Friends. 
Uherefore to fpeak, and to avoid the firft, 
And then in-fpeaking, not to incur the laft, 
Definitively thus I anfwer you. : 
Your Love deferves my thanks, but my defert | 
Unmeritable, fhuns your high requeft. 

Firlt, if all Onftacles were cut away, 

And that my Path were even to the Crown; 

As the ripe Revenuc, and due of Birth: 

Yet fo much is my poverty of Spirir, 


fr 


So mighty, and fo many my Defects, 
Lhat I would rather hide me from my Greatnefs, 
Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sea; 
Than in my Greatnefs covet to be hid, 
And in the vapour of my Glory fmother’d. 
But God be thank’d, there is to need of me, 
And much I need to help you, were there need « 
The Royal Tree hath left us Royal Fruit, 
Which mellow’d by the ftealing hours of time, 
Will well become the Seat of Majeity, 
And make us, no doubt, happy by his Reign. 
On him I lay chat; you would lay on me, 
The Right and Fortune of his happy Stars, 
Which God defend that I thould ‘wring from him, 
ack. My Lord, this argues Confcience in your Grace, 
But the refpe@s thereof are nice, and trivial, } 
All Circumftances well confidered, 
You fay, that Edwara! is your Brother's Son, 
So fay we too, but nor by Edward's Wife: 
For firft was he contra@ to Lady Lucy, 


, Your Mother tives a WitneG to hi- Vow, 


‘And afterward by Subfitute betroth’d 
l'o Bona, Sifter to the King of Prance 
: = 1 oe - 
Thefe both put off, a poor Petitioner, 
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Save that for reverence of eees alive, 
A O 1\ e a {| paring limit CO er To ~ 
i hen, sood my Lord tal eto your Royal Self 
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Hh Catef. O mak ‘¢ them joyful, Ora: 
Glo. . 
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erant their lawful Suit. 
Alas, why would you heap this Care on me2 
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. | mee = I, cry Him} a 
As well we know your tenderne’s of Heart ee 
. * Awhits \ _ | 
A 4 rE : 
And gentle, kind, effeminate rem: rfe, 


: have ote n you 
“4 ich we have ed in you to your Kindred, 


ia ie 7 } > 
= equally indeed to all'E {tates: 
Pp ; (Ay £ 2 rr r . . 
Y et know, where you oe our Suit, or no, 
ft Your Brothei*s Son {hal} 


ae eax watst 
OOP 


nb inau never reign our King, 
ly Pe, 7 . ; srt A? { ra | > } é : 
i Ge Hut we wiil plant fome other in the Throne ; 


Tot the difgrace and down-fall of your Houfe 
A are 


Ana in this re{clution here we leave you. 
Come Cities will intreat no more. | Exeunt. 
Catef. Call him again, iweet Prince, accept their Syit: 3 
° ny t a] he oy wil rue it. 
: G 0, Will yo L enforce me to qa World of Cares2 
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1680 The Life and Death 


But penetrable to your kind Entreaties, 
Albeit againft my Confcrence and my Soul. 
Enter Buckingham and the reff. 
Coufin of Buckingham, and fage, grave Men, 
Since you will buckle Fortune on my Back, 
To bear her Burthen, whether, I will or no, 
I mult have patience to endure the Load: 
But if black Scandal, or foul-fac’d Reproach, 
Attend the fequel of your Impofition, 
Your meer enforcement fhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and flains thereof, 
For God doth know, and you may partly fee, 
How far I am from the defire of this. 
Adayor. God blefs your Graces we fee it, and will fay it. 
Glo. In faying fo, you fhall but fay the truth, 
Buck, Then Lfalute you with this Royal Title, 
Long live King Richard, Englana’s worthy King. 
All, Amen, 3 
Buck, Lo morrow may it pleafe you to be Crown’d, 
Glo. Even when you pleafe, for you will have it fo. 
Buck. To morrow then we will attend your Grace, 
And fo moft joyfully we take our leave, 
Glo. Come, let us to our holy Work again. 
Farewel my Coufins, farewel gentle Friends. | Exeunt. 








ACT IW Scene 


Enter the Queen, Anne Dutche/s of Gloucefter, the Duichefs 
of York, and Marquefs of Dorfer, | 


Dutch. HO meets us here2 

My Neice Plantagenet 
Led in the Hand of her kind sak of Glo’ ter 2 
Now, for my Life, fhe’s wandring to the / ower, 


On pure Heart’s Love, to greet the tender Prince. 
Daughter, well met. 


Anne. God give your Grac 
Anda joyful time of Day. 
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of Richard Hl. iGst 


Oween, As muchto you, good Sifter; whither away? 
Anne. No farther than the Tower, and as I cues; 
Upon the like devotion as your felves, 
Yo gratulate the gentle Princes there, 
Queen, Kind Sifter thanks, we'll enter a]! together. ea 
Enter the Lieutenant. ? 
And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. rr. 
Matter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, | i 
How doth the Prince, and my young Son of York? re | 
Liew. Right well, dear Madam; by your patience; ny 
I may not fuffer you to vifit them; + 
The King hath ltri€tly chare’d the contrary. ike 
Oucen. The King? who’s that2 ie v 
Liew. 1 mean the Lord Prote@or., + 
Queen. The Lord protet him from that Ki: oly Titles aN 
Hath he fet bounds between thei; love, and me? : 
fam their Mother, who hall bat me frora them? 


Dutch. 1 am their Father's Mother, I will fee them. 
<dnne, Their Aunt I am in Law, in love their Mother : 
Then bring me to their fights, I'll bear thy blame, 
And take thy Office from thee, on my peril. 

Liek. No, Madam, no, I miy not leave it fo: 
[am bound by Oath, and therefore pardon me. 


is 5 et We 
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Ut 


certs 


| Exit Lientenawe; 
Enter Stanley. : 
Stan. Let me but mect you Ladies one hour hence, 
And I'l falute your Grace of York aS Mother, 
And reverend looker on of two fair Queens. 
Come Madam, you mutt ftraight to Weftminfter, 
There to be Crowned Richard's Royal Queen. 
Oueen. Ah, cut my Lace afunder, 


That my pent Heart may have fome {cope to beat, 


-% 2-8 ete 6-6 ee 


ON ee ee a ee. & care” te +a 


ee 


| 
Or elfe I fwoon with this dead-killing News, 
Anne, Defpightful tidings, O ul plealing News. 
Dorf{. Be of good Chezr: Mi ther, how fares your Cirace: 
Cneen. O Dorfei, {peak not to me, pet thee gone, 
Death and Deftru@ion does thee at thy hecls, — 
Thy Mother’s Name is ominous to Children, 


If thou wilt out-ftrip Death, go crof 


rois tne Seas, 
And live with Richwond, from the reach of Hell, 


y 

2 

Go hye thee, hye thee from this Slaucht t-houfe, Se Bu 
Yor, lV: L. Leff fA 
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1632 The i fe and Death 
Left rhou increafe the number of the dead, __. rr 
And m ike mic di € the thrall of Margarets Curfe, “bak 
Nor Mother, Wife, 1 sor England's counted Queene 
Stan. Full of wife Care is this your Counfel, Madam 
Take all the fwift advantage of the Hours; 
You ths i} hav re Letters from me to my Son, 
In your behalf, to mcet you on the way: | 
Be not tz’en tardy by unwife delay. adi 
Durch. O il} dufperfing Wind. of Mifery, aa 
O my accurfed Womb, the Bed of Death: andy ae 
A Cockatrice hall thou hatch’d to the World, in 
oe hofe unavoided Eye is yee as 
Stan. Come, Madam, come; I. in all hafte was fent. 4.4 
sie And I with all uowillingnefs will go. a hae 
© would to God, that theinclufive Verge er 
Of Golden Metal, that muft round my Brow, ; id 
Were red hot Sceel, to fear me to the Brains... Te 
Anointed let me be with deadly Venom, | ee 
Ang we. eel ; Men can fay, God fave the Queen. | shad 


Queen. Go, 20, poor Soul, I eavy not thy Glory, ..... .94 
To fe “ofl ny‘humour with thy {elf no harm, ve 
Anne. No! Ww shy? When he that is my Husband now, 

Came tome, asl to llow "d Henry's Coarfe, 

When fearce the Blood was well wath’d from his Hands, 
Which iffued from my other Angel, Husband, 

And that dear Saint, which then I weeping follow ‘d: 

O when, I fay, I look’ on wnt’ Face, 

This was my With; Be thou, quoth J, accnrtt, or ay 
For ma aking” me, fo y: oun o, 6 ald a Widow: i of 
Aad when fle wed ft, Ict Sorrow haunt-thy Bed; 


And be thy Wife, if any spay {fo mad, a, 
More miferable, by the Life of cher, Tidy wid 
Than thou haft made me, by my dear,Lord’s Death. :. »..) 00 
Loe, eer I can repeat this Curfe again, a8 
Within fo fmall a time, my, Woman’s Heart _ yA A 
Grofily grew captive to his Honey Wor sr OE 
And proy'd the fubje& of mine own Soul *sCurles a equoY 
Which hitherto hath held mine Lys from reit: Ae 


For never yet pas bour in his Bed SP. 
Did I enjoy t he golden dew of Sleep, eae. 
But with bis timorous Dreams was {til] awak’d, 


Befides, 
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1684 The Life and Death 
K. Rich. Ha! am I King? *tis fo----but Edward lives 


Byer: True, noble Prince. 

K. Rich, O bitter Confequence! iuinl 
That Edward {till fhould live, True noble Princes, non W 
Coufin, thou waft not wont to be fo dull. | 
Shall I be plain? I with the Baftards dead, 
And I would have it fuddenly perform’d. ii 
What fay ‘(ft thou now ? fpeak fuddenly, be brief. 

Buck. Your Grace may do your Pieafure. 

K.. Rich, Tut, tut, thou art all Ice, thy kindnefs freezes: | 
Say, have J thy confent, that they fhall die? 

Buck. Give me fome little breath; fome paufe; dear Loi 
Before I pofitively {peak in this: 

I will refolve you heed prefently. | Exit Buckingham 
Catef. T he King is angry, fee he gnaws his Lip.» © 
K. Rich. ¥ will converfe with Iron-witted Fools, 

And unrefpective Boys; none are for me; id eh 

That look into’ meé with confiderate Eyes, 


(ee 


/ 


High-reaching Backizgham grows circum{ped: Ae 
Boy. : 
PG ALC. My Tord. : 
K, Rich. Kao wr ft thou not any, whom ‘corrupting Gal 
Will tcempt unto a clofe exploic of Déath2 
Page, T vse a dilcontented Gentleman; : 
Whofe humble meats match not Vite haighty Spirits 0) °° 
Gold were as good‘as twenty Orators, ots 


And will, no doubt, tempt him to any things 
K. Rich. W bat ‘is ‘his Name? 
Page. His Name, my Lotd, is Térrelf. Salat 
K. Rich. I partly know’ the Mun; go call/him hither’ ; 
Poy. [ Ent 
Phe deep revolving witty Buckingham, (ERE 
No more fhall be the Neighbour to my Counfels. 
Hath he fo long held owe with me untir’d,- 
And fiops he now for Breath? Well, be it fo. 
Enter = Stanley. 
ow now, Lord Stanley, what’ sthe News? 
Stan. Know, my loving Lord, the Marquet Dorféty’ 
As [ hear, is Be d to Richmond 
To the Parts where he abides, ? 


t K, Rich. 


H 


om 
La yilite 


of Richard IIL 


K. Rich. Come hither, Catesby, rumor it abroad 
Bhat Annes my Wife, is-very grievous Sick; 
I will take order for her keeping clofe. 


Inquire me out fome mean poor GSentleman, 


Whom I will marry {traight to Clarence Dauchter: 


; 


The Boy is foolith, and { fear not him. 
Look how thou dream’{t——I {a) again, five out, 
That une, my Queen, is fick, and like to die. 
About it; for it ftands me much upon 
Lo ftop all hopes, whofe growth may damage me. 
I muft be married to my Brother’s Daughter, 
Or elfe my Kingdom ftands on brittle Glaf : 
Murther her Brothers, and then marry her! 
Uncertain way of gain. But I amin 
So: farsin Blood, that Sin will pluck on Sin, 
Tear-falling Pity dwells not in this Eye, 
Enter Tirrel. 

Is thy Name Tirrei? 

Tir. FamesTirrel,and your moft obedient Subje&, 

K. Rich, Art thou indeed 2 

fir. Prove me, my gracious Lord, 


cary 


K. Rich. Dar’ft thou refolve to kil} a Friend of mine? 


bi2142q, 


fir. Pleale you: 

But I had rather kill two Enemics. 

K. Rich. Why then thow hift itsetwo deep En 
Foes to my Reft, and my {weet fleeps difty 
Are they that I would have thee deal upon: 
firrel, 1 mean thofe Baftards in the 7 

Tir. Let me have open means to'come to. thin: 
And foon I'll rid you from the fear o 

K. Rich, Thou fine’ft fweér Mufick: 
Hark, come hither Tirre/, 


Go by this token; rife, and lend thine Ear, 


There is no more. bur fo; fay it is done : 


is GONne, 
~ 4) g Pens Cree ; anal ri 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 


Zir. I will difpatch it ftraighe, 
Exter Buckingham. 


ee ict | 2S pe : 
L ucR. My Lora, I nave con{rcer d in my mind, 
er > ; : 
] fm sc vis f} | . - ot a J % . ~ - D4 
Ihe late requeft that. you did found me in, 
a. BL FF Vi a. | fw wa ry i : 
N+ A\ it 1), 1,9 Cils AVL t lat reit 5 Z Jor [er Is Hed co Kile 
yr) at , “ 
Buck. I hear the News, my Lord, 
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i 1686 The Life aud Death 


x: Rich. Stanley, he is $-YOur Wife's Sc n: well, look unto it. 
Buck. My Li ord, I clatm the Gift, my dueby Bromo 
For which your Honour and your Faith is pawad, 
wi Th’ Earldom of Hereford, and the Moveables, 
Lie W hich you have “Ae ac 1 fhatl poflefs {s. =!) 
| K. Rich. Stanley, look to your Wife; if fhe. convey », 
ers to Richm ond, you fhall anfwer it. 


4g 


bai tT I Lette 
il Buck, What fays your Highnefs to my; jnft requeft? 
K. Ricl De I do remember me, Henry if Sixth 
: Did Prophefte, that Richmond thould be King, 
| W hen Richinona was.a little peevidh Boy. Pace: 
bit A King perhaps. , 
Buck. May-it pleafe you to refolye me in my Suits. od VA 
iM K. Rich. Thoutroubleh me, Lam not in the Vein. (Evin 
Wik Buck, And Is it thus? repays he my deep Seryice 4 | 
a With fuch contempt 2 made I him King forthisd j.y>. 
mbar i O let me think = Haftings,-and be gone P 
Ni To Breci 06k,) while my fearful Head: 1S,0ns [Exits 
Exzer Tirrel. | atl 
Tir. The.tyrantious and: bloody, A@ is.done, }. oT 
The moft Archide ed of-piteous Maffacre™ ‘bok 
That. ever comet bisdsand; was guilty of ; -ofowe 
Dighton : and 4 rorrefey whom fdid fuborn vA 
Todo cs piece of ruthful Burchery,...\, ix-ad bab 
et Albeit they were fletht Villains, plied Dags, 
Bane gill: Melted with Tendernefs, atid mild. Compafion, 
ea Wept like to Ch uldren, in their deaths fad Story. bh | 
pail © this, qn roth Dig htow, lay the gentie Babes, 
ap Thus, th Ug, qu Orn "Forrest, iT dling 2 One another 
Withio their Alablatter annoceng Arms: oi baa 
ae Their Lips were four. red Rofes ona Statk, ) 
era § And in their Summer Beaury: kifsd.each other. 
a . A Book of Prayers on-their Pillow lay}. % isl 
| Which once, quothForre/z, almoft chang ‘ckmy mind; on} 
But oh the Devil———_— there ue Vitlan floptit;)-2' aabmlel 
When Dighion thas told op, we fmothered b vglstl 
Phe molt replenii thed fereet wo ork of Natures vad L 
That from the prime Creation-e’er. the framed. facut 
Hence bBorh are gone with Confeience and Remorlte een 
ere They could BOE foeak, and fo I lefr th mM bP thy ‘fe 
i ii by To bear th:fe Tydin; gs to the Ready’ Kin 
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K. Rich. Kind Tirrel——— am happy in thy N 

Tir. If to have done the thin aes gave I Ci 

Beget your happinefs, be hap; Dy C 
For it is done 


K. Rich. But did ft thou fee them dead 2 
Zir. I did, n 


ny Lord. 


K. Rich. And turied eentle Tirrel2 


a 

dir. The Chaplain of the Tower hath.buried 
But where, to fay the truth, I do not k 
K. Rich. Cometo me Tirre/ foon, foon alter Supper 
When thou fhalt tellt the pi 


Mean time——hb; 


i ; | 
ocelsor their Death 
. a ae 4 ~e m) Re a . 
t think how | may Go tute Pood 


And be Inheéritor ‘of thy a : 
Farewel ’till then. 
Ziv. 1 humbly rake ‘my leave. 
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And Bc} , backe wish’ the hardy 
Isin the ore a sail {till his Po 

K. Rich. E , with Rix 
Than 2 Bucking Ain <* 
Come, I ave 
Fs leaden Seivitew to dull -celay, 
shige leads impotent and S$ 
J hen frery Expedition be my Wing, 
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Fae e's Mercury, and Herald for a Kin gs 
Go mufter Me 14 my Council is my Shic ld, 
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We muft be brief when Traitors brave the Field. § 
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The Life and Death 


SCENE IIL. 
Enter Oueen Margaret. 


Q. Mar. So now Profperity begins to mellow, 

And drop into the rotten mouth of Death: 

Here in thefe Confines flily have I lurkt, 

To watch:the waining of mine Encmies. 

A dire Induétion am I witnefs to, 

And willto France, hoping the Confequence 

Will prove as bitter, black and tragical. | 

Withdraw thee wretched Adargaret, who comes here? 
Enter Dutche{s and Queen. 

Queen. Ahmy poor Princes ! ah:my tender Babes! 
My unblown Flowers, ‘new appearing Sweets : 

If yet your gentle Souls: fly iathe Air, 
And be not fixtun-doom»perpetual,  * 
Hover about me with your airy Wings, 
And hear your Mother’s Lamentation: © 

Q. Mar. Hoverabouther, fay, that right for right 
Hath dim’d your infant: Morm to aged Night, 

Dutch, So many Miferies have/cr.2’d my Voice, 
That my woewearied Tongue is ftiil and mute. 
Edward Plantagenet, why:art' thou ‘dead ? 

Q. Adar. Plantagenet'dorlwquit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying Debt. 

Queen, Wilt thou, O'God, ‘fly from fuch gentle Lambs, 
And throw them in the Intrails of the Wiolf2 ni oe 
Why didft thoufleepwhen fucha Deed was dotie? 

Q. Mar. When Holy Henry dy’d, and my {weet Son. 

Dutch, Dead Life, blind Sight, poor mortal hving Ghoft, 
Woes Scene,’ Worlds fhame,: Graves'due, by Life ufurpt, 
Brief abftract and record ofitedious Days, 1a 
Reft thy unreft on Englana’s lawful Earth, 

Unlawfully made drunk withinrocent Blood. 

Queen, Ah that thou wouldft as foon afford a Grave 
As thou canft yield a melancholly Seat; 

Then would I hide my Bones, not reft them here. 
Ak who hath any caufe to mourn but we? 


Q. Mats 
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Q. Mar. If ancient Sorrow be moft reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of Seigneury; 
And let my Griefs frown on the upper hand, 
If Sorrow can admit Society. 
I had an Edward ’till a Richard kill’d him: 
Thad a Husband ’tilla Richard kill’d him: 
Thou had’ft an Edward, ’tilla Richard kill’d him: 
Thou had’f{t a Richard ’till a Richard kill'd him, 
Dutch. \ hada Richard tooy and thou didft ki!) him; 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp’ft to kill him. 
Q. Adar. Vhou hadft a Clarence too, 
And Richard kill’d him. 
From forth the kennel of thy Womb hath crept 
A Hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to Death: 
That Dog, that had his Teeth before his Eyes, 
To worry Lambs, and lap their gentle Blood; 
That foul defacer of God’s handy work, 
That reigns in gauled Eyes of weeping Souls: 
That excellent grand Tyrant sof ithe Earth, 
Thy Womb let loofe to chafe us to our Graves, 
O upright, juft, and true difpofing God, 
How do I thank thee, ‘that this:carnal-Cur 
Preys on the Iffue-of his Mother's Body, 
And makes Her; Pue-fellow with others moan, 
Dutch, Oh Harry’sWife,triumph not in my Woes = 
God witnefs with me, .I have wept for thine. 
OY. Mar. Bear wrhties Tam huvpry for revenge, 
And now: cloy mewith beholdineg ir, 
Thy Edward, heéois'dedd that kill'd my Edward. 
The other Edward dead} to quirmy £award : 
Young York, he is but Boor, becanfe both they 
Match’d not the high perfection of my Loft. 
Thy Clarence he is dead that‘ tab’d omy Edward; 
And the beholders of this frantick Play, 
Th’ adulterate Haftings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray 
Untimely fmother’d in their dusky Graves. 
Richard -yet lives, Hell’s black Intelligencer, 
Only referv'd their Fa€tor' to buy Souls, 
And fend thempthither: But at hand, ac hand 
Infues his piteous and unpitied End. 
Eaith gapes, Hell burns, Fiends roar, Saints pray, 
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The Life and Death 


To hare him fuddenly convey’d from hence: 
Cancel his Bond of Life, dear Gods I prays 
That Imay live and fay, the Dog, is dead. 

Queen. © thou didlt Prophefie the ime would COMe, 
That I thould with for thee to help, me Curfe 
That bottel’d Spiders that foul bunch-back’d Toad. : 

QO. Afar. TL call’d thee then, vain flourith of my Fortunes 
I cail’d thee then, poor Shadow, painted Queen, 
The reprefentation of but what I was; | 
The flattering Index of adirefu] Pageant, 

One heav'd a high to be hu:il’d down below: 
A Mother only mock’d with two fair Babes; 
A dream of what thou waft, a garith Flag 
fo be the aim of every dang’rous Shot; 
A fignof Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble; 
A Queen in Felt, only to fill: the Scere. 
Where isthy Husband now? where be thy Brothers? 
Where be thy:two Sons? wherein doft thou: Joy? 
Who fues and kneels,.and fays, God fave the Queen? 
Where bethe!bending Peers that flatter’d thee2 
Where be the thronging Troops that follow’d thee? 
Decline all thisy.and fee now what thou arts 
Por happy Wife, .a moft diftrefs;d Widow: 
For joyful Mothers: one that wails the Name ; 
. For one being fu’d toy: one that humbly fues; 
For Qiceny a very Caytiff crown’d-with Care; 
For the that {corn’d at. me, now fcorn’d of més 
For fhe being fear’d of all; now fearing one; 
For fhe commanding all,.obeyed-of none, 
Thus hath the courfe sof Juttice whirl’d abour, 
And left thee but a very prey to Time, 
Having no more but thought of what thou waft, 
4,0 torcure thee the more, being what thou art. 
Thou didft ufurp my Place, and doft-thou. not: 
Utu:p the jufh proportion..of my Sorrow 2 
Now thy proud Neck bears half my burthen’d Yoak, 
From which, evea here T iip my-wearied Head, 
And leave the burthen of it all.on thee, | 
spi Tork's Wie, and Queen of fad ‘Mifchance, 
Ehete Eng lif, Woes thall make me {mile in France. 
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Exter King Richard azd bin Train: 
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Either be patients and intreat me fair, 
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with thine. 


Exit Mar paret 
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92 The Life and Death 
Or with the clamorous reports of War 
Thus will { drown your Exclamations. 
Durch. Ait choumy Son? 
K. Rich, Ay, Uthank God, my Father, and your felf, 
Dutch. Then patiently hear my Impatience, 
K. Rich. Madam, Thavea touch of your Condition 
That cannot brook the accent of Reproof. 
Dutch. O let me {peak. 
K. Rich. Do then, but I’]] not hear. 
Dutcin 1 wall be mild and gentle in. my Words. 
K. Rich, And brief, good Mother, for I am in hafte. 
Dutch. Artthou fo hafty ? I have ftaid for thee. 
God knows, in Torment and in Agony. 
K. Rich, And camel not at. faft to comfort you? 
Dutch. No by the holy Rood, thouknow’ft it well 
Thou cam‘{t on Earth to make the Earth my Hell. 
A grievous burthen was thy Birth to me, 
Tetchy. and. wayward was thy. Infancy ; + 
Thy School-days frightful, defperate, wild and furious, 
Thy prime of Manhood, daring, bold and venturous: 


_ Thy Age confirm’d, proud, fubrle, fly and bloody, 


More mild, but yetmore harmful, kind in hatred: 
What comfortable hour can’ft. thou name, 
That. ever grac’d.me with thy Company 2 
 K. Rich. Faith none but Llumphry Hower,. 
That call’d your Grace : 
Vo breakfalt once, forth, of my Company. 
if I. be fo difgracious in your Eyes 
Let me march on and not offend ou, WV 
Strike up the Drum. Sacitei 
Dutch, 1 prithee hear me {peak. 
K. Rich, You {peak too bitterly. 
Dutch. Hear mea Word, 
For [ thall never fpeak to thee aca; 
K. Rich. So, Lm a 
Dutch» Either thou wile die by God's} 
> n . It ; 
E er from this War thou turn a APA te : nai 
Or I with Grief and extream Age thall perith | 
ha rt, mers behold thy Face again 
mnerefore take with thee my molt erj irfe. 
bieaibese frievous C 
Which, in the Day of Battel, tire thee more, Sin 


’ 


Than 
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Than alk the compleat Armor that thou wear ft. 
My Prayers on the adverfe naa fighr, 
And there the little Souls of Edward's Childr 
Whifper the Spirits of thine Enemies, 
And promife them Succef§ and Victory. 
Bloody thot art, bloody will be thy end 
Shame ferves thy Life, and doth thy Diath attend, PExit. 
Queen. Tho’ far more Caufe, yet much | 
Abides in me, I fay Amen to hh oT. 
K. Rich. Stay, Madam, I muft talk a Word with you 
Queen. I have no more Sons of the R oyal 1 Blo 0 
For thee to (laughter; for my Daughters, Rant 
They fhall be praying Nuns, not weeping Queens ; 
And therefore level not to hit their Lives. 
K. Rich. You have a Dav enter call’d £iizal 
Virtuous and Fair, Royal and Gracious. 
Queen. And muft fhe die for this 2 © let her live, 
And I'll corrupt her Manners, ftain her Beauty, 
Slander my felf as falfe to Edward's Bed: 
Throw over ker the Vail of Infamy, 
So fhe may live unfearr’d of 6! ceding Slaughter, 


D 
I will confefS the was not Edwdrd’s D Daughter. 


K, Rich. Wrong not her Birth, fhe is a Roy: al Prin cefs, 
Queen. To fave her Life YN} fay fhe 1s not fo, 
K. Rich. Her Life ts fafeft o a in her Birth. 
Queen, And only in that fafery dy’d her Brothers. 
K. Rich. Lo, at their Birth sibe Stars were oppofiré. 
Oueen. No, to their Lives il Friends were contrary. 
K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of a 
Owcen. True; when avoided Grace makes Deft: 
My Babes were deftin’d to a fairer Death, 
If Grace had bleft thee with a fairer Life. 
K. Rich, You fpeak as if that I had flain my Coufin 
Ouxeen. Coutins indeed, and by their ( 
OF ¢ Comfort, Kingdom, Kindred, Freedom, Life, 
Whofe Hands foever Janch'd their tender Hearts, 
Thy Head, all indiredtly, gaye Dire@ion. 
No doubt the murd’rous Knife was dull and blunt, 
"Till it was whetted on thy Stone-hard Heart, 


To revel in the Intrails of my Lambs. 


But that {till ufe of Grief makes wild Grief tame, 
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The Life and Death 
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all to pieces on thy Rocky Bofom. 
K. Rich. Madim, fo thrive I in my Enterprize, 
And dangerous fuccefs of bloody Wars, 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 
Than ever you or yours by me were harm’d, 
Queen, What good is cover’d with the Face of Heav’n, 
“o be difco er’, that can do me good é 
K. Rich. Th’ Advancemencof your Children, gentle Ladys | 
Oneen Up wo fome Scaffold, there to lofe their/Heads.n/ 


~- 


—s 20s 
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‘ 
K. Rich. Unto the dignity and heighth of Fortune; 
The high Imperial Type of this Earth’s Glory. 
Queen, Flatter my. Sorrow with report of ‘its 
Teil me, whatScate, what Dignity, what Honour 
Canft rhou devife to any Child of mine? 
K. Rich. Ey/n all L have; ay» atid my felf “and all, 
Wil I withal endow a Child of thine: 
So in the Lethe of thy angry Soul 
Thou drown the fad remem >rance of thofe Wrongs, 
Which thou fuppofeft I have done-to: thee: 
Queen. Be brief, left thatthe procefs of thy kindnefs 
Lait tonger telling, than thy kinduef$ date, 
K. Rich. Lhen know, 
Thit from my Soul £ love thy Daughter. 
Queen, My Daughier’s Mother thinks it_with her Soul; 
K. Rich. What do yeu think2 
Queen. That thou dott love-my Daughter from thy Soul; 
So from thy Soul’s love didf& thou Jove her Brothers, 
And from: my Heart’s love; I do thank thee for it, 
K. Rich. Be not fo hafty. to confoubd mv 7 


- . 
Se ae ee 


; . y meaning; 
I mean, that with.my Soul I-love thy Daughter, , 
And do intend to make her Queen of England; 
Queen, Well then, who deft thou mean fhall be her King? 
K. Rich. Even he that makes her Queen; 
W bo elfe fhould bee 
OQucene What, thou! 
@ 


K. Rich. Even fo; how think you of it§ 
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1696 The Life and Death 


But mine fhall be a comfort to your Age, 
Phe lofs you have is but a Son being King, 
And by that lofs your Daughter is made Queens 
I cannot make you what amends I would, 
Cherefore accept fuch kindnefs as I can, 
Dorfet,: your Son, that with a fearful Soul 
Leads difcontented Steps in Foreign Soil 
Vhis fair Alliance quickly fhall call home. 
To high Promotions and great Dignity. 
The King that calls your beauteous Daughter Wife; 
Familiarly fhiall call thy Dor/et Brother : 
Again fhall you be Mother to a King; 
And all the ruins of diftrefsful Times, 
Repair’d with double Riches of Content. 
What? we have many goodly Days to fee: _ 
The liquid drops of Tears that you have thed 
Shall come again, transforth’d to Orient Pear] 
Advantaging their Love with Intereft f 
Oftentimes double gain of Happinefs, 
Go then, my Mother, to thy Daughter, go 
Make bold her bafhful Years with your Experience ; 
Prepare her Ears to hear a Wooe;’s tale. 
Put in her tender Heart th’ afpiring flame 
Of golden Sovereignty ; acquaint the Princefs 
With the {weer filent hours of Marriage Joys; 
And when this Atm of mine hath chaftiied — 
The petty Rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingham 
Bound with triumphant Garlands will J comes 
And lead thy Daughter to a Conqueror’s Bed; 
Fo whom I will retail my Conqueft won 
And the thall be fole Victrels,. Cefar’s Gefar. 
us Queen, What were I bet to fay, her Father’s Brothéé 
ould be her Lord? or hall I fay, her. Uncle2 
Or he that flew her Brothers? and her Uncles? 
| Under What Title thall I woo for thee 2 | 
ae God, the Law, my Honour; and her Love; 
gig feem pleafing to. her tender Years ts} 
eee We Excland’s Peace by this Alliance...) | 
Rich. Teller che purchate with fill lafting War 
Queen. That at. her Ed une that may command, intreatsi’ | 
Qs ands, which the King’s King forbids: 
Ke, Rith 
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ig, K. Rich. Say, the fhallbea high and mighty Queen. | f 
te ts Yueen. To vail the Title, as her Mother dorh. i a | 
F K. Rich. Say, Twill love her everlaftingly, hy 
- Cueen, But how long fhall that Title ever laft 2 Bye 
y 4 Rich Sweet] ran eS he vata. 1a Cee oe \ 
K. Rich. Sweetly in force, unto her fair life’s end. ae 
. { Puy | 1) 1. y tas One ars a } , a a 1a by , 
Que fe But how long, fairl) ; hall her fweet life aft 2 Pi X 
7 K. Kich. As long as Heay’n and Nature lenpthens ir, ahi Y 

Oucen. As long as Hell and Richard likes of it. | it 

tnt K. Rich. Say, I, her Sove reign, am her Subje& low. iM 
punt Queen, But fhe, your Subjeét, loaths fuch sovereignty. 
: K. Rich. Be eloquent-in my. behalf to her. 


Oxneen, An honelt Tale fpeeds beft; being plainly told. 
K. Rich. Then, plainly, to her tell my loving Tale. 
Qucen, Plain and not honeft, is too harfh a Stile. 
| K. Rich. Your Reafons are too fhallow, and too quick. 
hed Queen. Ono, my Reafons are too deep and dead 
at Too deep and dead, poor Infants in their Graves, 
Harp on it {till fhall I, *till Heart-fttings break. 
K. Rich. Harp not on that String, Madam, that is paft. 
0 Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crown 
rie Queen, Profan'd, difhonour’d, and the third ufurp'd. 
K. Rich. I {wear. 
Oxcen, By nothing, for this isnd Oath: 
P Thy George profan’d, hath loft’his lordly Honour, 
, Thy Garter blemifh’d, pawn’d his kingly Virtue, 
Thy Crown ufurp’d, difgrac’d his kibgly Glory : 
If fomething thou would’{t {wear to’ be believ’d, 
Swear then by fomething that thou haft hot wrdne’d. 
y K. Rich. Then by my felf—— 
.Oueen. Thy felf is felf-mifus’d. 
K, Rich. Now by the World -—— 
+ Queen, ’Tis full of thy foul Wrongs. 
wit K. Rich. My Father’s Death—— 
Queen. Thy Life hath it difhonour’d. 
, K. Rich, Why then, by Heav’n 
Oucen, Heav’n’s Wrong is moft of all: 
Ifthou didft fear to break an Oath with him; 
The Unity the King my Husband made 
» Thou hadft-not broken, nor my Brothers dy’d. “= 
ip If thou hadft fear’d to break an Oath by him, 
yl Th’ Imperial Metal, circling now thy Head, 
pit Vor. IV. M Had 


2 


_—s a 


d 





di 
“ 
7" 
ma 
| 
Hr : 
i= 
- 
es 
> 


OA 


eee eel - ————E 


4 


ree | eS mal 


s 
Ay Oi; LO ~E, —) 
ee 


A. 





1 LEE EEE ENE --OF 


< ., of 


at. Sia 9: 
—~e hf -O4T--G¢ 


Val 












































~ 


SrvsSe 


See 








1698 The Life and Death 


Had ‘grac’d the tender Temples of my Child, 
And both the Prinees had been breathing here, 
Which now two tender Bed-fellows for duft, 
Thy broken Fath hath made the prey for Worms. 
What canft thou {wear by now ¢ 
K, Rich. The Time to come. 
Queen. That thou haft wronged in the time o’er-paft : 
For I my felf have many Tears.to wath 
Hereafter Time, for time-paft, wrong’d by thee. 
The Children live, whofe Fathers thou hait flaughterd, 
Ungovern’d Youth, to wail it with their Age. 
The Parents live, whofe Children thou haft butcher'd, | 
Old barren Plants, to wail it with their Age. : 
Swear not by ‘Time to come; for that thow haft 
Mifus'd e’er us’d, by times ill-us’d o’erpalt, | 
K. Rich. As 1 intend to profper, and repent 5 
So thrive I in my dangerous Affairs 
Of hoftile Arms; My felf, my felf confound, 
Heaven and Fortune bar me happy Hours, : 
Day yicld me not thy Light, nor Night thy Reft, : 
Be oppofite al! Planets of good Luck 
‘To my proceeding, if with dear Hearts Love, 
Immaculate Devotion, holy Thoughts, 
I tender not thy beauteous Princely Daughter. 
In her confifts my Happinefs and thine; 
Without her, follows to my felf and thee, 
Her felf, the Land, and many a Chriftian Soul, . 
Death, Defolation, Ruin, and Decay > 
Kt cannot be avoided, but by this ; 
It will not be avoided, but by this: 
Therefore, dear Mather, I muft call you fo, 
Be the Attorney of my Love to her; 
Plead what I will be, hot what I have been ; 
Not my Defires, but what I will deferve : 
Urge the necefliry and ftate of Times; 
And be not peevith found in great Defigns. 
Queen, Shall T be tcmoted of the Devil this 2 
K. Rich. Ay, if the Devil tempt you 'to do ‘good. 
Queen. Shali I forget my felf to be my felt ¢ 
K. Rieh, Ay, if your felf’s remembranee wrong your fell. 
Queen. Yet thon didi kill my Children. : 
K, Rich 
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of Richard Il. 1699 
K. Rich, But in your Daughter’s Womb I bt ry them; 
Where in that Neft of Spicery they will breed 
Selves of themfelves, to your recomforture. 
Oxeen, Shall I go win my Daughter to thy Will 2 
K. Rich. And be a happy Mother by the Deed. 
Gneen. I go, write to me very shortly, 
And you fhall underftand from me her mind. | Exit Queen, 
K. Rich, Bear her my true Love’s kifs, and fo farewel 
Relenting Fool, and fhallow-changing Woman. 
How now, what News ? 
Enter Ratcliff, 
Rat. Mott mighty Sovereign, on the Weftern Coaft 
Rides a puiflant Navy : To our Shores 





et : . +: le ey 4 | + . BS ace cen c 
if Many doubtful hollow-hearted Friends, 


Unarm’d, and unrefolv’d to beat them back 


L Wow is 


9 ry , c y . “ a : 
fis thought, that Richmoud is their Admiral : 
re, | 


nd there they hull, expeing but the aid 


Of Buckingham, to welcome them afhore. 
XK. Rich. Some light-foot Friend poft to the Duke of Wor- 
Karcliff, thy felf, or Catesby, where is he2 ( folk? 
Cate/? Here, my good Lord. 
K. Rich. Catesby, fly to the Duke. 
Catef. [ will, my Lord, with all convenient hafte. 
K. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither, ‘poft to Salisbary. 
When thou comeft thither-——-Dul! unmindful Villain, 
| To Catesby. 
Why ftay’ft thou here, and go’ft not to the Duke 2 
Cate/. Firlt, mighty Liege, tellme your Highnefs pleafure, 
What from your Grace T fhall deliver to him. 
K. Rich, O true, good Catesby——bid him levy Rraight 
The greateft Strength and Power'that he can make, 
And meet me fuddenly at Salishsry. 
Catef. I go, [ Exit. 
Rat. What, may it pleafe you, fall Ido at Salisbury 2 
K. Rich, Why; what would’& 
Rat. Your Highnefs told me I 
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Enter Lord Staniey. 
4 J mF T . yah) baa ; : 
dlanley, what News'with you 2 


XT , ws 7 3 ve ro {, , , / 
Stan. None good, myiLiege, to pleafe ‘you with the hear- 
st OF NONE 10 bad, but we'l say oC reported, { Ing. 
M Agee 2 BIS 
LY 2 AN... Adbtize 


4 

\ 
mf 
* 


1+ e* 


EE 
en EE ty RE 


Sw ee Sw 2 ee 4— 


ben 


en “ 


Pied 


~ 


6; 0, I 


a) 
SS 


Le. 


Ala 


Ae 


. ae oo 
Oa ae gr. Cet He -9 
< * 








: 
ik, 

































700 The Life and Death 
K. Rich. Hoyday, 2 Riddle, neither good nor bad: 

What need’ft thou run fo many Miles about, 

When thou may’ft tell thy Tale the neareft way ¢ 

Once more, what News ¢ 
Stam Richmond is on the Seas. 

KX. Rich. There let him fink, and be the Seas on him; 

Whire-liver’'d Run-a-gate, what doth he there 2 
Stan. I know not, mighty Sovereign, but by guefs,.. 

K. Rich. Well, as you guefs. 
Stan. Stir’d up by Dorféer, Buckingham, and Morton, 

He makes for Exgland, here to claim the Crown. 

_K. Rich. 1s the Chair empty? isthe Sword unfway'dé 

Is the King dead? the Empire unpoflets’d ¢ 

What Heir of York is there alive, but we¢ 

And who is Exgland’s King, but great York’s Heir’ 

Then tell me, what makes he upon the Seas¢ 
Stan. Unlefs for that, my Liege, I cannot guels. 

K. Rich. Unlefs for that he comes to bevyour Liege, 

You cannot guefs, wherefore the Welch-man comes. 

Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. | 
Stan. No, my good Lord, therefore miftruft me not. | 
K. Rich. Where is thy power then-to beat him, back‘ 

Where be thy Tenants, and thy Followers? is] | 

Are they not now upon the Weftern Shore, > 

Sife-conducting the Rebels from their Ships ¢ : 
Stan. No, my good: Lord, my Friends are in the North. 
K. Rich. Cold Friends to me: what do they in the North, 

When they fhould ferve their Sovereign in the Welt 
Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty Kings, 

Pleafeth your Majelty to give me leave, i 

I'll mufter up my Friends, andsmeet your Grace, 

Where, and what time your Mayefty fhall pleafe. 
K. Rich. Ay, thou would’ft be gone, to join with Rich. 

But [’ll not truft thee. (mona : 
Stan. Moft mighty Sovereign, | 

You have no caufe to hold my Friendfhip doubtful,” 

I never was, nor never will be falfe. 7 

_K. Rich. Go then; and mufter Men; but leave behind: 

Your Son George Stanley : Look your Heart be firm, 

Or elfe his Head’s aflurance is but frail. 
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‘ of Richard UT. \_ Ee 701 
ali Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to you.’ 

BoOd | Exit Stanley. 
out») Enter a Meffenger. 

re py Mef: My gracious Sovereign, now in Devon/fhire, 


As I by Friends am well advertifed, 

Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty Prelate, 
Bifhop of Exeter, his elder Brother, 

With many more Confederates are in Arms. 





‘i Enter another Meffenger. 
™ Mef: In Kent, my Liege, the Gzilfords are in. Arms, A 
| And every hour Competitors MM 

mare Flock to the Rebels, and their Power grows ftrong. 7 
Ct Enter another Meffenger. iy 
ri Mef. My Lord, the Army-of great Buckingham 4 | 
a K. Rich. Qut on ye, Owls, nothing but Songs of Death. \ 
Mer | He ferikes him. 4 
nk There, take thou thar, .’cill thou, bring better News. : 
east Mef: The News 1 have-to-tell. your Majelty, ¥ 
not gus Is, that by fudden Flood; and.fall of Waters, | v4 
yor Buckingham’s Army isdifpers’d and {catter’d, iy / 
yh (0 And he himfelf wandred away alone, oy | 
| No Man knows whither. my: 
ifr 8 K. Rich. 1 cry thee Mercy ; iy | 
at hit There is my Purfe, to cure that Blow of thine. oy | 
1 Hath any well advifed Friend, proclaim’d 4 
Reward to him that bringsthe Traitor in¢ M 
. Mef; Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord. | 
cit Exter another Meffenger. 1 m ) 
pint Mef: Sit Thomas Lovely and Lord Marquels Dor/er, ; 4 
tel ’Tis faid, my Liege, iD York fhire are in Arms: i; \ 
nhl But this good comfort bring, I to your Highnefs, Ba 
% The Britain Navy is difpers’d by Lempett. vf 
te Richmond in Dorfet fhire {ent out a Boat 
a Unto the Shore, to ask thofe on the Banks, 
bi If they were his Affiftants, yea, or no¢ 
is Who anfwer’d him, they came from Buckingham 


Upon his Party; he miftrufting them, | 
Ll Hois’d Sail, and made his Courfe again for Britain. 
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1702 The Life and Death, 


Yet to beat down thefe } 





Ledels here at Home. 
L£nter Catesby. 
Cate/. My Liege, the’ Duke of Buckingham 's taken, 
That is the beft News; thatthe Earl of Richnand 
Is with a mighty Power landed at Milford, 
Is colder News, but yet it muft be told. 
K. Rich, Away towards Salj 


lisbury; while we reafon here, 
A Royal Battel might be won and loft: 
Some one take order that buckingham be brought 


To Salisbury, the ref! march on with me. | Exeunt, 


SCENE Jy 


Exter De rby, and Sir C hri ftopher. 


e 


Derby. Sir Cariftopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the Sty of the moft deadly Boar, 
My Son George Stanley ts frankt up in held: 
If I revolr, off goes young George's Head 
The fear of that holds off my prefent Aid. 
So get thee gone; commerd me to thy. Lord, 
Withal fay, that the Queen hath heartily confenied 
He fhould efpoufe Elizaber), her Daughter, 


But tell me, where js Princely Richmond now 2 


Chrif: t Pembrook, or at Hertford Weitin Vaks. 
Derby. What Men of Name refort to him 
Ee “, nen rr 7. ~ ss ae * 
_ Chrif. Sir Walter Berbers, 4 renowned Soldier, 
Sir Gilbert Talbor, Sir Willian Stanle ', 
Oxford, redoubred Pembrook, Sir soe Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with 2 valiant Crew, 
And Many other of great Name and Worth: 
PIPE ; y Seas & $ rh- . A 4 . : 
And towards Loxdon do they bend their Power, 
If by the way they be net fought withal, 
; ae | on ; 
= Derby, W Tt, bye thee to thy Lord: T kifs his Hand, 
My Letter will refolve him of my Mind, ° 
Farewel, 
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‘| Exeunt, 
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Holy King Hi HY Vs a! A thy Son award, 

VAUZHAR, a and all that have mifc — 

B under-hand aaah foul nj ulti ice, 
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his is the Day, which in King Eawards tim 

Ww ihe mi iohe ‘fall on me, when [ was found 
fe to his ‘Children, and his Wife’s Allies. 

This is the Day wherein, I witht to fall 

Bo the falle Fait ch of him nines moft [ Reet 
Chis, this 4l/-Sowls Day to my! earful Son 

Is the determin’d refpite of my W re Ones 

That high All-feer, which I dallied with, 

Hath turn’d my feigned Prayer on my F lead, 
And given in earneft, what I bege’d i » jelt. 

Thus doth he force the Swords of wicked Men 

To turn their own points in their Matters Bofoms, 
Thus Margaret's Curfe falls heavy on my Neck: 

Wher h 1e, quoth fhe, will fplit thy Heart with Sorrow, 

Remember AZ@argaret was a Prophetefs: 

Come lead m Ol licers, to the Bloc kof Shame, 
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1 _ £xter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, «and others, 
4 i i TH with Drum and Colours. 
wa Hl | Kichm. Fellows in Arms, and my moft loving Friends, 
my) Bruis'd underneath the Yoak of Tyranny, 
esi Thus far into the Bowels of the Land, 
Bi Have we marcht on without Impediment; 
ae And here receive we from our Father Stanley 
a Lines of fair Comfort and Encouragement: 
Hi: HT i The wretched, bloody and ufurping Boar, 
ie Get: Phat fpoil’d your Summer-Fields, and fruitful Vines, ; 
a ai Hit Swills your warm Blood like Wath, and makes his. d rough 
A) ena {n your embowell’d Bofoms; This foul Swine A 
TE Is now evenin the Center of this Ifle, 
Ht ‘eae : Near to the Town of Leicefter, as we learn: 
Be PA i 4 . From Tamwort 


h thither, is but one Day’s mareh, 
pail In God’s Name cheerly on, couragious Frietids, 
Ti To reap the Harvelt- of Perpetual Peace, 





it fil By this one bloody trial of fharp. War, : 
ie i Gh a Oxf. Every Man’s Confcience is. a thoufand Men, 
Be ica To fight againft this guilty Homicide. . 
aia, 2 fferb, I doubt not but his Friends will turn to us. 
i eget ei Blunt. He hath no Friends, but what are Friends for fear, 
Ruth Which in his deareft need will fly from him. 
Baa Gao Richm. All for our vantage, then in God’s. Name march, . 
ae rue hope is fwift, and flies with Swallow’s Wings, 
Pa Gs Kings it makes Gods, and meaner Creatures Kings. | 
ay een ah [ Exeunt, 
: a sl Enter King Richard ix Arms, with Norfolk, Ratcliff, aad 
‘7 Aa the Earl of Surrey. iF 
ut ae K. Rich. Here pitch our Tent, even herein Bofworth-field. 

et My Lord of Surrey, why look you foad?  < 

ida Sur. My Heatt is ten times lighter than my Looks. 

4 K. Rich. My Lord of Norfolk - | 


4Vor. Here, moft gracious Liege, 
K. Rich. Norfolk, we muft have knocks: 
Ha Ha, mutt we not2 

i Nor. We mutt both give and take, m y loving Lorde.) 
ogee oa K, Rich. 














of Richard ITH. CS 


K. Rich, Up with my Tent, here will I lye to Night 
But where to Morrow? well all’s one for thar. 7 
Who hath defcry’d the number of the Traitors2 

Wor. $1x or feven thoufand is their utmof} Power, 

K. Rich. Why our Battalia trebbles that account : 
Befides, the King’s Name is a Tower of Strength, 
Which they upon the adverfe FaGion want.  ~ 
Up with the Tent: Come, Noble Gentlemen, 
Let us furvey the vantage of the Ground, 

Call for fome Men of found Dire@ion : 
Let’s lack no Difcipline, make no delay, 
For, Lords, to Morrow is a bufie Day. 
Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, Oxfor 
Dorfet. 
Richm. The weary Sun hath made a Golden fet, 
And by the bright Tra@ of his fiery Car, 
Gives token of a goodly Day to Morrow. 

Sir William Brandon, you fhall bear my Standard: 

Give me fome Ink and Paper in my Tent; 

Pll draw the Form and Model of our Battel, 

Limit each Leader to his feveral Charge, 

And part in juft proportion our fmall Power. 

My Lord of Oxford, you Sir Wiliam Brandon, 

And you Sir William Herbert {tay with me: 

The Earl of Pembrook keeps his Regiment; 

Good Captain Blunt, bear my good Night to him, 

And by the fecond hour in the Morning, 

Defire the Ear) to fee me in my Tent. 


Yet one thing more, good Captain, do for me: 


Where is Lord Stanley quartter’d, do you know2 


Blunt. Unlefs I have mifta’en his Colours much, 
(Which well I am affur'd Ihave not done) 
His Regiment lies, half a mile at leaft, 
South from the mighty Power of the K 

Richm. If without Peril it be peflible, 
Sweet Blunt, make fome good means to fj peak with him, 
And give him from me this moft needful Note. 

Blunt. Upon my felf, my Lord, Pll undertake it, 
And fo God give you quiet reft to Night. 


Richm. Good Night, good Captain B/anr, 
Come, Gentlemen, i 
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1706 The Life and Death 


fet us confult upon to Morrow’s Bufinefs : 
Into.my Tent, the Dew is raw and cold, 
| They withdraw into rhe Tent, 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk and Catesby, 
K. Rich. What is’t a Clocke 
Catef. It’s Supper time, my Lord, it’s nine a Clock, 
K. Rico. I will not Sup to Night, 
Give me fome Ink and Paper: 
What, is my Beaver eafier than it was2 
And all my Armor laid into my Tent? 
Catef. It is, my Liege; and all things are in readinefs, 
K. Kich. Good Norfolk hye thee to thy Charge, 
Ufe careful Watch, chufe trulty Centinels, 
Nor. 1 go, my Lord, 
K. Rich. Stir with the Lark to Morrow, gentle Norfolk, 
Nor. 1 warrant you, my Lord. | Exit, 
K. Rich. Ratcliff. 
Rat. My Lord. 
K. Rich, Send out a Purfuivant at Arms 
To Stanley’s Regimenz; bid him bring his Power 
Before Sua-rifing, left his Son George fall 
Into the blind Cave of eternal Night. 
Fill me a Bow! of Wine; give me a Watch: 
Saddle white Surrey for the Field to Morrow: 
Look that my Staves be found, and not too heavy. Rarcliff, 
Rat. My Lord, 
K. Rich. Saw’ft the melancholy Lord Northumberland? 
Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himfelf, 
Much about Cock-fhut time, from Troop to Troo 
Wentthrough the Army, cheering up the Soldiers, 
K. Rich. . So, 1 am fatisfied: give mea Bowl of Wine, 
I have not that alacrity of Spirit, 
Nor cheer of Mind that I was wont to have. 
Set it down, Is Ink and Paper ready? 
Rat. It is, my Lord, 
KC Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me. 


Karclif, about the mid of Night come to my Tent, 
And help to Arm, Leave me, I fay, [ Exit Ratcliff, 


Enter Derby to Richmond in his Ten. 
Derby. Fortune and Victory fit on thy Helm. 


Richm. All comfort that the dark Night can afford, 
| Stine oe Be 
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Be to thy Perfon, noble Father-in-Law, 
Tell me, how fares our noble Mother? 
Derby. 1, by Attorney, blefs thee from thy Mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good; 
So much for that. The filent Hours {teal on, 
And flaky. Darknefs breaks within the Eaft. 
In brief, for fo the Seafon bids us be, 
Prepare thy Battel early in the Morning, 
And put thy Fortune to th’ Arbitrement 
Of bloody Stroaks, and mortal ftaring War: 
I, as I may, (that which I would, I cannot) 
With beft advantage will deceive the time, 
And aid thee in this doubtful fhock of Arms. 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 
Left being feen, thy Brother, tender George, 
Be executed in his Father’s fight. | 
Farewel; the leifure, and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious Vows of Love, ‘ 
And ample enterchange of {weet Difcourfe, 
Which fo long fundred Friends fhould dwell! upon: 
God give us leifure for thefe rites of Love. 
Once more Adieu, be valiant, and {peed well. 
Richm. Good Lords, *condué& him to his Regiment : 
I'll ftrive, with troubled Noife, to take a Nap, 
Left leaden flumber poize me down to morrow, 
When I fhould mount with Wings of Victory: 
Once more, good Night, kind Lords and Gentlemen. 
| Exeunt. Manet Richmond, 
© thou, whofe Captain I a¢count my felf, 
Look on my Forces with a gracious Eye: 
Put in their Hands thy brufing Irons of wrath, 
That they may crufh down with a heavy fall, 
Th’ ufurping Helmets of our Adverfaries. 
Make us thy Mioifters of Chaftifement, 
That we may praife thee in thy Victory : 
l'o thee I do commend my watchful Soul, 
B’er I let fall che Windows of mine Eyes: 
Sleeping, and waking, oh defend me ftill. | Sleeps. 
Enter the Ghoft of Prince Edward, Sonto Henry the Sixth. 
Ghoft. Let me fit heavy on thy Soul tomorrow: 
[To K, Rich, 
Think 
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1708 The Life and Death 


Think how thou ftabb’dft me in the prime of Youth 
At Tewksbury; defpair therefore, and die. 
Be cheerful, Richmond, [To Richm, 
For the wronged Souls 
Of butcher’d Princes fight in thy behalf: 
King Hexry’s Iffue, Richmond, comforts thee, 
Enter the Ghoft of Henry the Sixth, 
Ghoft. When I was mortal, my anointed Body, 
| Zo K. Rich. 
By thee was punched full of holcs; 
Think on the Tower, and me: Defpair and die. 
Henry the Sixth bids thee defpair, and die. 
Virtuous and holy, be thou Conqueror. [ 70. Richm, 
Harry, that prophefied thou fhould’ft be King, 
Doth comfort thee in fleep; live, and Alourith. 
Enter the Ghoft of Clarence. 
Ghoft, Let me fit heavy on thy Soul to morrow; 
| To K. Rich, 
[ that was wath’d to death in Fulfom Wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to death: 
To morrow in the Battel think on me, 
And fall thy edglefs Sword, defpair and die, 
Thou Off-fpring of the Houle of Lancafter, | To Richm. 
The wronged Heirs of York do pray for thee, 
Good Angels guard thy Battel, live and flourifh. 
Enter the Ghofts of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan. 
Kiv. Let me fit heavy on thy Soul to morrow, 
[To K, Rich. 
Kivers, that dy’d at Pomfret : Defpair, and die, 
Gray. Think upon Gray, and tet thy Soul defpair, 
[Zo K. Rich. 
Vaugh. Think upon Vaughan, and with guilty fear 
| Zo K. Rich 
Let fall thy Launce, defpair and die. 
“lll.. Awake. 
And think our wrongs in Richard's Bofom 
Will conquer. Awake, and win the Day, 
Enter the Ghoft of Lord Haftings, | 
Ghoft. Bloody and guilty ; Suilty awake, | To K. Rich. 
And in a bloody Battel end thy Days, , 
Think on Lord Hajfings; defpair and die. 


| To Richm, 


Quiet 
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Quiet untroubled Soul, [Zo Richm, 
Awake, awake: 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England’s fake. 
Enter the Ghofts of the two young Princes. 
Ghofts. Dream on thy Coufins | To K. Rich, 
Smother’d in the Tower: 
Let us be laid within thy Bofom, Richard, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, fhame, and death. 
Thy Nephews Souls bid thee defpair and die. 
Sleep Richmond, [To Richm. 
Sleep in Peace, and wake in Joy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boar’s annoy, 
Live, and beget a happy race of Kings. 
Edward's unhappy Sons do bid thee flourith. 
Exter the Ghoft of Anne his Wife. 
Ghoft, Richard, thy Wife, [To K. Rich. 
That wretched dune, thy Wife, 
hat never flept a quiet Hour with thee, 
Now fills thy fleep with perturbations, 
To morrow in the Battel think on me, 
And fall thy edglefs Sword, defpair and die. 
Thou quiet Soul, | To Richm. 
Sleep thou a quiet Sleep: 
Dream of fuccefs, and happy Vidory, 
Thy Adverfary’s Wife doth pray for thee. 
Enter the Ghoft of Buckingham. _ 
Ghoft. The firft was I, | To K. Rich. 
That help’d thee to the Crown: 
The laft was I, that felt thy Tyranny. 
O, in the Battel think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy guiltinefs. 
Dream on, dream on, otf bloody Deeds and Death, 
Fainting defpair; defpairing yield thy breath. 
I dy’d for hope, [7o Richm. 
E’er I could lend thee aid; 
But cheer thy’ Heart, and be thou not difmay’d: 
God, and good Angels fight on Richmona’s fide, 
And Richard falls in height of allhis Pride. {The Gho/ts vani fh. 
LK. Richard ffarts out of his Dream. 
K. Rich, Give me another Horfe, bind up my Wounds: 
Have mercy, Fef*#——Soft, I did but dream. Zs 
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© coward Confcience! how doft thou afi me? 
The Lights burn blue---It is not dead Mid-night-—- 
Cold fearful Drops ftand on my trembling Flefh : 
What? do I fear'my felf? There’s none elfe by, 
Richard loves Richard, that 1S, Iam J, 
Is there a Murtherer here2 No; Yes, I am: 
Then fly? what from my felf? Great reafon; why? 
Left I revenge. What? my felf upon my felf? 
Alack, I love my felf. Wherefore? For any good 
That I my felf have done upon my felf?2 
Ono. Alas, I rather hate my felf, 
For hateful Deeds committed by my felf, 
Tam a Villain; yet I lie, I am nor, 
Fool, of thy felf fpeak wellFool, do not flatter, 
My Coafcience hath a thoufand feveral Tongues, 
And every Tongue brings in a feveral Tale, 
And every Tale condemns me for 4 Villain; 
Perjury, in the high’ft degree, 
Murther, ftern Murther, in the dirft degree, 
All feveral Sins, all us’d in each degree, 
Throng all to th’ Bar, crying all, Guilty, guilty. 
I fhall defpair, there is no Creature loves me; 
And if I die, no Soul thall pity me. 
Nay, wherefore fhould they? fince that 1 my {clf 
Find in my felf no pity to my felf, 
Mcthought, the Souls of all that T had murther’d 
Came to my Tent, and every one did threst 
To morrows Vengeance on the head of Richard, 
Enter Ratcliff. 
Rat. My Lord, | 
K. Rich. Who’s there 2 
Kat. Ratcliff, my Lord, ’tisT; the early Village Cock 
Hath twice done Salutation to the Morn;” 
Your Friends are up, and buckle on their Armour, 
K. Rich. O Karcliff, I fear, I feqy—__ 
Rat. Nay, good my Lord, be not. afraid of fhadowss 
K. Rich, By the Apoltle Pzu/, fhadows to night 


Have ftruck more terrour to the Soul of Richard 
| 3 
Than can the fubftance of ten thoufand Soldiers 


Armed in proof, and led by thallow Richmond 


é 
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if ‘Tis not yet near Day. Come, go with me, 
ie Under our Tents; I'll play the Eaves-dropper, 
t) To hear if any Man fhrink from me. 
, | Exennt K, Richard and Ratcliff. 
3 Enter the Lords to Richmond fitting in bis Tent. 
Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 
th Richm, Cry you mercy, Lords, and watchful Gen 
)' tlemen, 
That you have ta’en a tardy Sluggard here. 
Loras, How have you flept, my Lord? 
Richm. Uhe {weeteft Sleep, 
And faireft boading Dreams, 
That ever entred in a drowfie Head, 
Have I fince your departure had, my Lords. 
Methought their Souls, whofe Bodies Richard murther’d, 
Came to my Tent, and cried on ViGory. 
I promife you my Heart is very jocund, 
In the remembrance of fo fair a Dream. 
How far into the Morning is it, Lords? 
Lords. Upon the ftroak of four. 
Richm, Why then °tis time to Arm, and give direction. 
More than I have faid, loving Countrymen, 
The leifure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell upon; yet remember this, 
God, and our good Caufe, fight upon our fide, 
The Prayers of holy Saints, and wronged Souls, 
Like high rear’d Bulwarks, ftand before our Faces, 
Richard except, thofe whom we fight againit, 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow. 
For, what is he they follow? Truly Gentlemen, 
A bloody Tyrant, and a Homicide: 
One rais’d in Blood, and one in Blood eftablith’d; 
One that made means to come by what he hath, 
And flaughter’d thofe that were the meats to help him ; 
A bafe foul Stone, made precious by the fol 
Of England’s Chair, where he is falfely fet. 
One that hath ever been God's Enemy; 
Then if you fight againft God’s Enemy, 
God will in juftice ward you as his Soldiers. 
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If you do {wear to puta Tyrant down, 
You fleep in Peace, the Tyrant being flain: 
If you do fight againft your Countries Foes, 
Your Countries Fat thall Pay your pains the hire, 
If you do fight in fateguard of your Wives, 
Your Wives hall welcome home the Conquerors, 
If you do free your Children from the Sword, 
Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age. 
Then in the Name of God and all thefe rights, 
Advance your Standards, draw your willing Swords, 
For me, the ranfom of my bold attempr, 
Shall be this cold Corps on the Earth’s cold face. 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt, 
The leaft of you hall thare his part thereof, 
Sound Drums and T rumpets boldly, and chearfu 
God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Victory, 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, and Catesby. 
K. Rich. What faid Northumberland, ag touching Rich 
mond ? 
Rat. That he was never er 


K. Rich. He faid the truth; and what faid Surrey then. 

Kat. He {mil'd and faid, the better for our purpofe. 

K. Rich. He was in the right, and fo indeed it is. 

Tell the Clock there, [ Clock trikes, 
ive me a Kalender——who faw the Sun to day? 

Rat. Not I, my Lord. 

K. Rich. Then he difdains to 
Fie fhould have brav’d the Eatt 
A black Day will it b 

Kat. My Lord, 


K. Rich. The Sun will not be feen to day, 
The Sky doth frown and lowre upon our Army---« 
t would thefe dewy Tears were from the Ground---« 
Not fhine to day?. why what is that to me 
More than to Richmond? for the félf-fame Heav’n 
That frowns on me, looks fadly upon him. 
Enter Norfolk. 


Norf. Arm, arm, my Lord, the Foes vaunt in the Field 
K. Rich. Come, buftle, buftle-n.. 


pete, OU Caparifon my Horfe, 
Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his Power, 


lly, 


ained up in Arms, 


thine ; for, by the Book, 
an hour ago—— 
€ to fome body, Ratcliff. 
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I will lead forth my Soldiers to the Plain; 

And thus ny Battel {hall be ordered, 

My i Orew ard fhall be drawn in length, 
Confiltineg equa'ly of Horfe and Foor: 

Our Archers thall be paced in the midft; 
‘Foon Duke oi Norfolg, Thomas Earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the k ading of the Foot and Horfe. 
i hey thus direGted, we will follow 

In the main Battel, whofe puiffance on either fide 
Shall be well winged with our chiefeft Horfe: 
This, and St. George to boot, 
What think’{t: th uy, Worfolk 3 


A. good DireGtion, warlike Sovereign. 
i” his found | 


Jocky of Norfolk, be nor /o bold. | Readss 
for Dickon thy Adafter is bought aud fold. 


iy 
rie 


Go-Gentlemen, every Man to his Charge, 
Let not our babling Dreams affrighit our Souls; 
“or Confcience is a Word that Cowards ufe, 
Devis'dat firft to keep the {trong in awe, 


Our ftrong Arms be our Confcience, Swords our Law; 


K. Rich, Athing devifed by the Enemy. 


March on, join bravely, let us to’t pell mell; 
{f. not to Heav'n; then hand in Hand to Hell: 
What fhall I fay more than I have inferr’d2 
Remember whom you are to cope: withal, 

A fortof Vagabonds, Rafeals; Run-aways, 
Afcum of Britains, and bafe Lackey-Peafants, 
Whom their o’er-cloyed Country vomits forth 
To defperate. Adventures, and affur’'d Deftru@ion: 
You fleeping fafe,; they bring you tounreft : 

You having Lands; and bleft wirh beauteous Wives: 
Phey would reftrain the one, diftain the orher. 
And who doth lead them; but a paltry Fellow? 
Long kept in Britain at our Mothei’s Cott, 

A Milk-fop, one that never in his Life 

Felt fo niuch Cold, as overt Shooes in Snow: 


Let’s whip thefe Stragglers o’er the Scas again, 


Lath hence thefe over weening Rapsof Fraice; 


Vou: IV. N Thefe 


Lon my [ent this Morning. | Giving a Scrowl, 


= 


~ 1 


a 


“a ~ we 
a 


<: 


Pe? 
: 
Ba 
¢ mf 
V 

bd 


| 


_- <4 eke 


ae on OOS OO 0 


OO ee re 


ey eet 





i se ee ee 
a 


1714 The Life and Death 
Thefe famith’d Begears, weary of their Lives, 
Who, but for dreaming on this fond Exploit, | 
For want of means, poor Rats, had hang’d themfelves. 
If we be conquer’d, let Men conquer us, 
And not thofe Baftard-Britains, whom our Fathers 
Have in their own Land beaten, bobb’d and thump’d, 
And on Record, Jeft them the Heirs of Shame. 
Shall thefe enjoy our Lands? lye with our Wives 2 
Ravifh our Daughters 2 | Dram afar of, 
Hark, I hear their Drum, 
Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly, Yeomen, 
Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows to the Head. 
Spur your proud Horfes hard, and ride in Blood, 
Amaze the Welkin with your broken Staves. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
‘What fays Lord Stazley, will he bring his Power? 
Mef. My Lord, he doth deny to come, 
K. Rich. Off with-his Son George's Head. 
Nor. My Lord,.the Enemy is paft the Mirth; 
After the Battel Jet George Stanley dyé. 
K. Rich. A thoufand Hearts are great within my Bofom. 
Advance our Standard-, fet upon our Foes, 
Our ancient word of Courage, fair S>, George, 
Infpire us with the fpleen of. fiery Dragons: 
Upon them, Victory fits on our Helms. [ Exeuxt. 
Alaram.Excurfions. Enter Catesby, 
Cate/. Refcue, my Lord of 4Vor folk , 
Refcue, Refeue: 
The King ena&s more Wonders than a Man, 
Paring an oppofite to every Danger: 
H's Horfe is flain, and all on foot he fishts, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of Death: 
Refcue, fair Lord, or fe the Day is loft, 
Mlarums. Enter King Richard, 
K. Rich, A Horfes a Horfe, my Kingdom for.a’ Hore, 
Cate/. Withdraw, my Lord; I’}] help you toa Horie. 
K. Rich, Slaves F have {et my Life upon. a ¢ait; 
And I will ftand the hazard of the Die: 
¥ think there be fix Richmonds in the Field, 
Five have I {lain to Day, inftead of him. 
A Horfe, aHorfe, my Kinedom for a Horfe. 


4 
2 





° POS 0- EoD 0 Oe ow oo wee CP 0-SS 0 Ow os 


> S = 8 = 


_ 


Alarum, © 





of Richard III. ar 715 


/ 


——— 


janet 


Alarum. Enter King Richard and Richmond, they fight, 
Richard is lain. 


Retreat, and Flomrifh, Enter Richmond, Derby bearing 
the Crowns with divers other Lords. 


ie | 


bi os 


Richm. God and your Arms be prats’d, Victorious Friends; 
The Day is ours, the bloody Dog is dead 
Derby. Couragious Richmond, well halt thou acquit thee: 
Lo, here thefe long ufurped Royalties, 
From.the dead Temples of this bloody Wretch, 
Have I pluckt off, to grace thy Brows withal. 
Wear it, and make ufe of it, 
Richm. Great God of Heaven, fay Amen to all. 
But tell me, is young George Stanley living? 
Derby. He is, my Lord, and fafe in Leicefter Town; 
Whither, if you pleafe, we may withdraw us. 
Richm. What Menof Note are flainon either Side? 
Derby. ‘fohn Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferris, 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir William Brandon. 
Richm. Inter theit Bodies as becomes their Births, 
Proclaim a Pardon to the Soldiers fled, 
That in Submiffion will return to us: 
And then, as we have ta’en the Sacrament, 
We will unite the White Rofe, and the Red. 
Smile Heav’n upon this fair ConjunGion, 
That long hath frown’d upon their Enmity: 
What Traitor hears me, and fays not Amen? 
England hath long been mad, and fear’d her felt’ 
The Brother blindly thed the Brother’s B'ood; 
The Father rafhly flaughter’d his own Son; 
TheSons, compell’d, been Butchers to theSire: 
All this divided York and Lancafter, 
Divided in their dire Divifion. 
O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true Succeeders of each Royal Houfe, 
By God's fair Ordinance, conjoin together 
And let thy Heirs, God, if theit Will be fo, 
Enrich che time to come, with fmooth-fac’d Peace, 
With fmiling Plenty, and fair profperous Day. 
Abate the edge of Traitors, Gracious Lord, 
N 2 That 
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171G The Life and Death 


That would reduce thefe bloody Days again, _ 

And make poor Exgland weep in ftreams of Blood. 

Let them not live to tafte this Land’s encreafe, 

That would with Treafon wound this fair Land’s Peace. 
Now Civil Wounds are ftopp’d, Peace lives again; 

‘That the may long live here, God fay, Amen, [Exennt, 
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Dramatis Perfone. 


ING Henry the Eighth. 
aN Cardinal Wolfley, his fer rft Minifter and Fan 
vourite, 
Cranmer, Archbifhop of Canterbury. 
Duke of Norfolk. 
Luke of Bucl Kingham. 
‘Duke of Suffolk. 
Larl of Surrey. 
Lord Chamberlain. 
Cardinal Campeius, the Pope's Legat. 
Capucius, Ambaffador from the Emperor Charles 
the Fifth. 
Gardiner, Bifbop of Winchefter. 
Lord A i bergayenny, 
Lord Sands, 
Sir Henry Guilford, 
Szr Thomas Lovell. 
Sir Anthony Denny. 
Szr Nicholas Vaux. 


scipegy cll, jirft Servant to Wolley, afterwards to 
the King 


Griffith, Gentleman-Ufper to Qucen Katherine. 
Lhree Gentlemen, 

‘Dr, Butts, Phyvjician to the King. 

Surveyor to the Duke of Buckingham. 
Porter and lis Man, 





4k 
’ 


Ne, 
Queen Katherine, fri Wife to. King Henry, 4f- 


terwards Divore'd. 
Anne Bullen, delov’d by the King, and after- 


wards married to him. 
An old Lady, Friend to Anne Bullen. 


Patience, Woman of the Bed-Chamber to Queen 
Katherine. 


Several Lords and Ladies who appear in the 
dumb Shews. Women attending upon the 
Queen. Spirits which appear to her. Scribes, 
Officers ,Guards, and other Attendants. 


lhe SCENE les mofily in 
LONDON. 





PROLOGUE 
: 
Be Come xo more to make y M, 
gen gare you laugh: ng 
That bear A Weisthty tbe “o 3 Things HOW, 

eee : eighty, and a Serious Brow, 

a ; ugh, and working, full of State and Woe : 
Such noble Scenes, as draw the E ye te flow 

A, velen ; ” ‘ 
We wow pr cfent. Thofe that can Pity, here 

(ek oe he A » #f 4 I, ; 
May, : Fey trime tt well, let fall a Tear, 

he Subject will deferve it. Such as Live 
Tneir 408) out of hope they may believe, 
May “ere juwa Truth too, Thofe that come to fee 
Only a fhow or two, and fo agree, 
The Play WAY a : 

; ed P&E Als? F the b ; A} ht 
pot a bie! pals: If they be fill, and willing, 

1 undertake May fee away their Shilling 
Richly in two fhort Hours. Only they 
That come to hear a merry, bawdy Play, 
| noife of Targets: Or to fee a Fellow 
ae a long Adotley Coat, guarded with Yellow, 
‘Vall ba Aafeia;-| e “ 
Will be deceiv’d: For, gentle Hearers, know 


40 Fanr our chofen Trath with [uch a fhow 

= £00l, awa Fight is, befide forfeiting 

6 Peery atnsen 2 , 

Gn own: Brains, and the Opinion that we bring 

4 HAE TAKE that only true, we now intend 

Will leave HS meVer an under ftanding ee 

= ee ig | for Goodne/s fake, and as you are known 
The fire and happief? Hearers of the Town | 
Be [4ady as we would make ye. Think ye uP 

77 ie very Perfons of our noble Story, 

“4s they were Living : Think you fee then Great 
And follow d with the general Throng, and [suea, 
Of thoufand Friends; then, in a MNS SS fs ; 
flow {oon this Mightine/s meets Mifery 

<ina if you can be merry then, Pll fa ; 


<4 Man may weep “pon his Wedding Day. 
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Enter the Duke of Norf folk at one Door: At the 
other, the Duke of Bucking 
Abergavenny. 
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<1 O OD m orrow, and well met, How have 


¥C QOle 


tif Since laft we ie yin France ? 
Aa Nor. I thank your Grace: 
if : : : . . 
= i Healthful, and-ever finéé a frefh admirer 
a Sj et what 1 faw there. 
eS I ‘4 
“ck. Ain untimely Ague 
nea P hs in iT) Y Chambe Ty W het 1] 
t hofe Sons of Glory, 1 thofe two Lig! hts of Men 
Viet, in-the vale of _Ardres, 
4Vor. i wixt Guaynes and Jrdres, 


{- was then prefent, faw them faluce on Horfe-back 
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1722 The LIF E of 


Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung 
In their Embracement, as they grew together ; 
Which had they, 
What four Thron’d ones could have weigh’d 
Such a compounded one? 
Buck. All the whole time 
I was my Chamber’s Prifoner. 
ior. Then you loft 
The view of earthly Glory: Men might fay 
Till this time Pomp was fingle, but now married 
To one above it felf. Each following day 
Became the next Day’s Matter, ’till the laft 
Made former Wonders, its. To day the French, 
All Clinquant, all.in Gold, like Heathens Gods 
Shone down the Exglifh; and to morrow, they 
Made Britain, India: Every Man that ftood, 
Shew’'d like a Mine. Their Dwarfith Pages were 
AAs Cherubins, all gilt; the Madams too, 
Not us'd to toil, did almoft fweat to bear 
The Pride upon them, that their very labour 
Was to them as a Painting. Now this Mask 
Was cry’d incomparable; and th’enfuing night 
Made it a Fool, and Beggar. The two Kings 
Equal in luftre, were now beft, now wortt 
As prefence did prefent them: him in Eye, 
Sall him in praife; and being prefent both, 
‘Twas faid they faw but one, and no Difcerner 
Durft wag his Tongue in cenfure. When thefe Suns, 
For fo they phrafe ?em, by their Heralds, challeng’d 
The noble Spirits to Arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought’s compafs, that former fabulous Story 
Being now feen poffible enough, got credit 
That Bevis was beliey'’d 
Buck, Oh, you go far, 
4Vor. As I belong to worfhip, and affe@, 
Tn Honour, Honefty, the tra@ of ev'ry thing 
Would by a good Difcourfer lofe fome life, © 
Which AGions felf was Tongue to, 
Buck. All was Royal, 
To the difpofing of it nought rebell’d, 
Order gave each thing view. The Office did 
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King Henry vil 1723 


DiftinGly his full FunG@ion; who did guide, 
I mean who fet the Body and the Limbs 
Of this great fport together, 
As you guefs2 
lor. One certes, that promifes no Element 

In fuch a Bufiriefs. 

Buck. I pray you, who, my Lord 2 

Nor. All this was order’d by the good Difcretion 
OF right Reverend Cardinal of York, 

ack. The Devil fpeed him: No Man’s Pye is freed 

From his ambitious Finger. Whathadhe 
To do in thefe fierce Vanities? I wonder 
That fuch a Ketch can with his very Bulk 
Take up the Rays o’th’ Beneficial Sun, 
And keep it from the Earth. 

Nor. Surely, Sir, 
There’s in him ftuff that puts him to thefe Ends: 
For being not propt by Anceftry, whofe Grace 
Chalks Succeffors their way ; nor call’d upon 
For high Feats done to th’ Crown; neither Allied 
To eminent Affiftants; but Spider-like 
Out of his felf-drawing Web. O! gives us note, 
The force of his own merit makes his way, 
A Gift that Heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the King, 

Aber. I cannot tell 
What Heav’n hath given him; let fome graver Eye 
Pierce into that : butI can fee his Pride 
Peep through each partof him; whence has he that, 
If not from Hell? the Devil is a Niggard, 
Or has given him all before, and he begins 
A new Hell in himfelf. 

Buck, Why the Devil, 
Upon this French going out, took he upon him, 
Without the privity oth’ King, t’ appoint 
Who fhould attend on him? he makes up the File 
Of all the Gentry; for the moft part fuch 
To whom as great a Charge as little Honour 
He meant to lay upon; and his own Letter 
The Honourable Board of Council out 
Muit fetch him in, he Papers. 
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1724 The LIFE of 


Aver, ¥ co know 
Kinfinen of mine, three at the leaft, that have 
By this fo ficken’d their E fates, that never 
char fhall a abound, as formerly, 
Buc Qe © many 
ave broke their Backs wit! n laying Manors on’em 
For this great journey. What did this Vanity 
But misifter Communication of 
A moft poor I flue, 
Nor. Grievingly, I think, 
The Peace between the Find and us not values 
The Coft that did conclude it. 
Buck. pvery Man, 
After the hideous Storm that follow’d, was 
A thing infpir’d, and not confulting, broke 
Into a genera} Prophefie that this "Tempel, 
Dat thing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded 
The fudden br reach on’r, 
Vor. Which is budded our: 
Por France hath flaw’d the League, and hath attach’d 
Our Merchants Goods at Bourdeaux. 
Aber, Vs ir therefore 
Th’ Ambaffador is filene’d? 
Var. Marry Ist, 
<iber, A pr oper. Title of Peace, and purchas’d 
Ata fuperfluous rate, 
Buch, Why ail this bufinefe 
Our-Reverend C3; rdiral carried. 
Nore Like jt your Grace, 
The State t Cil kes A Ice Of 4 eis rit te PD; tfference 
Betwixt | YOu and the Cardip: ale 4 “aaah ife you 
(And ake It fro; 2 Heart tha wi thes towards your 
H>-nour, and ne 1s. Safety that you read 
The 2 Cardin Malice, oe h : 
Toge > Fo CON | tder fiz 


y 
What pe nigh Fatre< Ad Yr 


Mt Wid offer. wants not 
A Vuoiltes ; “in | i3§ Power, You | Kiow his Nature, 
ones revengefuls and } know, his Sword 
a harp ed toe: It’s long, 2 ide Cmay be faid, 
Cr rea hes far, and where “twill not extend, 
ner he darts ir. Bofom up my Counfel, 
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King Hen ry VII. 


You ll find it wholfome. Lo, 


where comes, that Rock 
Chat I advife your fhunning. 


} of eR f j . . . - 
Enter Cardinal Wolfey, the Pure born DELO} é him, Cevidin of 


- Neal an 7 v . . ae - ; | x 
the Gua ay ana lwo Sét Teradries with Papers 3 tHe Cardinal 
in iis paffage fixeth his Eye on Bucki: 


oS ee vy sen >, vt By. 
; Sham, avd Bucking- 
j + j j j | j j 
ham ox him, both full of at[aain, 


Wol. The Duke of Buckinghaws’s Sarveyor? H: 
Where’s his Examination? ‘ 

Secr. Here, fo pleafe you, 

Wol. Is he in Perfon ready ? 

Secr. Ay, an't pleafe your Grace. 

Wol. Well, we thal! then k 


4 
2 € 


now more, and Buckisgham thal 
leflen his big look. | Exeunt Cardinal with his Train 
Buck, This Butcher’s Cur is venome moutird, and I 
Have not the power to muzzle him, therefore beR 
Not wake him in his lumber. A Beggar’s Book 
Out-worths a Noble’s Blood. 
Nor. What, are you chafd?2 
Ask God for temp’rance, that’s th’ appliance only 
Which your Difeafe requires. 
Buck. 1 read in’s Looks 
Matter againft me, and his Eye revil’d 
Me as his abjeG& Object, at this inftant 
He bores me with fome Trick; he’s gone to th’ King: 
I'll follow and out-ftare hina. | 
Nor. Stay, my Lord, 
And let your Reafon with your Choler queftion 
What ’tis you go about; to climb fteep Hills 
Requires flow pace'at firft. Anger is like 
A full-hot Horfe, who being allow’d his way 
Seli-mettle tires him: Nota Man in England 
Can advifeme, like you: Be to your felf, 
#is you would to your Friend. 
Buck, Uilto the King, 
And, from a mouth of Honour, quite cry down 
This Jp/wich Fellow’s Infolence; or proclaim, 
There’s difference in no Perfons. 
Nor. Be advis’ds 
Heat nota Furnace for your Foe fo hot 


<i eS pe eas ty 4 "7 ges ; 
4 hat it co linge your felf. We may out-run 


oy 


ae — = 
Se 


_—— —" 


a 


————— 


\j 
Ly 
. he 
mel 
Lae 
1 
i 
q i. 
i 
hy 
a 


oo 


ee eT ae 


Rae ame 
alias “statis 
4 AE 


ee ow 
eee 


<u i 


ys 6-4 Oe 


ator 
oo a 


aut ice 2 . hh Pap FS onet pee 
ees < : = 


SO hi OE Oa RB 05 


pratt Be mene 


am _———, 


el... SS ee 











EP 2S PS O- BE o> OS OS 6 — a oe oS 0 o- ee o 0 oer 


























1726 The LI FE of 


By violent {wiftnefs, that which we rin at; 
And lofe by our over-running: Know you not, 
The Fire that mounts the Liquor till’t run o'er, 
In feeming to augment it, waftes it: Be advis'd; 
I fay again, there is no Exglifh Soul 
More itronger to dire& you than your felf, 
If with the fap of Reafon you would quench, 
Or but allay the fire of Paffion. 
Buck. Sir, 
I am thankful to you, and I'll go along 
By your Prefcription; but this top-proud Fellow, 
Whom from the flow of Gall I name not, but 
From fincere Motions, by intelligence, 
And proofs as clear as Founts in Fuly, when 
We {ee each grain of Gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treafonous, 
Nor. Say not, treafonous, 
Buck, Toth’ King 'llfay’t, and make my vouch as ftrong 
As fhore of Rock attend. ‘This holy Fox, 
Or Wolf, or both (for he is equal rav’nous 
As he is fubtle, and as prone to mifchief, 
As able to perform’t) his Mind and Place 
Infecting one another; yéa reciprocally, 
Only to fhew his Pomp, as well in France, 
As here at home, fuggefts the King our Matter 
Lo this laft coftly Treaty, th’enterview, 
That fwallow’d fo much Treafure, and like a Glafs 
Did break i’th’ wrenching, 
Wor. Faith, and fo it did, 
Buck, Pray give me favour, 
The Articles o’th? Combinatio 
As himfelf pleas’d ; and they were ratifi'd 
As he cry’d, Thus let it be———..to as much end, 
As give a Crutch to th’dead. But our Count-Cardinal 
Has done this, and ’tis well——_for worthy Wolfey, 
Who cannot err, he did it, Now this follows, 
(Which, as I take it, is kind of Py 
To th’ old Dam, Treafon) Charles the Emperor, 
Under pretence to fee the Queen his Aunt, 
(For ‘twas indeed his Colour, but he came 
To whifper Wol/zy) here makes Vifitation : 













Sitr————this cunning Cardinal 
n drew es 
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King Henry VIII. 1727 


His Fears were that the Interview betwixt 
England and France, might through their Amity 
Breed him fome prejudice; for from this League 
Peep’d harms, that menac’d him. He privily 
Deals with our Cardinal, and as I trow, 
Which I do well———for [am fure the Emperor 
Paid e’er he promis’d, whereby his fuit was granted 
E’er it was ask’'d. But when the way was made, 
And pav'd with Gold; the Emperor thus defir’d, 
That he would pleafe to alter the King’s courfe, 
And break the forefaid Peace. Let the King know, 
As foon he fhall by me, that thus the Cardinal 
Does buy and fell his Honour as he pleaf¢s, 
And for his own Advantage. 

Nor, I am forry 
To hear this of him; and could wifh you were 
Something miftaken in’t. 

Buck. No, not a Syllable: 
I do pronounce him in that very Shape 
He fhall appear in proof. 
Enter Brandon, a Serjeant at rms before him, and towe or 

three of the Guard. 

Bran. Your Office, Serjeant; execute it. 

Serj. Sir; 
My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hertford, Stafford and Northampton, 1 
Arreft thee of High Treafon, in the name 
Of our moft Sovereign King, 

Buck, Lo you, my Lord, 
The Net has fall’n upon me ; I fhall perith 
Under device and practice. 

Bran. Lam forry 
To fee you ta’en from Liberty, to look on 
The bufinefs prefent. *Tis his Highnefs pleafure 
You fhall to th’ Zower. 

Buck. It willhelp me nothing 
To plead mine Innocence; for that Dye is on me, 
Which makes my whit’ft part black. The will of Heav’n 
Be done in this and all things: I obey. 
O my Lord Abergavenny, fare ye well. 





Bran. 
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qi) Hl Bran, Nays he mutt bear you Company. The King 
ih Is pleas’d you fhall to th’ Zower, “till you know 
i Hii How he determines further. i 
Bien | “ber. As the Duke faid, 
a ae | The Will of Heav’n be done; and the King’s Pleafure 
it REO Gb DA By me obey’d, 
ee Bran, Here isa Warrant from 

The King, -vatrach Lord AMontague, and the Bodies 7 
OF the Duke’s Confeffor, John de la Car, ii 
One Gilbert Peck, his Counfellor; 

Suc. So, fo; 


Thefe are the Lambs o’th’ Plot, no more; I hope, 


bran. A Monk.o’th’ Chartreux. 

buck. O Michael Fopkins. 

Bran, He, 

Buck. My Surveyor is fale, the O'er-great Cardinal 
Hath thew’d him G Nd; my Life is fpann’d already: 
I am the thadow of poo: Buckingham, 

Whofe Figure even this inftanr Cloud puts on, t 
By dark’ning my clear Sun, My Lord; farewel, | Exennts 


a: SCENE IL 


~ 


Ce ibe Cornets, Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinal's Shoulder}. 
PERRET 7 the Nobles and S 


tr Lhomas.Lovel ; “she Cardinal places bits 
ee under the King’s Feets.on bjs right fide, sft 


King. My Life it felf, and the beft Fltart of ute swans 
Ee alta Thanks you for this great Care: I ftoodi’th’ level 
Bat eh a Of a fuil-charg’d Confederacy, and give thanks | 
| To you that choak’d if. Let be call’d before us 
in pi ah That Gentleman of Bucking ham’s in Perfon,. 
he 8 ae I'll hear him his Confefions juttifie, : 

Pt a And point by point the Treafons of his Mafter 
tie ae He thal! again relate, , 


Cs 





.- @a 


‘ — — - a ~ = == TS = eae —— = SS 
- - - = ™ = - = = re - ai =< = 2 _ = i anaewe = => =+— - 
/ ‘ - == <a e — So - 1 cat Se = oe a . aot ~ _- 
Z n ° 7 we moe. > - —_ » rs — < Ss. om * “~ = =- = —. 
- —s YS at > SNigey oom | Aare, Lamy ve et ate a — ~ = —- =~ - 
—— pa Se. Stat ~ani oe ior “ * Ss nie == = = = = 
ae ae ae eae —— : . . - = = - = a 
SEAS : = Sa “= - —- = a = -—- = = == 
’ =< Se SS ———— : - = 


FESS 


a 


2S 


pone a 


Tai fede Ze, ? L By fer ry t CLK od | 

Bij of Norfolk. Exper the Queen, Norfolk and Suffolk ; fre val 

apes aah kneels. The King rifeth from his ¢ 
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Sie, sakes ber we 
a: ae ae ana placeth her by him. 
ice ct | 


Qucen, Nay, we muft longer kneel; fama Stitors if oY 
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King Henry VIII. 1729 


King. Arife, and take place by us; half your Suit 
Never name to us; you have half our Power: 
The other moiety eer you ask is given; 
Repeat your Will, and take it. 
Queen. Thank your Majefty. 
That you would love your {clf, and in that love 
Not unconfidered leave your Honour, nor 
The dignity of your Office, is the point 
Of my Petition. 
King. Lady mine, proceed. 
Queen, I am follicited, not by a few, 
And thofe of true Condition, that your Subje@s 
Are in great Grievance; there have been Commiffions 
Sent down among’em, which have flaw’d the Heart 
Of all their Loyalties; wherein, although, | To Wolfey, 
My good Lord Cardinal, they vent Reproaches 
Moft bitterly on you, as putter on 
Of thefe Exadtions, yet the King, our Matter, 
Whofe Honour Heav’n fhield from Soil, even he efcapes not 
Language unmannerly; yea, fuch which breaks | 
The fides of Loyalty, and almoft appears 
In loud Rebellion. 
‘Vorf. Not almoft appears, 
ft doth appear; for, upon thefe Taxations, 
The Clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them “longing, have put off 
The Spinfters, Carders, Fullers, Weavers, who, 
Unfit for other Life, compell’d by Hunger, 
And lack of other Means, in defperate manner, 
Daring th’ event to th’ Teeth, are all in uproar, 
And danger ferves among them. 
King. Taxation 2 
Wherein? and what Taxation? My Lord Cardinal, 
You that are blam’d for it alike with us, 
Know you of this Taxation 2 
Wel. Pleafe you, Sir, 
I know but of a fingle part in ought 
Pertains to th’ State, and front but in that file 
Where others tell Steps with me. 
Queen. No, my Lord, 
You know no more than others: but you frame 
Vot. IV. oO Things 
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tit Things that are known alike, which are not wholfome 
Lo thofe which would not know them, and yet muft 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Thefe Exactions 
(Whereof my Sovereign would have note) they are 
Mott peftilent to th’ hearing, and to bear em, 
i The Back is facrifice to th’ Load; they fay, 
" | ils They are devis’d by you, or elfe you fuffer 
i Hi 4 Too hard an Exclamation. 
Abie King. Still Exa@ion ! 
He The nature of ir, in what kind, let’s know, 
ae Is this Exaétion 2 
Aa a Queen. I am much too venturous 
hee | In tempting of your Patience, but am boldned 
ey Under your promis’d Pardon, TheSubjects Grief 
He Comes through Commiffions, which compels from each 
WI at ‘The fixth part. of his Subftance, to be levied 
FA Ea Without delay; and the pretence for this 
at i Is nam'd, your Wars in, France; this makes bold Mouths ; 
SHE Tongues {pit their Duties out, and cold Hearts freeze 
te lai Allegiance in them ; their Curfes now 
ay ie | i Live where their Prayers did ; andit’s come to pafs, 
| i That traGtable Obedience is a Slave 
a | To each incenfed Will: I would your Highnefs 
a | Would give it quick Confideration, for 

There is no primer bafenefs, 

King. By my Life, 
This is againft our Pleafure. 
Wol. And for me, 

f r Bilin. I have no further gone in this, than by 
PM aay ce | PA A fingle Voice, and that nor paft me, but 
ae By learned Approbation of the Judges: If Lam 
a Rea Tradue’d by ignorant Tongues, which neither know 
ia 2 : My Facultics nor Perfon,. yet will be 
The Chronicles of my doing; let me fay, 
| "Tis but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake 
Bie That Virtue muft go through: We mnft not ftint 
ant Our neceflary Actions in the fear 
ee To cope malicious Cenfurers, which ever, 
ay As rav nous Fifhes, do a Veffel follow 
yee That is hew trimm’d ; but benefit no further 
Hi | Phan vainly longing. _ What we oft do belt, - 
ay tieae ; 
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King Henry VIII. 1731 


By fick Interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not“allow’d; what worft, as oft 
Hitting a groffer quality, is cry’d up 
For our belt AG; if we ftand fill, 
In fear our motion will be mock’d or carp’d at, 
We thould take root here where we fit; 
Or {fit State-Statues only. 
King. Things done well, 
And with a care, exempt themfelves from fear, 
Things done without Example, in their jffue 
Are to be fear’d. Have you a Prefident 
Of this Commiffion? I believe not any. 
We muft not rend our Subje@s from our Laws, 
And itick themin our Will. Sixth part of each? 
A trembling Contribution——why we take 
From every Tree; Lop, Bark, and part o’th’ Timber: 
And though we leave it with’a root thus hacke, 
The Air will drink the Sap. To every County 
W here this is queftion’d, fend our Letters, with 
Free pardon to each Man that has deny’d | 
The Force of this Commiffion ; pray look to’r, 
I put it to your Care, 
Wol. A word with you. [ To the Secretary, 
Let there be Letters writ to every Shire 
Of the King’s Grace and Pardon; the griev’d Commons 
Hardly conceiveof me: Let it be nois’d, 
That through our Interceflion, this Revokement 
And Pardon comes; I fhall anon advife you 
Further in the Proceeding. | Exit Secretary, 
Enter Surveyor, | 
Queen. I am forry that the Duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your Difpleafure. 
King. It grieves many ; 
The Gentleman is Learn’d, and a moft rare Speaker, 
To Nature none more bound, his training fuch, 
That he may furnith and inftru@ great Teachers, 
And never feek for Aid out of himfelf; yet fee, 
When thefe fo Noble Benefits thall prove 
Not well difpos'd, the Mind growing once corrupt, 
They turn to vicious Forms, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This Man fo compleat, 
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i732 The LIFE of 


Who was enroll’d *mongst Wonders; and when we 
Almoft with ravifht liftning, could not find 
His hour of Speech, a minute; He, my Lady, 
Hath into monftrous habits put the Graces 
That once were his, and is become as black, 
As if befmear’d in Hell. Sit by us, and you fhall hear 
(This was his Gentleman in truft) of him 
Things to ftrike Honour fad. Bid him recount lie} 
The fore-recited Practices, whereof 4 
We ¢annot feel too little, hear too much. | 
Wol. Stand forth, and with bold Spirit relate, what you, 
Mott like a careful Subje@, have collected 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. 
King. Speak freely. | 
Surv. Firft, it was ufual with him every day, 
It would infeé& his Speech, that if the King 
Should without Iffue dye, he'll carry it fo 
To make the Scepter his. Thefe very Words 
I’ve heard him utter to his Son-in-law, 
Lord Abergavenny, to whom by Qath he menac’d 
Revenge upon-thée Cardinal, 2s 
Wol. Pleafe your Highnefs, note 
This dangerous Conception in this Point, | 
Not friended by his with to your high Perfon; y 
His Will is moft malignant, and it ftretches 
Beyond you to your Friends. 
Queen, My lestned Lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with Chariry. 
~ King. Speak on; 
How grounded he his Title ‘to the Grown 
Upon our fail; tothis point haftithou heard him, . 
At any time {peak ought? 










Surv. He was brought to this, | died 
By a vain Prophefie of Nicholas Henton. oe 
King, What was that Henton2 4 






Surv, Sir, a Chartrenx Friar, 
Flis Confeffor, who fed him every minute 
With words of Sovereignty, 
King. How know’ ft thou this2 
Surv. Notlong before your Highnefs {ped to France, 
The Duke being at the Ro/é, within the Parith ©’ 














King Henry VII 1 7 


we 
ae) 
Jeeta 


id viet St. Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand iM 
nnd What was the Speech among the Loxdoners | tt 
) Lath Concerning the French Journey. I reply’d, ha 
. Men fear the French would prove perfidious i 
ack To the King’ s danger; prefently the Duke i \ | 
Uhlig Said, "twas the fear in deed; and that he doubted HY 
1 : Twonta prove the verity of certain Words » 
coun Spoke by a holy Mork, that oft, fays he, Ni 


Hath fent to me, withing me to permit 
Fohn de la Car, my Chaplain, a choice hour 
ri To hear from him a Matter of fome moment: 
| Whom after, under the Commiffions Seal, 
He folemnly had fworn, that what he {poke 
My Chaplain to no Creature living, but 
bs To me, fhould utter, with demure Confidence, 
nt Thus paufingly enfir'd; neither the King, nor’s Heirs 
(Lell you the Duke) thall profper, bid him ftrive 
} To gain the love o’th’ Goramitnalcy: the Duke 
Shall govern England 
Queen, If I know you well, 
You were the Duke’ sSurveyors and loft your Office 
On the complainto’th’ Tenants ;.. take 200d heed 
You charge not in your Spleen a:Noble:Perfon, 
nae si} your Noble Soul; I fay, take heed; 
i Yes, heartily { befeech you. 
mes Let him on.» Go forwards 
Surv. On my Soul, I’li {peak but truth, 
I told my Lord the Dike, by th’? Deval’s.Ilufions 
The Monk might be deceiv’d, and that \twas dang'rous 
For Him to ruminate on this fo far, until 
It forg’d him fome Defign; which) being beliey’d, 
4 It was much like to dor He seofgeea’ d, 7 uth, 
It can do me no damage; adding fasther: 
That had the King in his laft ficknels fail’d, 
The Cardinal's and Sir Thomas Lovells Heads 
Should have gone off. 
King. Ha! What, fo rank? Ah, ha—— 
There’s Mifchief in this Man; canft thou fay further 2 
Surv. I can, my Liege. 
King. Proceed, 
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1734 The LIFE of 


Surv. Being at Greenwich, 
After your Highnefs ‘had reprov’d the Duke 
About Sir William Blumer 
King. [remember of fuch atime, being my fworn Servant, 
The Duke retain’d him his. But on ; what hence? 
Surv. If, quoth he, I for this Deed had been committed, 
As to the Zower, I thought; I would have plaid 
The Part my Father meant to A@ upon 
Th’ Ufurper Richard, who being at Salisbury, 
Made {uit to come in’s prefence; which, if. granted, 
(As he made femblance of his Duty) would 
Fave put his Knife into him, 
King.. A Giant Traitor ! 
Wol. Now, Madam, may his Highnels live in freedom, 
And this Man out of Prifon? 3 
Oueen. God mend all. (fay'tt 
King. There’s fomething more would out of thee; what 
Sarv. Afterthe Duke his Pather, with the Knife-u« 
He ftretch’d him, and with one Hand on his Dagger, 
Another {pread on’s Breaft, mounting his Eyes, 
He did difcharge a horrible Oath, whofe tenour 
Was, were he evil us’d, he would out-g0 
His Father, by as much as a performance 
Does an irrefolute purpofe. 
King. There’s his period, 
To fheath his Knife in us; he is attach’d, 
Call him to prefent Trial; if he may 
Find Mercy in the Law, ’tis his: jf none, 
Let him not feek’t of us: By Day andN ight 
He's Traitor to th’ height. | 





[ Exenm, 
SCENE Jr. 
Exter Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Sands. 
Cham. Ist poffible the Spells of France thould juggle 


Men into fuch ftrange Myfteries ? 
Sands. New Cuftoms, 


‘Though they be never fo ridiculous, 
Nay let “em be unmanly, yet are follow’d. 


Cham: 
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Cham. As far asI fee, all the good our Engli fo 
Have got by the late Voyage, is but meerly 
A fit or twoo'th’ Face, but they are fhrew'd ones; 
For when they hold ’em, you would {wear directly 
Their very Nofes had been Counfellors 
To Pepin or Clotharius, they keep State fo. 
Sands, They have all new Legs, 
And lame ones ; one would take it, 
That never fee ’em pace before, the Spavin, 
A Spring~halt, reign’d among *em. 
Cham. Death ! my Lord, 
Their Cloaths are after fuch a Pagan Cut too, 
That fure th’have worn out Chriltendom: How now? 
What News, Sir Thomas Lovell ? 
Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 
Lov.. Faith, my Lord, 
I hear of none, but the new Proclamation 
That’s clap’d upon the Court, Gate. 
Cham. What 1s’t for 2 
Lov. The Reformation of our travell’d Gallants, 
That fall the Court with Quarrels, Talk and Tailors, 
Cham. I’m glad ’tis there ; sid 
Now I would pray our Monfieurs” 
To think an Exglifb Courtier may be wile, 
And never fee the Louvre. 
Lov. They muft either 
(For fo run the Conditions). leave thofe Remnants 
Of Fool and Feather, that-they got in Fraxce, 
With all their honourable Points.of Ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, as Fights and Fire-works, 
Abufing better Men than they can be 
Out of a foreign Wifdom, renoun¢ing: clean 
The Faith they have in Tennis andtal] Stockings, 
Short bolftred Breeches, and thole types of Travel, 
And underftand again like honeft Men ; 
Or pack to their old Play-fellows, there I take ir, 
They may, Cum Privilegio, wear away 
The Lag-end of their Lewdnefs, and.be laugh’d at. 
Sands. ’Tis time to give them Phyfick, their Difeafes 
Are grown fo catching. 
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But few now 
My Barge ftays ; 
‘Your Lordthj 4 
We thall be i 
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1736 The LIFE of 


Cham. What a lofs 
Will have of thefe 


Lov. Ay marry, 


There will be woindeed, Lords, the {ly Whorefons 
Have got a {peeding Trick to lay down Ladies : 
A French Song and a Fiddle, has no Fellow. 
Sands. The Deyij] fiddle ’em; 
Tam glad they are going, 
For fure there’s no converting *em : Now 
An honeft Country Lord, as I am, beaten . 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain Song, 
And have an hour of hearing, and by’r Lady 
Held currant Mutfick too 
Cham. Wel} faid, Lord Sands, 
Your Colts Tooth Is not cait yct2 
Sands. No, my Lord, 
Nor fhall not, while I} 
am, Sir Thomas, 
hither were you a-going 2 
Lov. To the Cardinal's; 
Your Lordthip is a Gueft too. 
Cham. O, ’tis true; | 
This N ight he Makes a Supper, and a great one, 
° many Lords and Ladiess\ there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdom, 
Lov. That Churchman 
Bears a bounteous. mind indeed ; 


hand as fruitful as: the Land that feeds US; 
His Dew falls every where, 


Cham, No doubt, he’s noble ; 
He had a black Mouth that faid other of him. 
Sands. He ma » My Lord, 


our Ladies 
trim Vanities? 


aveé:a Stump. 


ib-affure:you. 


Ha’s wherewitha] in him ; 
Sparing would fhew 


a worfe fin, than-ill Do@rine, 
d be moft liberal, 

Examples, 

ham. True, they are fo ; 


Sive fo great ones: 


en of his way fhoul 


Pthallalong: Come, good Sir Thomas; 
te elfe, which J would not be, 





: SCENE Ivy. 


FHautboys. 4A {mall Table under a State for the Cardinal; a 
longer Fable for the Guefts. Then enter Anne Bullen, .azmd 
divers other Ladies and Gentlemen, as Guefts at one Door ; 

ibe at another Door enter Sir Henry Guilford. 


} 


Hy 
: : | 4 
King Henry VIIK_ I 7 3 7 i ’ 
For I was fpoke.to, with Sir Henry Guilford, 4 i. 
This Night to be Comprtrollers. iF q 
Why Sam 1am your Lordfhip’s. [ Exeunt. 4 ‘ 
al \e 
o 


A OE 


aol <a 
Oe. 
dies 


Guil. Ladies, 
A general Welcome from his Grace 
Salutes ye all: This Night he dedicates 
To fair Content, and you: None here he hopes, 
In all this noble Bevy, has broughe with her 
One Care abroad: he would have all as merry, 
As firft, good Company, good Wine, good Welcome, 
Can make good People. 
Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, “and Lovell. 
O my Lord, y’are tardy ; 
The very thought of this fair Company 
; Clap’d Wings to me. 
Cham. You are young, Sir Henry Guilford. 
Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the Cardinal 
But half my Lay-thoughts in him, fome of thefe 
Should find a running Banquet, e’er they refted, 
I think would better pleafe em: By.my Life, 
They are a {weet Society of fair ones. 


Lov. O that your Lordthip were but now Confeffor 
To one or two of thefe, 


Sands. I would I were, 
They fhould find cafie Penance. 
Lov. *Faith, how eafie 2 
Sands, As eafie as a Down Bed would afford it: 
Cham. Sweet Ladies, will it pleafe you fit: Sir Harry, 
Place you that fide, I’ll take the charge of this : 
His Grace is entring, nay you muft not freeze, 
T'wo Women plac’d together makes cold Weather : 
My Lord Sands, you are one will keep “em waking; 
Pray fit between thefe Ladies, 
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1738 The LIFE of 


Sands. By my Faith, ; 
And thank your Lordfhip. By your leave, {weet Ladies, 
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive mes | 
I had it from my Father. 
Anne. Was he mad, Sir 2 
Sanas. O very mad, exceeding mad, in love too; 
But he would bite none, juft as I do now, 
He would kifs you twenty with a breath. 
Cham. Well faid. my Lord : 
So now y’are fairly feated : Gentlemen, 
The Penance lyes on you, if thefe fair Ladies 
Pafs:away. frowning. 
Sands. For my little Cue, 
Let me alone, 
Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wolfley, and takes his State, ' 
Wol. Y'are welcome, my fair Guefts; that noble Lady 
Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 
Is not my Friend. This to confirm my welcome, 
And to you all good Health. 
Sands. Your Grace is Noble, 
Let me have fuch a Bowl may hold my Thanks, 
And fave me fo much talking. 
Wol, My Lord Sands, 
I am beho}ding to you ; cheer your Neighbour: 
Ladies, you are not merry ; Gentlemen, 
Whofe tault is this 2 
Sands. Thered Wine firft muft rife 
In their fair Cheeks, my Lord, then we thall have em 
Talk us to filence, 
Anne, You are 4 merry Gamefter, 
My Lord Sands. | 
Sands. Yes, if I make my Play: OHTA : 
Here’s to your Ladifhip, and pledge it, Madam: | 
For “tis to fuch a thing. 
4nne. You cannot thew mes 


| Drum and Trumpets, Chambers difcharged. 


Sands. 1 told your Grace, th 
Wol. W hat’s ae 2 » Macy would talk anon 


Cham, Look out there, fome of ye 
Wol. What warlike Voice, 


And to what end is this 2 Na ies. Be : 
* Nay, Ladies, fear not 5 ° | 
By all the Laws of War y are Privileged, Enter 


oe 
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King Henry vill 
Enter a Servant. 
Cham. How now, what is’t 2 
_ Ser. A noble Troop of Strangers, 
For fo they feem; they have left their Barge and Landed, 


And hither make, as great Ambafladors 
From Foreign Princes. 


Wol, Good Lord-Chamberlain, 
Go,’ give ’em welcome; you can {peak the French 
And pray receive “em Nobly, and conduct ’em 
Into our Prefence, where this Heay’n of Beauty 
Shall fhine at full upon them. Some attend him. 


; | All arife, and Tables removed. 
You have now a broken Banquet, but we'll mend ir, 

A good Digeftion to you all ; and once more 

I fhowre a welcome on ye: welcome all. 


‘Too 


Tongue, 


Hautboys. Enter King and others-as Maskers, habited like 
Shepherds, ufher'd by the Lord Chamberlain. They pafs di- 


rectly before the Cardinal, and gracefully falute him. 


A Noble Company: what are their Pleafures 2 

Cham. Becaufe they {peak no Engli fh, 
To tell your Grace, that having he: 
OF this fo noble and fo fair Affem 
This Night to meet here, 


Out of the great refpect tl 


thus they pray’d 
card by Fame 

: bly, 

they could do no lefs, 


g ley bear to Beauty, 
But leave their Flocks, and under your fair Condu@ 


Crave leave to view thefe Ladies, and entreat 
An hour of Revels with ’em,. 


Wol, Say, Lord Chamberlain, 
They have done my poor Houfe prace : 


For which I pay ’em a thonfand thanks, 
And pray em take their Pleafures, 


| . . [Chufe Ladies, King and Anne Bullen: 
King. The faireft hand I ever touch’d: O Reaney 22% 
’Till now I never knew thee, 


ays 
Wol. My Lord. p Adticks, Dances 
Cham. Your Grace. 
Wol, Pray tell °em thus much from me: 
There fhould be one amongft "em by his Perfon 


More worthy this Place than my felf, to whom, 
If 
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If I but knew him, with my Love and Duty 
I would furrender it. [ Whifper. 
Cham. I will, my Lord. 
Wol. What fay they 2 
Cham. Such a one, they all confefs, 
There is indeed, which they would have your Grace 
Find out, -and he will take ir, 
Wol. Let me fee then, 
By all your good leaves, Gentlemen, here I’ll make 
My Royal Choice, 
King. You have found him, Cardinal 
You hold a fair Affembly, you do well, Lord, 
You are a Church-man, or [ll tel] you, Cardinal, 
I fhould judge now unhappily, 
Wol Iam glad 7 
Your Grace is growr fo pleafant. 
King. My Lord Chamberlain, 
Prithee come hither, what fair Lady’s that2 
Cham. An’t pleafe your Grace, 
Sir Thomas Bullen’s Daughter, the Vilcount Rochford, 
Obe of her Highnefs’s Women. 
King. By Heav’n the’s a dainty one :' Sweet heart, 
were unmannerly to take you' out, [70 Anne Bullen, 
And not to Kifs you. A Health, Gentlemen, 
Let it go round, 
Wol. Str Thomas Lovell, is the. Banquet ready 
Ith’ Privy Chamber? 
Lov. Yes, my Lord: ' 
Wol. Your Grace, 
I fear, with Dancing is a little heated. 
King. I fear too much. 
Wol. There’s freth Air, my Lord, 
In the next Chamber, 
King. Lead in your Ladies every one: Sweet Partner, 
I mutt not yet forfake you ; let’s be Derry, 
Good my Lord Cardinal: T have half a dozen Healths 
Lo drink to thefe fair Ladies, and a meafure | 
0 lead *em once again, and then let’s dream 
Who's beft in Favour, Let the Mafick knock it. | 
| sg: LExenne with Trumpets 
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AC To dis 'St CoN eae 


Enter two Gentlemen at feveral Doors. 


1 Gen, Hither away fo fait? 
2 Gen O, God fave ye: 

Even to the Hall, to hear what fhall become 
Of the great Duke of Buckingham. 

t Gen. Vl fave you 
That labour, Sir. All’s now done, but the Ceremony 
Of bringing back the Prifoner. 

2 Gen. Were you there? 

1 Gen. Yes indeed was I. 
Gen. Pray {peak what has bapned. 

1 Gen. You may guefs quickly what. 

2 Gen. Is he found guilty 2 

1 Gen. Yes, truly is he, 
And condemn’d upon’t. 

2 Gen. L am forry for’t. 

1 Gen. So are a number more. 

2 Gen. But pray how paft it2 

1 Gen. I'll tell you ina little. The preat Duke 
Came to the Bar; where, to his Accufations 
Fie pleaded {till Not guilty, and alledged 
Many fharp Reafons to defeat the Law. 
The King’s Attorney, on the contrary, 
Ureg’d on the Examinations, Proofs, Confeffions 
Of divers Witnefles, which the Duke defir'd 
To have brought viva voce to his Face ; 
At which appear’d againft him, his Surveyor, 
Sir Gilbert Pecke, his Chancellor, and ‘ohn Car 
Confeflor to him, with that Devil Monk, 
Hopkins, that made-this mifchief, 

2 Gen, That was he, 
That fed him with his Prophecies. 

1Gen. The fame. 
All thefe accus'd him ftrongly, which he fain 
Would have flung from him; but indeed he could not, 
And fo his Peers upon this Evidence, 
Have found him guilty of high Treafon, Much 
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He {poke, and learnedly for Lifes but all 
Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. 
2 Gew. After all this, how did he bear himfelf2 
Gen. When he was brought again to th’ Bar, to heap 
His Knell rung out, his Judgment, he was ftiry’d 
With fuch an Agony, he {weat extreamly, 
And fomething fpoke in choler, ill and hafty ; 
But he fell to himfelf again, and fweetly, 
In all the reft, thew'd a moft noble Patience, 
2 Gen. I do not think he fears death, 
1 Gez. Sure he does not, 
He never was fo Womanith, the caufe 
He may a little grieve at. 
2 Gen. Certainly, 
The Cardinal is the end of this, 
1 Gen. ’Tis likely, 
| By all conje@ures: Firft Kildare’s Attainder, 
| Then Deputy of Jreland, who remov’d, 
Earl Surrey was fent thither, and in hatte too, 
| Left he thould help his Father. 
2 Gens That trick of State 
Was a deep envious one, 
I Gen. At his return, 
No doubt he will requite it; this is noted 
And generally, who ever the King favours, 
The Cardinal inftantly will find employment for, 
And far enough from Court too. 
2 Gen. All the Commons 
ate him Pernicioufly, and ©” my Conf{cience, 
With him ten’ Fathom deep: This Duke as much 


Phey love and doat on, call him Bounteous Buckingham, 
€¢ Mirror of all Courtefie. 
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Exter Buckingham from his <frr aignment, Tipftaves, before 
him, the Axe with the edge towards him, Halberds on each 
fide, accompanied with Sir Thomas Lovel, Sir Nicholas 
Vaux, Walter Sands, and commoy People, &c. 

1 Gen. Stay there, Sir, 

And fee the noble ruin’d Man you fpeak of 

2 Gen Let’s ftand clofe and behold him. 


Buck 
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King Henry nS 1743 


Buck. All good People, 

You that thus far have come to pity me; 

Hear what I fay, and then go home and lofe me, 

I have-this day receiv’d a Traitor’s Judgment, 

And by that name mutt die; yet Heav’n bear witnels, 

And if I have a Confcience, let it fink me, 

Even as the Axe falls, if I be not faithful. 

To th’ Law I bear no malice for my death, 

T has done upon the Premifes, but Juftice: 

But thofe that fought it, [ could with more Chriftians: 

Be what they will, I heartily forgive ‘em; 

Yet let em look they glory not in mifchief, 

Nor build their evils on the Graves of great Men; 
For then, my guiltlefs Blood muft cry againft *em, 
For further life in this World I ne’er hope, 

Nor will I fue, although the King have Mercies 
More than I dare make Faults. 

You few that lov’d me, 

And dare bebold to weep for Buckingham, 

His noble Friends and Fellows, whom to leave 

Is only bitter to him, only dying, 

Go with me like good Angels to my end, 

And as the long divorce of Steel falls on me, 
Make of your Prayers one {weet Sacrifice, 

And lift my Soul to Heav’n, 

Lead on a God’s Name. 

Lov. I do befeech your Grace for Charity, 
If ever any malice in your Heart 
Were hid againft me, now to forgive me frankly. 
Buck, Sir Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive you 

As I would be forgiven: I forgive all. 

There cannot be thofe numberlefs Offences 
"Gainft me, that I cannot take peace with: 
No black envy fhall make my Grave. 
Commend me to his’ Grace: 
And if he {peak of Buckingham, pray tell him, 
You met him half in Heav’n: My Vowsand Prayers, 
Yet are the King’s; and ’till my Soul forfake me, 
Shall cry for Bleffings on him, — May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his Years; 


Ever 
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ih, 1744 The LIFE of 


Ever belov’d and loving may his Rule be: 
} And when old time fhall lead him to his end, 
| Goodnefs and he fill up one Monument. 
Lov. To th’ Water-fide I muft condu& your Grace; 
Then give my Charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 


ii hie | Vaux. Prepare there, 
Ai The Duke is coming: See the Barge be ready, 
NG wee 


And fit it with fuch Furniture as fuits 
The greatnefs of his Perfon, 


Hi | ti Buck, Nay, Sir Nicholas, 


Let it alone; my State now will but mock me ; 
When I came hither, I was Lord High Conftable, 





ile And Duke of Buckingham; now, poor Edward Bohuns 


Yet I am richer than my bafe Accufers, 
That never knew what Truth meant: I now feal it; 
PF And with that Blood wil) make *em one Day groan for’t. 
nae My noble Father, Flenry of Buckingham, 
et i Who firft rais’d head againit Ufurping Richard, 
A | ae | Flying for fuccour to his Servant Baniffer, 
Being diftreft, was by that wretch betray'd, 
And without Trial, fell; God’s peace be with him. 
flenry the Seventh fucceeding, truly pitying 
My Father’s lofs, like a moft Royal Prince 
Reftor’d me to my Honours; and out of Ruins 
Made my Name once more Noble. Now his Son} 
Flenry the Eighth, Life, Honour, Name, and all 
That made me happy, at one ftroke has taken 
Pi | Por ever from the World. I had my Trial, 
x \ And muft needs fay, a Noble one; which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched Father: 
Reais Yet thus far are we one in Fortune, both 
ue | Fell by our Servants, by thofe Men we lov’d moft: 
A moft unnatural and faithlefs Service, 
Heav’n has an end in all; yet, you that hear me, 
This from a dying Man receive as certain: 
here you are liberal of your Loves and Counfels, 

Be {ure you be not loofe 3 for thofe you make Friends, 
_ And give your Hearts to, when they once perceive 
|} The leaft rub jn your Fortunes, fa}j away ; 


Like 


“= e T nam 7 Yo 
. King Henry VIII. 1745 


i Like Water from ye, never found apain, 
, Hut where they mean to erenne ~ al Korie, Pe ope 
, Of my long weary Life j is come ¢ upon me: 
ms rm My oe J 57 7) al ‘ } o 
wel; and when you wouid lay fomething that 1s fad; 
Speak how Tee : 
ved a POW j tel 
le te Te gee er. r 
I have done; and God forgive me. 
: tgs g e 7 
| Exeunt Buckingham and Train; 
1 Gen, O, this is full of pity; 
{, : "AT j : Sa Lor : le 
Cary TOO many Curries on thell Heads; 
lat were the Authors; 
fi) 2 Gen. If the Ds ke be guiltlefs, 
‘ani banls hey . oe 
Oni Lis full of woe; yet Fe can give y you inkling 
ware bi Of an eniuine sei if it fal! 
Greater tl 11S. 


W ial 1 Gen Good Ange]s k 
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sep.it from us: 

ay an W hat may it be2 vehi do not doubt my Faith, Sig? 
| 2 Gen. This Secret. is-fo weighty, “twill require 
| A ftrong faith to concéal it. 
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I Gen, Let me have its Be 
i me \y 
b hi 2 Gen. I am conf ‘Gident: 4 » 
tii = t 7 
¥y 7 1} C; re y J reyT ~ " 
5 sling ad ly Vil. Did yc Iu 10t of late D LS i ay S hear A 
A | £ ee ve 
ra 7, Of Daratio} 1, 
} ; - 
4 Betwe the King and Katharine ? 
ul) 


I Gen Yessebut it beld 
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So, r ue | . . 
j or when the Kingeoncerhearduityout of anger 


i ae 
le fent command tothe rere Mayor ftraie he MiP } 
To ftop the R umoury and«al] lay the Tongues 
That durft difperfeir. : ' 
Li 2 Gen. But that flander; Sits 


Is a found truth now ;" for ir-erows again 
Frefher thané’er it was; and held for certain 
I The King will venture at its Either the Cardinal 
Or fome about him se have, out of malice 
To the good Queen, pofleft him with a feruple 
! lo her: To ea this too, 
Cardinal Campeins.is arriv’'d, and-lately, 
Ais all think, for this bufinef 
t Gen. *Tis the Cardinal; 
And theerly to reyénge him of the Emperor 
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For not beftowing on him, at his asking, 

The Arch-Bifhoprick of Toledo, this is purpos’d. i 
2 Gen, I think 

You have hit the mark; but is’t not cruely bo 

That fhe fhould feel the {mart of this? the Cardinal +2" 

Will have his Will,’ and the mutt fa}, HH 
1 Gen. *Tis woful. | mars 

We are too open here to argue this: pa 

Let’s think in Private more, [ Exewnt, 

SCENE UL Sf 


AA 
Enter Lord Chamberlain, reading a Letter. 


Y Lord, the Horfes yenr Lord fbip fent for, with dl 
the care’ I had I faw well chofen, ridden, and farm 
aif’. They were young and handfome, and of the bef Breed 
in the North. When they owere ready to fet out for London, 
a Man of my Lord Cardinal’s, by Commifion and main Power, 
took “em from me, with this reafon: His Maffer would be 
ferv'd before a Subjett, if uot before the King, which froppd 
our Mouths, Sir. 1 
I fear, he will indeed; well, let him have them: he will 
haveall, I think. a 


Enter to the Lord Chamberlain, the Dukes of Norfolk 
ana Suffolk, ‘lea 


te 


Vor. Well met, my Eord Chamberlain, 4 
Cham. Good day. to both your. Graces. (avd 
Suf. How is the King employ’d?2 idl 
Cham. I left him private, fe 1c ae 
Full of fad Thoughts and: Troubles, el | 
Nor. What’s the Caufe? 53 128 


Cham. It feems the Marriage with his Brother’s Wife | 
Has crept too near his Confcience, bao l 


Saf. No, his Confcience wt | 
Has crept too near another Lady. Lal 
Nor. "Tis fo; ai 
This is the Cardinal’s doing; the King=Cardinal: pA 


- aa 


That blind Prieft, like the eldeft Son of Fortune, ont 
Tarns what he lift. The King will know him ene Day. 


) 


a } 
King Henry VILL, 1745 
_ Saf. Pray God he do, 
He'll never know himfelf elfe; 
Nor. How holily he works in all his Bufinefs; 
And with what zeal? For now he has crackt the League 
Between us and the Emperor, the Queen’s great Nephew4 
He dives into the King’s Soul, and there {catters 
Dangers, Doubts, wringing of the Confcience, 
Fears, and Defpairs, and all thefe for his Marriage; 
And out of -all thefé, to reftore the King, 
He counfels a Divorce, a lofs of her, 
That like a Jewel, has hung twenty Years 
About his Neck, yet never loft her Luftre; 
OF her that loves him with thar excellence, 
That Angels love good Men with; even. of her, 
Phat, when the greateft {troke of Fortune falls; 
Will blefs the King; and isnot this courfe pious? 
Cham. Heav’n keep me from {uch Counfel; ’tis mol true 
DPhefe News are every where, every Tongue {peaks ’ems 
And every true Heart weeps for’r, All. that dare 
Look into thefe Affairs, fee his main end, 
The Freach King’s Sifter, Heav’n will one day open 
The King’s Eyes, that fo long have flept upon 
This bold bad Man, 
Suf. And free us from his Slavery, 
Nor. We had need pray, 
And heartily, for our deliverance; 
Or this Imperious Man will work us ali 
From Princes into Pages; all’ Mens Honours 
Lye like one lump before him, to be fathion'd 
Into what pitch he pleafe. 
Saf. For me, my Lords, 
I love him not, nor fear him; there’s my Creed? 
AAs T am made without him, fo [i {tand, 
If the King pleafe; his Curfes and his Bleffings 
Touch me alike; th’ are breath I not believe Ine 
I knew him, and I know him; fo I leave him 
To him that made him proud, the Pope, 
Nor. Let’s in} | 
And with fome other Bafinefs, put the King 
From thefe fad Thoughts, that work too much upon him; 


My Lord; you'll bear us company 2 


Pp z Ehéias 








“9 
wa, sXCUle me, 
The King has fent me other-where: Befides 
You'll find a moft unfit time to difturb him: 
Health to your Lordthips. | Exit Lord Chamberlain, 
Nor. ‘Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain. : 
The Scene draws, and difcovers the King firing and veate 
ing penpvely. ) 
Suf. How fad he looks; fure he is much affliGed. 
King. Who’s there? Ha 2 
Nor. Pray God, he be not angry: 
King.“ Who’s there, I fay ? how dare youthruft yourfelye 
Into my private Meditations2 
Whoam 12 ha? 
Nor. A gracious King, tht pardons all Offences 
Malice ne’er meant: Our breach of Dury this way, 
Is Bufinefs of Effate; in which, we come 
‘To know your Royal Pleafure. 
King. Ye are too bold: 
Go to; Pll make y¢ know your times of Bufinefs: 
Ts this an hour for temporal Affairs? ha | 
Enter Wolfey,and Campeius rhe Pope's Legat, with a Commilfon 
W ho’s there? my good Lord Cardinal © my Wolfe, 
juict of my wounded Confcienc ; 





Et pe | 

ane gduie 

Thou arta cure fit for the King; youre welcome, 
Moft learned reverénd Sir, into our Kingdom, 

Ule us, and it; my good Lord, have great Cares 


not found a Talker. 
Sir, you cannot: 
I would your Grace would vive us but an hour 
Of private Conference. *  ~ 
Kang, We are bufie; 20. 
Nor. This Prieft has no Pride in him? 
Suf. Not to fpeak of : 
I would not be fo-fick thouch, for his place “ 
B it this cannot continue, — — 
Nor. If it do, Vl venture one heave at him, . 
Swf, i another. | Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 
ol. Your Grace has given a Precedent of Wifdom 
Ahove all Princes, in committing freely 
‘Your feruple to the Voice of Chriftendom= 


: | Who 


= : S 


V¥bie 


Dory ty 


Ney 
King Henry VUI. 1749 
Who can be angry now 2: what sy y teach you’ 
The Spaniard, t) ‘d by blood and favour to her, 
fuft now confefs, if they have any goodnels 
The Trial juft and. noble. — All the Cle: 
I mean the learnedvones:in Chriftian ae a 
Have their free Voices... Rome, the Nurfe of Judgment, 
Invited by your Noble felf, hath fen 
One general Tongue unto us, this good Man, 
This jut and. learned Prieft, Cardinal Camspeius, 
Whom once more I prefent.unto your Highnels. 
King. And once more in._mine-Arms-I bid him welcome; 
And thank the holy Conclave for their Loves, 
They have. fent me fuch 2 Man I would have with’d for. 
Cam. Your Grace muft needs deferve all Str: angers lOVES, 
You are fo Noble: To your Highneffes Han d 
I tender my Commi iffion; by vhofe virtue, 
The Court of Rome commanding, You, my Lord, 
Cardinal of York, are join’d with me, their Ry 
In the impartial judging of this Bufinefs, 
King. T'wo ¢qual Men: The Queen fhall be acquainted 
Forthwith for what you come... Where's Gardiner 2 
Wol. I know your Majefty has always lov’d her 
So dear 1n Heart, not to a ny her that, 


£ Xj n ae 
A Woman of Ie ft Place mi cht ask by Law, 
\ * vn : ae Pe ee D t f 2¢]y P c é 
Schol TS allow Cy ag 4S y'tO Beary ror her, 
‘ 
ghee se heft fhe all : in i re 
King. Ay, and the belt fhe fhall have; and my favour 
C2 J 


To him that dads’ belt, God forbid elfe; Cardinal, 
‘ithee call Gardiner to me, my new Secretary, 
I find him a fit Fellow. 
Enter Gardiner, 
Wil. Give me your Hand; much joy and favour to yo: 
You are the King’s now. 
Cand But to be commanded 


EB, r *VRPr Nt 7 777" " a Hip |} na ha “ais 7 
ror e@€véet by You! (race, whofe ha 1a nas G ™M 


nibs Come hit a Garainer. | Walks and whifpe 1S. 
Cam. My Lord of York, was not one Doctor Pace 
In this M Mai ’s place befor ‘e him? 
Wol, ¥ xs was. 
Cam, WwW as he not hel Id a lea arned Man 2 : 
Wol, Yes, furely. 
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Cam. Believe me, there’s an ill Opinion fpread then 


Even of your felf, Lord Cardinal. (ld 
Wol. How 2 of me? ¥ 
Cam. They will not ftick to fay, you envy’d him; 

And fearing he would rife, he was fo virtuoug 2) ae 


Kept him a foreign Man ftill, which fo griev'd hi 
That he ran Mad, and dy’d. i 
Wol. Heav’n's peace be with him; 
‘That’s Chriftian care enough; for living murmurers 
There’s places of rebuké. He was 4 Fool, side 
For he would needs be virtuous. That good Fellow, i 
If Nf command him, follows my appointment; ‘al 
I will have none fo near elfe, “Learn this, Brother, 
We live not to be grip’d by meaner Perfons. 
King. Deliver this with modefty to th’ Queen, 
Ee x oT Be Gardiner 
€ mom convenient place that I.can think of, 
For {uch receit of Learning, is Black: Fryars : a: 
There ye fhall meet about this weighty Bufinefs, ‘: 
My Wolfey, fee it furnifhed. O my Lord, | is 
Would it not grieve an able Man to leave | 
So {weet a Bedtellow 2 Burt Confcience, Confcience—-=_ 
© ‘cis a tender Place, and I muff leave her. | Exemnt. 


SC ENE Il. 
Enter Anne Bullen, aud an old Lady. 
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_ une. Not for that neither---here’s the pang that pinches. 
His Highnefs having liv’d fo long with her, and fhe 
20 good a Lady, that no Tongue could ited 

Pronounce difhonour of her; by my Life, 

She never knew harm-doing: Oh, now after 

ee courfes of the Sun enthron’d, : 

To lew tihouland fil mee ee ae 

#9: 1 id fold more bitter, than 

- is {weet at firft acquire. After this Procefs, 

0 give her the Avaunt, it is 3 pity pert, 

Would move a Monfter, 

Wid L. Hearts of moft hard temper 

Melt and lament for her. | 
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King Henry VIII. 1761 
Anne. O God’s Will, much better 
She ne’er had known Pomp; though’t be temporal, 
Yet if that quarrel, Fortune; do divorce 
It from the bearer, *tis a fufferance, panging 
As Soul and Body’s fevering, 
Old L. Alas, poor Lady, 
She’s Stranger now again, 
Anne. So much the more 
Mutt pity drop upon her; verily 
I {wear, ’tis better to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in Content, 
Than to be perk’d up in a glift’ring Grief, 
And wear a golden Sorrow. 
Old L. Our Content 
Is our beft having. 
Anne. By my troth and Maidenhead, 
I would nor be a Queen. 
ld LZ. Bethrew me, I would, 
And venture Maidenhead for’t, and fo would you 
For all this fpice of your Hypocrifie; 
You that have fo fair parts of Woman on you, 
Have, too, a Woman’s Heart, which ever yet 
Affected Eminence, Wealth, Sovereignty; 
Which, to fay footh, are Bleffings; and which Gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the Capacity 
Of your foft Chiverel Confcience would receive; 
[f you might pleafe to ftretch it. 
Anne, Nay, good troth 
Old L.. Yes, troth and troth; you would not bea Queen? 
Anne. No, not for all the Riches under Heav’n, 
OldL. “Tis ttrange; athree-pence bow’d now would hire 
Old as Tam, to Queenit; but I pray you, 





(ime, 
What think you of a Dutchefs? have you Limbs 
To bear that load of Title ? 
Annes No, in truth, 
Old L. Then you are weakly made, pluck off 4 little, 
I would not be a young Countin your way, 
For more than blufhiag comes to: If your Back 
Cannot vouchfafe this burthen, ’tis too weak 
a > 
Ever to get a Boy 
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The King hath 


Heauty and Honour in her are fo 


Bit from this Lady 


1752 the L 1 F E “of 
dune. How you do talk 
I fwear again, I would not bea Queen 
For all the World. 
OldL.. In faith for little England 
You'll venture an emballing: 1 my felf 
Would for Carnaryan fbire, although there long’d 
No moge to th? Crown but that. Lo, who comeshere? 
LExter Lord Chamberlain. 
Cham. Good morrow, Ladies: What wei’t worth to krow 
The fecret of your Conference?2- 
Anne, My good Lord, 
Not your demand; it values not your asking: 
Our Miftrefs Sorrows we were pitying, : 
Cham. It was a gentle Bufinefs, and becoming 
The action of good Women, there is hope 
All will be wel), 
“Anne. Now I pray God, Amen. | 
- Cham. You beara gentle Mind, and heavenly Bleflings 
Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, fair Lady, 
Perceive I fpeak fincerely, and high Notes 
Ta’en of your many Virtues; the King’s Mayefty 
Commends his good Opinion of you, to yous and 
Does purpofe Honour to you no lefs flowing 
Than Marchionefs of Pembrook 3 to which Title 
A thoufand pound a year, Annual fupport, 
Out of his Grace, he adds. | 
inne. I donot know 
What kind of Obedience, I fhould tender; 
More than my All, is nothing: Nor my Prayers 
Are not Words d uly hallowed, nor my Withes 
More worth than empty Vanities ; yet Prayers and Withes 
Are all I can return, ‘Befcech your Lordfhip, 


Vouchfafe to {peak my Thanks, and my Obedience, 


As from a bluthing Handmaid to his Highnefs; 
Whofe Health and Royalty I pray for, | 
Cham. Lady ; . 

I fhall not fail ¢ approve the fair conceit 

of you. TI have perus’d her weil, 
mingled, . : 
§3 and whoknowsyety 
may progecd a Gem, 
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King Henry VII. 

To lighten all this Ile? Ill to the King, 

And fay I {poke with you. 
Anne. My honour’d Lord. 

Ol4L. Why thisit is: See, fee, 
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| Exit Chamberlain, 
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rel I have been begging fixteen Years in Court 1 | 
rani (Am yet a Courtier begegarly) nor could i, 

ay Come pat betwixt too early, and too late * mW 
at) For any fuit of Pounds ; ahd you, oh fate, i 


A very freth Fith here; fie, fie, fié upon 


This compell'd fortune, have your Mouth &ill'd up, 
Before you open it. 
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Anne. This 1S {trance to me, 


Ola L. How tates it? Is it bitter? Forty Pence, noz 
i There was an old Lady once (’tis an old Story) | 


= 


That would not be a Queen, that would fhe not, 
For all the mud in Egypr; have you heard it? 
Anne. Come, you are pleafant. 

Ol4L. With your Theme, I could 
O’er-mount the Lark; the Marchionefs of Pembrook2 
A thoufand poundsa year, for pure refpe@ ? 
No other Obligation? By my Life, 
That promifes more thoufands: Honour’s train 
Is longer than his Fore-skirt; by this time 
I know your Back will bear a Dutchef, 
Are you not itronger than you were? 

Anne. Good Lady, 
Make your felf Mirth with your particular’ Fanc 
And leave me out on’t.) Would I had no being, 
If this falute my Blood a joty*it faints me ~ 
To think what follows, 
The Queen is comfortlefs, and we forgetful 
In our long abfence; pray do not deliver, 
What here y’ave heard to her, 

Ola L, What doyou think me 
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Trumpets, Sonnet, and Corners, Enter nvo Vercers, with {hort 
la py Vausee f Mas hs ae 
Silver Wanas; next them two Scribes in the habits of Dottors: 
” f ; ' ‘ 2 , ‘S 
After thet, the Bi {bop of Canterbury alone; after him, the 
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with fome {mall diftance, follows a-Gentleman benring rhe 
Pur fe, with the great Seal, and a Cardinal's Hat; then tye 
Priefts, bearing each a Silver Crofs; thena GeutlemanV {ber 
bare-headed, accompanied with a Serjeant at <rms, bearing 
a Mace; then two Gentlemen, bearing two Silver Pillars: 
after them, fide by fide, the two Cardinals, two Noblemen, 
with the Swordand Adace. The King takes place under the 
Cloth of State; the two Cardinals it under him as Fudges. 
The Queew takes place fome diftance from the King. The Bie 
shops place themfelues on each fide the Court in manner of a 
Conjiftory: Below them, the Scribes. The Lords Jit next the 


Bifbops. . The reft of the Attendants ftand in convenient order 
about the Stage, | 


Wol. Whillt our Commiffion from Rome is read, 
Let filence be commanded. | | 

King. What's the need 2 
It hath already publickly been read, 

And on all fides th’ Authority allow’d, 
You may then {pare that time, | 3 

Wel. Be’ fo, proceed, 

Scribe. Say, Henry King of England, come into the Court, 

Cryer, Henry King of Englasd, &c. 

King. Here... 

Scribe. Say, Karherine Queen of England, 

Come into the Court. 

Cryer. Katherine, Queen of England, &c. "es 
The Oueen makes no anfwer, rifes out of her Chair, oes About 
_ the Court, comes to the King, and kneels at his Feet; then 

Jpeaks; | ape 
Sir, I defire you to do me Right and Juttice, 

And to beftow your Pity on me; for | 

fama moft poor Woman, and a Stranger, 

Bora ovt of your Dominions ; having here 

No Judge indifferent, nor no more affurance 

Of equal Friendthip and Proceeding. Alas, Sir, 

fn what have I offended you ? What canfe : 

Hath my behaviour given to your difpleafure, 

{hat thus you thould Proceed to put me off, 

And take your good Grace from me? Heav’n witnels, 
Thave been to you a true and humble Wife, a 







































King Henry VIII. 
At all times to your Will conformable: 
Ever in fear to kindle your diflike, 
Yea, fubject to your Countenance; glad, or forry, 
As I faw it inelin'd? when was the hour 
f ever contradicted your Defire? 
Or made it not mine too? Or which of your Friends 
Have I not ftrove to Love, although I knew 
He were mine Enemy ? What Friend of mine, 
That had to him deriv’d your Anger, did I 
Continue in my liking? nay, gave notice 
He was from thence difcharg’d? Sir, call to mind, 
That I have been your Wife, in this Obedicnce, 
Upward of twenty Years, and have been bleft 
With many Children by you. If in the courfe 
And procefs of this time you can report, 
And Prove it too, againft mine Honour ouchr, 
My bond of Wedlock, or my Love and Duty 
Againft your Sacred Perfon; in God’s name 
Turn me away ; and let foul’ft Contempt 
Shut door upon me, and fo give meu 
To the fharp’ft kind of Juftice. Pleafe you, Sir, 
The King, your Father, was reputed for 
A Prince moft prudent, and an excellen 
And unmatch’d Wit and Judgement. Ferdinand 
My Father, King of Spaiz, was reckon’d one 
The wifeft Prince, that there had reign’d, by many 
A year before. {tis not to be gueftion’d, 
That they had gather’d a wife Council to them 
Of every Realm, that did debate this Bufinefs, 
Whodeem’d our Marriage lawful. Wherefore! humbly 
Befeech you, Sir, to fpare me, *till I'ma 
Be by my Friends in Spain advis’d; whofe Counfel 
I will implore. If not, i’th’ hame of God 
Your pleafure be fulfill’d. 
Wol. You have here, Lady, 
(And of yourchoice) thefe Reverend Fathers, Men 
Of fingular Integrity and Learning: 
Yea, the ele& o’th’ Land, who are affembled 
To plead yourCaufe. It fhall be therefore bootlef, 
That longer you defer the Court, as well 
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For your own quiet, as to rectifie 
What is unfettled in the King, 
Cam, His Grace 


Fath {poken well, and juftly; therefore, Madam, 
It’s fit this Koyal Seffion do proceed, | 
And thar, without delay, ‘their Arguments 


ED aa AAA ae 
HE now produc d, and heard. 


Oucen. Lord Cardinal, to you I fpeak, 
Wol. Your pleafure, Madam. 
Queen, Sir, Lam about to weep; but thinking that 
We area Queen, or long have dream’d fo, certain 
The Daughter of a King, my drops of Tears 
‘turn to {parks of Fire. 
Wol. Be patient yet—— 
Queen. T will, when you are humble, nay before, 
Or God willpunifh me, I do believe, 
Induc’d by: potent Circumftances, that 
You are mine Enemy, ‘and make my Challenge, 
You fhall nor be my Judge. For it is you 
Havé blown this C al, betwixt my Lord and me, - 
Which God’s dew quench; therefote, I fay again, 
I utterly abhor, yea; from my Soul 
Refufe you for my Judge, whom yet once more 
I hold my moft malicious Foe, and think nor’ 
At alla Friend to Truth. 

Wal. 1 do profefs 
You {peak ‘not like yourfelf, who eve 
Have ftood to Charity, an 
Of Difpofition gentle, and of Wifdom ) 
O’er-topping Woman’s Power. Madam, you dome wrong, 
I have no Spleen againft you, nor Injuftice 
For you, or any; how far Ivhave proceeded, 
Or how far further thall, is Warranted — 
By a Commiffion from the Confiftory | 
Yea, the whole Confiftory of Rome You char ¢ 

| ‘ ge me, 
That! have blown this Coal; Ido deny it, 
The King is prefent: If it be known to him, 
Phat I 8ainfay my Deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my Falfhood? yea. as much 
As you have done My Truth. ‘If he know 
That I am free of your Report, he knows. 


r yet 


d difplay’d th’ effe@s 




















7 


ene 


ae 
+... 
P 
> 


bog 
ax , 


King H 
ing i 


<3 


I am not of your Wrong. Therefore in him 


{t lyes to cure mes and the Cure Is to 

Remove thefe thoughts from you. The whichbefore 
His Highnefs hall (pe: ki in, I do‘befeech 

You, gracious Madam, to unthink your fpeaking, 
And to fay no more. 


nw 


Queen. My Lord, my Lord, 

Rg geRe 7, SNK S | 9 
Iam a {imple Woman, much too weak 
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You fign your Place and Calling, 1n full feeming 

j 1 TT . , 
With Meeknefs and Humility; but your Heart 
, 

Iscramm’d with Arrogance, Spleen and Pride, 
You have by Fortune and his Hiegl Bid 

Ou nave | y rortune and nis ris inef S avVelii 
Gone flightly o’erlow Steps, at d now are mou si d 
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You tender more . ur Perfon’s Honour, than 
Your high Profeffion Spiritual. That again 
I do refufe you for my Judge, and here 
Before you all, Appcal unto the Pope, 
To bring my whole Caufe ’fore his Holinels, 
And to be judg’d by him. 
She curtfes to the King, ana offers to depart. 
Cam, The Queen 1s ObIEINateE, 
Stubborn to Juitice p 
Difdainful to be try’d 
She’s going away. 
King Call her again. 
Cryer. Katherine, Queen of England, come into tlre Court. 
Ujfber. Madam, you are call’d back. 
Queen. What need you note it? pray you keep your ways 
When you are call’d, returnes Now the Lord help, 
They vex me paft my patience-----pray you pafs on ; 
I will not tarry; no, nor ever more 
Upon this bufinefs my appearance make 
In any of their Courts. 
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| Exeunt Oucen, and her Attendants. 
Kine. Go thy ways, Kate, 
That Man i’th’World, who fhall report he has 
A better Wife, les him in nought be trufted, 
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For {peaking falfe in that; thou art alone, 
If thy rare Qualities,. {weet Gentlenefs, 
Thy Mecknefs Saint-like, Wife-like Government; 
Obeying in commanding, and thy Parts 
Sovereign and Pious; could {peak thee out, 
The Queen of earthly Queens: She’s Noble born ; 
And like her true Nobility, fhe has 
Carried her felf towards me, 

Wols Molt gracious Sir, 
In humbleft manner I require your Highnefs, 
That it fhall pleafe you to declare in hearing 
Of all thefe Ears (for where Lam robb’d and bound; 
There muft I be unloos’d, although not there 
At once, and fully fatisty’d) whether ever I 
Did broach this Bufinefs to your Highnefs, or 
Laid any {cruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the queftion on’t; or ever 
Have to yous but with thanks to God for fuch 
A Royal Lady, {pake one, the leaft word that mighé 
Be the prejudice of her prefent State, 
Or touch of her good Perfon 2 

King. My. Lord Cardinal, 
I do excufe you; yea, upon mine Honour, 
Ifree you from’t: You are not to be taught, 
That you have many Enemies, that know not 
Why they are fo, but like the Village Curs, 
Bark when their fellows do, By fome of thefe 
The Queen is put in anger; y’are excus d: 
But will you be more juftify’d2 You ever 


‘Have wifh’d the fleeping of this Bufinefs, never defir'd 


It to be ftirr’d ;* but oft have hindred, oft, 

The Paffages made toward it ; on my Honour, 

I {peak my good Lord Cardinal to this point ; 

And thus far clear him, 

Now, what mov'd me to’t, 3 

f will be bold with time and your attention : 

Then mark th’inducemenr, Thus it came; give heed to’t: 

My Confcience firft receiv'd a tendernefé, 

Scruple, and prick, on ¢ercain Speeches utter’d 

By the Bifhop of Bayon, then French, Ambaflador; 

Who had been hither fent on the debating ~~ | 
Deon And 
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King Henry VI. 


And Marriage twixt the Duke of Orleans, and 
Our Daughter Mary: Ich’ Progrefs of this] 
E’er a determinate refolution, he, 
I mean the Bifhop, did require a refpite, 
Wherein he might the King his Lard 
Whether our Daughter were Legitimate, 
Refpecting this our Marriage with the Dowager 
Sometimes our Brother’s Wife. his refpice tho 
The bofom of my Confcience, enter’d me, 
Yea, with a fplitting Power, and made to tremble 
The region of my Breaft, which forc’d 
That many maz’d Confiderings did throng 
And preft in with this Caution. Fir ft, methought 
{ ftood not in the fmile of Heav’n, who hid 
Commanded Nature, that my Lady’s Wo 
If it conceiv’d a Male-child by me,. fhould 
Do no more Offices of Life to’t, than 
The Grave does to th’ Dead; for her Male-I fluc, 
Or died where they were made, or fhortly after 
This World had air’d them. “Hence I took a thought, 
This was a Judgment on me, that my Kirgdom, . 
Well worthy the beft Heir o’th’ World, thould not 
Be glad in’t by me.’ Then follows, that 
f weigh’d the Danger which my Realms ftood if 
By this my I flues fail, and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throw; thus hulling in 
The wild Sea of my Confcience, I did fteer 
Towards this Remedy, whereupon we are 
Now prefent here together; that’s to fay, 
I meant to rectifie my Confcience, which 
i then did feel full fick, and yet fot well 
By all the Reverend Fathers of the Land, 
And Do@tors learned. Firft, I began in private, 
With you, my Lord of Lincolz; you remember 
How under my Oppreffion I did reel, 
When I firft mov’d you. 
Lin. Very well, my Liege. 
Keng. I have {pokelong, be pleas'd your felf to fay 
Flow far you fatisfy’d me. 
Lin. So pleafe your Highnefs, 


The Queftion did at firft fo ftagger ‘me; 
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1760 The LIFE of 


Bearing a ftate of mighty moment in’t, 
And confequence of dread, that I committed 
The daring’{t Councel which I had to doubt, 
And did intreat your Highnefs to this Courle, 
Which you are running here, 
King. I then mov’d you, 
My Lord of Canterbury, and got your leave 
To make this prefent Summons unfollicited. 
I left no reverend Perfon in this Court 
But by particular confent proceeded 
Under your Hands and Seals: therefore £0 On, 
Forno diflike i’th’ World again{t the Perfon 
Of our good Queen, but the fharp thorny Points 
Of my alledged Reafons, drives this forward : 
Prove but our Marriage lawful, by my Life 
And kingly Dignity, we ate contented 
To wear our mortal State to come, with her 
(Katharine our Queen) before theprimeft Creature 
That’s Paragon’d o’th’ World. 
Cam. So pleafe your Highnefs, 
The Queen being abfenr, ‘tis a needful fitniefs, 
That we Adjourn this Court to 4 further day; 
Mean while muft be an earneft motion 
Made to the Queen, to call back her Appeal 
She intends unto his Holinefs, 
King. I may perceive 
Thefe Cardinals trifle with me + I abhor 
This dilatory Sloth, and Tricks of Rome. 
My learned and well- beloved Servant Cranmer, 
Prithee return; with thy approach, | know, 
My comfort comes along: break up the Court: 


IT fay, fet on, Exeunt, ix manner as they enter'ds 
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Py 
SC eneerrate Cel tte SI Ss Paeee 
ACT Il. SCENE 1 


Enter Queen and her Women Ay 
as at Work. 
Queen, A KE thy Lute, Wench, . 


: My ‘Soul grows fad with T oubles, 
Sing, and difperfe em if thou can’ft : leave working 


SONG 
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At 
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tie 


King Henry VIII. 156 
SON G. 
ais pheus, with his Lute, made Trees, 
Ant be V fountain tops, that freexe; 


ew themfelves when he did fing. 
To bis Musick z Pla nts and Flowers 
Ever {pring, as Sun and Showers 
There had made a lafting Spring. 
Every thing that heara him play, 
Even the Bi Mesiis of the Seay 

Hung their Heads, and then lay by. 
Th faveet Mujick is Sach Art, 

Killing Care, ana Grief of H, carts 
Fall afleep; or hearing ig dye. 


Enter a Gentleman. 

Queen. How now ¢ 

Gent. And't pleafe your Grace, the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the Prefence. 

Queen. Would they {peak with me? 

Gent. Théy> will’d me fay y {0 Madam. 

Queen. Pray their Grace 
To come near; what can be uals Bufinefs 
With me, a poor weak Woman, fall’n from Favour? 
I do not like their coming. Now I think on’t, 
hey fhould be good Men, their A Affairs are Righteous; 
a All Hoods make not Aforks: 

Enter the Cardinals Wolley and Campeius: 

Wol. Peace to yout Highnefs. 

Queen. Your Graces find ie here part of a Houife-wife; 
(I would be all) againft the worft may happen : 
What are your Pleafures _ me; Reverend Lords? 

Wols May it pleafe yous Noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your private Chamber ; we fhall give you 
The full Caufe of our coming: 

Queen. Speak it here: 
There’s nothing I have done "ote o’ my Conference; 
Deferves 4 Corner; would all other Women 
Could fpeak this with as free a Soul, as I do: 
My Lords, I care not: (fo much I am happy 


Above 4 humber) if my AGtions rs 
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1762 The LIFE of 


Were try’d by every Tongue, every Eye faw ’em; 

Envy and-bafe Opinion fet again{t *em, 

I know my Life fo even, If your Bufinefs 

Seck me out, and that way lam Wife in; 

Out with it boldly: Truth loves open Dealing, 
Wol. Tanta eft Crga Le mentis integritas, Regina Sereniffimays 
Oxueen. Good my Lord, no Latin; | 

I am not fuch a Truant fince my. coming, 

As not to know the Language I have liy’d in: 

A ftrange Tongue makes my caufe more ftrange, fufpiciouss 

Pray fpeak in Englifh; here are fome will thank you, 

Tt you fpeak truth, for their poor Miftrefs fake ; 

Believe me fhe has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal, 

The willing’ Sin T ever yet committed, 

Mav be abfoly’d in Exgli fb, 
Wol. Noble Lady, ’ 

Iam forry my Integrity thould breed 

(And Service to his Majefty and you) 

{picion,. where al] Faith was meant ; 
by the-way of Accufation, 

*onour every good Tongue blefles 3 . 

Nor to betray you any way to. Sorrow, Oa Ve 

You have too much, good Lady: But to know 

How you ftand minded inthe weighty Difference 

Between the King and you, and.to deliver, 

Like free and honeft Men, our.jut Opinions, 

And comforts to your Caufe, 

Cam. Mott honoured Madam, 

My Lord of York, out of his noble Nature, 

Zeal and Obedience, the {till hore your Grace, 

Forgetting, like a good Man, your late Cenfure 

Both of his Truth and him, (which was too far) ye 

Offers, as Ido, ing fign of Peace, a 

His Service and his Counfel, 

Queen, To betray me. 
My Lords, I thank you b 
Ye fpeak ike hone Men, 
But how to make ye fudder 
In fuch a point of weight, 
(More near my Life, I fea 
And to fuch Men of Gravi 


~ 






oth for your good wills, 
pray God ye prove fo, 4 
ly an Anfwer | x 
{0 near mine Honour, 

r) with my weak Wit, 

ty and. Learning; 














es. 
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fn truth E know not. I was fet-at work 

Among my Maids, full little, God knows, looking 
Either for fuch Men, or fuch Bufinefs: . 
For her fake that I have been, for I feel 

Lhe laft fic of my Greatnefs, good your Graces, 
Let me have Time and Council for my Caufe: 
Alas, [ am a Woman friendlefs, hopelefs, 

Wol. Madam, 

You wrong the King’s Love with thofe Fears, 
Your Hopes and Friends are infinite, 

Oueen, In England, 

But little for my profit : Can you think, Lord; 
That any Engli fb Man dare give me Counfel 2 

Or bea known Friend *gainft his Highnefs pleafure, 
Though he be grown fo defperate to be honeft, 
And live a Subje&t? Nay forfooth, my Friends, 

They that muft weigh out my Afflictions, 

They that my truft muft grow to, live not here; 

They are, as al! my other Comforts, far hence 

fn mine own Country, Lords. 

Cam. 1 would your Grace 
Would leave your Griefs, and take my Counfel, 

Queen. How, Sir? 

Cam, Put your main Caufe into the King’s Prote on 
He’s loving and moft gracious, *T will be much 
Both for your Honour better, and your Caufe : 

For if the Trial of the Law o’er-take ye, 
You'll part away difprac’d. 

Wol. He tells you rightly. 

Oxzcen, Yetellme what ye wifh for both, my Ruin? 
Is this your Chriftian Counfel ? Out upon ye, 
Heav’n is above all yet ; there fits a Judge; 

That no King can corrupt. 

Cam. Your Rage miftakes uss 

Queen. The more fhame for ye; holy Men thought ye 
Upon my Soul, two reverend Cardinal Virtues ; 

But Cardinal Sins, and hollow Hearts, I fear ye 3 
Mend ’em for fhame, my Lords: 1s this your comifore? 
The Cordial that ye bring 4 wretched Lady 2 
A Woman loft among ye, laugh’d at, feorn’d ? 
L will nor with ¥e half iny Miferies, 
Qa t 
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1764 The L I FE of 


I have more Ghtarity. But fay I warn'd ye; 

‘ake Heed, for Heav’ns fake take heed, left at once 
The were ‘of my Sorrows fall upon ye. 

Vol. Madam, this is a meer Diftraction, 

You turn the ont we offer into Envy. | 
Qs sig . Ye turn me into nothing, Woupon ye, — 
fy ch f falfe fe Pr ofeffors. Would you haveme, 
t hav y Jattice, any Pity, 

If ye be any ates but Churchmens Habits) 

Put my fick Caufe into his Hands that hates me? 

Alas, h’as banifa’d me his Bed already, 

His Love too, long ago. I amold, my Lords, 

And all the Fe] low fhip { hold now with him 

Is only by Obedience. What can happen 

To me, above this wretchednefs? All your Studies 

Mike me a ‘Carle, | like this. 
oes m. Your fears are worfe. 
Queen, Have I liv’d thus long (let me fpeak my felf, 


Nett 


is) 





Since Virtue finds 20 Fr iends) a Wife, a true one? 
A Woma ts dare fay without Vain-glory) 
Never yet branded w atl Sufpicion 2 


Have I, with all my full J \ feBions 
Still met the King? lov’d him next Heav’n, obey’d him? 
Been out of fondnele. fuperftitious to him? 
oft £ forgot my Prayers to content him? 
ea am I thus rewarc ded 2 *tis not well, Lords 
Hing mea conftant Woman to her Husband, 
One that n ne'er dream’d a Joy , beyond his pleafures 
9 that Woman, when fhe has done moft, 
Yet will I add an Honour; a great Patience. 
Wel. Madam, you wander from the good 


fA > 
f.iinoi 


- a - 
i pe . = 
Queen. My Lord, 


F dare not make my felf fo guilty, 

Fo give up willing! y that noble Title 
x our Ma! ter wed meto: Nothing but Death 
Snall e’er divorce my. Dignities, 

Wal, Prag, hear me ——— 

- Gaeex, Would I had never trod this Englife Earth,» 
Or Sekt tne Batteries that grow upon it : 

Ye have Angels Faces, but "Heav’ n knows your Hearts. 
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What fhall become of me now! wretched Lady! 

I am the moft. unhappy Woman living. 

Alas, poor Wenches, where are now your Fortunes ¢ 
| To her Women. 

Ship-wrack’d upon a Kur edom, where no Pity, 

No Friends, no Hope, no Kindred weep for me? 

Almoft no Grave allow’d me? like the Lilly, 

That once was Miftrefs of the Picld, and flourifh’c, 

I’lj hang my Head, and perifh. 

Wol. If your Grace 

Could but be brought to know our Ends are honcft, 

You'll feel more comfort. Why fhould we, good Lacy, 

Upon what caufe wrong you ¢ Alas, our Places, 

The way of our Profeflion is againft it ; 

We are to cure fuch Sorrows, not to fow *em. 

For goodnefs fake confider what you do, 

How vou may hurt your felf, ay, utterly 


ns : "< ~ : sfanra 7 } set arrs4 2 
(srow trom the Kine’s Acquaintanc Cs by Cinls Warrlage. 


dD 
The Hearts of Princeskifs Obedience, 
So much they love it: But to ftubborn Spirits, 
They {well and prow as terrible as Storms. 
know vou have a gentle, noble Temper, 
A Soul as even asa Calm; pray think us, 
‘Thofe we profefs, Peace-makers, Friends and Servants. 


fron 


Cam. Madam, you'll find it fo: 
You wrong your Virtues 
With thefe weak Womens fears. A Noble Spirit, 
As yours was, put into you ever ca{ts 
Such doubts as falfe Coin from it. The King loves you, 
Beware you lofe it not; for us (if you pleafe 
To truft us in your Bufinefs) we are ready 
To ufe our utmoft Studies in your Service. 
Queen. Do what you will, my Lords; 
And pray forgive me, 
If Thaveusd my felf unmannerly ; 
You know I am a Woman, lacking wit 
To make a feemly anfwer to fuch Perfons. 
Pray do my Service to his Majefty, 
He has my Heart yet; and fhall have my Prayers 


While I fhall have my Life. Come, Keverena Fathers, 


Beltow your Counfels on me. She now begs 
2 That 
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The LIFE of 


‘That little thought when the fet footing here, | i | 
She fhould have bought her Dignities fo dear. — [ Exeumy, 


SCENE IL. 


Eater the Duke of Norfolk, Duke of Suffolk, Lord Surrey, 
ana Lord Chamberlain. | 

£NVor. If you willnow unite in your Complaints, 

Aand force them with a Conitancy, the Cardinal 

Cannot ftand under them, If you omit 

The offer of this time, I cannot promife, 

But that you fhall fuftain more new Difgraces, 

With thefe you bear already. 
Sar, Tam joyful 

To mect the leatt‘Occafion that may give me 

Remembrance of my Father-in-law the Duke, 

To be revene'd on him. 
S“* Which of the Peers 

dave uncontemn’d gone by him, or at leaft 

Strangely negle@ed? When did he regard 

The ttamp of Noblene& in any Perfon 

Out of ‘himfelf 2 bie 
Cham. My Lords, you {peak your Pleafures: 

W hat he deferves of you and me, I know: 

nat we can do him (though now the time 

sives way to us) I much fear. If you cannot 

Bar his accefs to th? King, never attempt : 

Any thing.on him; for he hath a witchcraft 3 

Over the King in's Tongue, 
Nor.’ O fear him hot, 


His Spell in that is out ; the King hath found 
Matter againft him that for ever mars 


Lhe Hony of his Language, No, he’s fettled, 


Not to come off, in his high Difpleafure, 
dur. Sir, 


I thould be glad to hear {u 
’5€e every hour, 
Nor.’ Believe it, this is true. 


r L ; ‘ re > 
In (ne Divorce, his contrary Proceedings 
Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears, 


ch News as this 








‘ y Pa 
| King Henry. V 16 a 


4, Asi would wifh mine Enemy. 
| Sur. How came 
His Practices to light 
: Suf. Mott ftrange lye 
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It did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive 
My King is tangled in A flectio' Ns to 
A Creature of the Queen’s, Lady dune. Bullen. 
Sur. Ha’s the King this¢ 
Suf. Believe it. 
Sur. Will this work 2 
n Cham. The King in this perceives him, how he coafts 
I And hedgeshisown way, But in this Point, 
All his tricks founder, and he brings his PI by.Gck 
After his Patient’s death; ; the King already 
Hath married the fair Lady, 
Sar. Would he had. 
Suf. May you be happy in your wifh, my Lord, 
For I profefs you have it. 
Sur. Now all my ) joy 
Trace the C€ Conjunction, 
Suf. My Amen tot, 
Nor. All Mens. 
Suf. There’s order given for her Coronation : 
Marry this is but young, and may be left 
To fome Ears unrecounted. Bur, my Lords, 
She is a gallant Creature, and compleat 
In Mind and Feature, I perfuade me from her 
Will fall fome Blefling to this Land, which fhall 
In it be memoriz’d. 
sr. But will the King 
Digeft this Letter of\ the Cardinal’s? 
The Lord forbid. 
Nor. Marry, Amen. 
Saf. No, no: 


- 
Ben 


v7 Sur. : how 2 how Hy 
Vi) | +, . 4 
suf. T ie C Cardinal’ $ piace tothe Pope mifcarried, 4 ; 
find came to th’ Eye o’th’ King, wherein was read, By 

| How that the Cardinal did intreat his Holi: i \ 
Nits | 
titi To ftay the Judgment oth’ Divorce;. for s : 
ALi \ 
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There be moe Wafps that buz about his Nofe, 
Will make this fting the fooner. Cardinal Camspeins, , 
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Is ftoln away to Rome, hath ta’en no leave 
Fas left the Caufe to th’ King unhandled ‘and 
Is pofted as the Agent of our Cardinal, 

he fecond all his Plot. I do affure you 

The King cryd Ha! at this, 
Cham, Now God incenfe him; 

And let him cry Ha, louder, 

__ vor, But, my Lord, 

When returns Cranmer ? 

z Sify He is return’d with his Opinions, which 
Have tatisty’d the King for his Divorce 
Gather'd from all the famous Colleges 
Almoft in Chriftendom; fhortly, I believe 
His fecond Marriage fhall be publith’d, and 
Her Coronation, Katherine no more 
Shall be call'd Queen, ‘but Princefs Dowager 
A Widow to Priuce Arthur, ie 
2 mee a4: fame Cranmer’s 

worthy Fe 
, Inthe Kine’ Bufnek, “ae per; 
Suf. He has, and we ihall fee him 
For it, an Archbifhop, 
Vor. So I hear. 
Suf, °Tis {c On 
wee. Exter Wolfley ad Cromwel, 
Vor. Obferve, obferve, he’s moody 
Me ol. The Packet, Crome! 7 
Gav’t you the King? 
rs tee own Hand, in’s Bed-chamber 
Ue LOOK d | th? i 7 
au Sarees, infide of the Paper? 
te did unfeal them, and the firft he view’d 
He did it with a ferious Mind; a heed 
4s 1n his Countenance, You he bad 

Attend him here this Morning. 
Wal, Ts he ready to come Abroad? 
oo think by this he is. io 

ae itl me a while, [ Exit Cromwel. 

The Sel o e Dutchefs of Alenfon, . [A 1} 

ti” #nch King's Sifter » } ve 
ekers € {hall marry her, 
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King Henry V = 1769 

inne Bullen!-.-No, Vl no Anne Bullens for | 
There’s more in’t than fair V ifage—— Bullen |____. 
No, we'll no bullens-—_—Speedily I with 
To hear from Rome the Marchionefs of Pembrook |——« 

Nor. He’s difcontented. 

Suf. May be he hears the King 
Does whet his anger to him, 

Sur. Sharp enough, 
Lord for thy Juftice. 


Wol. | Afide.| The late Queen’s Gentlewoman!? 


1m,—— 








A Knight’s Daughter ! 
To be her Miftrefs’s Miftrefs ! the Queen's Queen !--- 
lhis Candle burns not clear, ’tis I muft {huff ir 


> 
Then out it goes ——— Whar though Iknow her virtuous’ 


, And well-c eferving? yet I know her for 


A fpleeny Lutheran, 
Our Caufe! that fhe fhould lye ith’ Bofom of 
Our hard-rul’d King ! Again, there is {prun 
An Heretick, an arch one; Cranmer, one 
Hath crawl’d into the favour of the King, 
And is his Oracle. 

Norf. He's vex’d at fomething, 

Exter King, readis ig of a Schedule. 

Sur. I would ’twere fomething that would fret the firing 
The Mafter-cord on’s Hearr. 

Suf. The King, the King, 

King. What piles of Wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own Portion! and what expence by th’ hou 
Seems to How from him! how i’th’ 
Does he rake this together! Now 
Saw you the Cardinal? 

Vor. My Lord, we have 
Stood here obferving him. Some ftrange Commotion 
Is in his Brains hebites his Lip and ftarts, 
Stops on a fudden, looks upon the Ground, 
Then lays his Finger on his Ty mple; ftraight 
Springs out into faft Gate, then {tops again, 
Strikes his Breaft hard, and then anon, he cafts 
His Eye againft the Moon, in moft ftrange Poftures 
We have feen him fer himfelf. ) 

Kenge It may well be, 
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here is a Mutiny in’s mind. This Morning, 
Papers of State he fent me to perufe, 
As I requir’d; and wot you what I found 
There, oamy Confcience put unwittingly, 
Forfooth an Inventory; thus Importing 
The feveral parcels of his Plate, his Treafure, 
Rich Stuffs and Ornaments of Houfhold, which 
I find at fuch a proud Rate, that it out-fpeaks 
Pofleflion of a Subje@, 
Nor. It's Heaven’s will, 
Some Spirit put this ‘Paper in the Packet, 
Lo blefs your Eye withal. 
King. If we did think 
His Contemplations were above the Earth, 
And fix’d on fpiritual Obje@s, he thould fill 
Dwell in his Mufings, but I am afraid 
His thinkings are below the Moon, nor worth 
Fiis {erious confidering. 
King takes his Seat, whifpers Lovel, who goes to Wolfey, 
Wol. Heaven forgive me—— 
Ever God blefs your Highnefs—— 
King. Good my Lord, 
You are fullof heavenly Stuff, and bear the Inventory 
OF your beft Graces, in your Mind;. the which 
You were now running o’er; you have fcarce time 
To fteal from {piritual leifure, a brief fpan 
Tokeep your earthly Audit, fure in that 
FE deem you aa ill Husband, and am glad 
To have you therein my Companion, 
Wol. Sir, 
For Holy Offices I have a time; a time 
Lo think upon the part of Bufinefs, which 
¥ bear i’th’ State; and Natute does require 
Her times of Prefervation, which perforce 
I her frail Son, amoneft my Brethren mortal 
Mult give my tendance to, ‘ 
King. You have faid well, 
Wol. And ever may your Fighnefs yoke together, 


As I will lend you caufe. m doi 
st O1n 
With my well faying. Sees Ree 


ye 3 - b bd 
King. Tis well faid again, 
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King Henry VIDb— a 
And ‘tis a kind of good Deed to fay well, 
And yet Words are no Deeds, My Father lov’d you, 
He faid he did, and with this Deed did crown 
His Word upon you. Since I had my Office 
J have kept you next my Heart, have'not alone 
Imploy'd you where high Profits might come home, 
But par’d my prefent Havings, to beftow 
My Bounties upon you. 
Wol, What fhould this mean? | Afide. 
Sur. The Lord increafe this Bufinefs. | Afide. 
King. Have I not made you 
The prime Manof the State2 I pray you tell me, 
If what I now Pronounce, you have found true: 
And if you may confefs it, fay withal 
If you are to bound to us, orto. What fay you? 
Wol. My Sovereign, T confefs your Royal Graces 
Showr’d on me daily, have been more than could 
My ftudied purpofes require, which went 
Beyond all Man’s endeavours. My endeavours, 
Have ever come too fhort of my defires, 
Yet fill'd with my Abilities: Mine own Ends 
Have been fo, that evermore they pointed 
Toth’ good of your moft Sacred Perfon, and 
The profit of the State: For your great Graces 
Fleap'd upon me, poor Undeferver, I 
Can nothing render but Allegiant Thanks, 
My Prayers to Heaven for you; my Loyalty, 
Which ever has, and ever {hall | 
Till Death, that Winter, kill ir. 
King. Fairly anfwer’d: 
A Loyal and Obedient Subje& is 
Therein illuftrated, the Honour of it 
Does pay the Act of it, as th’ contrary 
The foulnefs is the Punifhment. I prefume, 
That as my Hand has open'd Bounty to you, 
My Heart dropp’d Love, my Pow’r rain’d Honour, more 
On you, than any fo your Hand and Heart, 
Your Brain, and every Fun@tion of your Power, 
Should, notwithftanding that your bond of Duty, 
As ’twere in Love’s particular, be more 
ome, your Friend, than any. 
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17-72 Ihe LIFE of 
Wol. I do profels, 
That for your Highnefs good, I ever labour’d 
More than mine own; That am I, have been, and will be ; 
Though allthe World fhould crack their duty to you, 
And throw it from their Soul; though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make "em; and 
Appear’in forms more horrid ; yet, my Duty, 
As doth a Rock againft the chiding Flood, 
Should the approach of this wild River break, 
And ftand unfhaken yours, 
King. * Vis nobly fpoken; 
Take notice Lords, he has a loyal Breaft, 
For you have feen him open’t. Read o’er this, 
And after this, and then to Breakfaft with 
What appetire you miy. 
| Exit King, frownmgz upon Cardinal Wolfey, the Nobles 
throng after him whifpering and [miling, 
Wol. What thould this mean 2 : 
What fudden Anger’sthis? How have I reap’d it? 
He parted frowning from me, as if Ruin 
Leap‘d from his Eyes. So looks the chafed Lion 
Upon the daring Huntfman that has gall’d him, 
Then makes him nothing. I muft fead this Paper : 
I fear, the Story Of his Anger Ets fossees 
This-Paper has undone me-———’Tjs th’ Account 
OF all that World of Wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends, indeed to gain the Popedom, 
And fee my Friends in Rome. O Negligence! 
Fit for a Fool to fall by: What crofs Devil 
Made me put this main Secret in the Packet 
I fent the King2 Is there no way to cure this2 
No new device to beat this from his Brains2 
I know ’twill ftir him {irongly ; yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in {pight of Fortune 
What’s this~__7 the P 





Will bring me off again, 
The Letter, as I live, with all the Bufinefs 
{ writ to’s Holinefs, Nay, then farewel; 


I have touch’d the higheft point of all my Greatnefs, 
And from that full Meridian of my Glory, 


f hafte now to my Setting, I thall fall 


Ope § 
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nf King Henry VIL. 1773 W 
ae Like a bright Exhalation in the Evening, le 
ot And no Man fee me more. me 
nd Enter to Wolfey, the Dukes of Nor folk and Suftoik, the Earl Nay 
ha of Suri Cys and the aie Chamberlain. NV} \ 
) Nor. Hear the King’s pleafure, Cardinal, ae 
Who commands you Bh 
, To render up the great Seal prefently i 
Into our hands, and to confine your felf ig 


4 
_~ 


a 


— 


To Afher-houf2, my Lord of Wincheffer’s, 
Till you hear further from his Highnefs. 
Wal. Stay 
Where’s your Commiffion, Lords? words cannot carry 
Authority fo mighty. 
H Suf. Who dare crofs *em, 
alt Bea ing the King’s Will from his Mouth exprefsly 2 
Wol. “Till I find more than will, or words to do it 
I mean your Malice; know, Officious Lords, 
I dare, and muft deny it. Now feel 
Of what courfe Metal ye are molded———-Envy: 
How eagerly ye follow my Difgrace 
As if it fed ye, and how fleek ae wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my Ruin? 
Follow your envious Courfes, Men of Malice; 
You have a Chriftian warrant for’em, and no doub: 
In time will find their fit Rewards. That Seal 
You ask with fuch a Violence, the King, 
Mine, and your Mafter, with his own hand gave me 
Bad me enjoy it, with the Place, and Honours 
oe ing my life; and to confirm his gocdoefs, 
yd it by Letters Patents.. Now, who'll take it 2 
Sur. The King that pave it. 
Wol, It muft be himfelf then. 
Sur. Thou art a proud Traitor, Prieft. 
Wol. Proud Lord, thou lyett : 
W <hin thefe forty hours, Szrrey durft better 
Have burne that Tongue, than faid fo. 
Sur. Thy Ambition, 
z 3 (carlet Sinner, robb’d this bewailing Land 
O ble Buckingham, my Father-in-Law : 
; deads of all thy Brother Cardinals, 
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1774 The L I F E of 
With thee, and all thy beft parts bound together, 


Weich’d not a Hair of his. Plague of your Policy, 
You fent me Deputy for freland, 
Far from his faccour; from the King, from all - : 
That might have mercy-on the fault, thou gav'{t him: 
Whilft your great Goodnefs, out of holy Pity, 
Abfolv’d bim with an Axe. 
Wol. ‘This, and all elfe 
This talking Lord can lay upon my Credit; 
I anfwer, is moft falfe, he Duke by Law 
Found his deferes. How innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end, 
Flis noble Jury, and foul Caufe can witned, 
If I loy’d many words, Lord, I fhould tell you, 
You have as little Honefty, as Honour, 
That in the way of Loyalty, and Truth 
Toward the King, my ever Royal Matfter; 
Dare mate a founder Man than Surrey can be, 
And all that love his Follies, 
Sur, By my Soul; 
Your long Coat, Prieft, proted&s yous 
Thou fhould’tt feel 
My Sword i’th’ LifesBlood of thee elfe. My Lords; 
Can ye endure to hear this Arrogance? 
And from this Fellow ?-If we live thus tamely, 
To be thus Jaded ‘bya piece of Scarier, 
Farewel Nobility; let his Grace go forward, 
And dare us with his Cap, like Larks, 
Wol. All Goodnefs 
Is poifon to thy Stomach. 
Sar. Yes, that Goodnefs 
Of gleaning all the Lands«wealth into ones 
Into your own hands, Card’nal, by Extortions 
The goodnefs of your intercepted Packets 
You writ to the Pope, againft the King ; your goodnefs 
Since you provoke me, hall be moft notorious, 
My Lord of Norfolk, as you are truly noble, 
As you refpe& the common Good, the State | 
Of our defpis’d Nobility, our Iffues, 
Who, if he live, will fcarce be Gentlemen, 
Produce the grand {um of his Sins, the Articles 
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King Henry \ Vill 
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Colle&ed from his Life... I’l] ftartle you 
a fet than the facring Bell, when the brown Wench 
Lay kiffing in your Arms, Lord Cardinal. 

pk How much rethinks [ could defpife this Man, 
But that I am bound in Cha rity againit rt. 


rp 


Ner. Thofe Articles, my Lord, are in the King’s Hand 


But thus much, th ley are foul ones, 
Wol. So mu ch fa are 
And fpotlefs thall mine ee nocence arife, 
When the King knows my Truth. 
Sur. This cannot fave you: 
[ thank my Memory, I yet remember 
Some of thefe Arti cles, and out they fhall. 
Now, 1f you can bluth, and cry Guilty, Cardinal, 
You'll thew a little Honefty 
Wol, Speak o Sir, 
[ dare your work ObjeGions: If I bluth, 
It is to fee a Noblersen want Manners. 


S#r. I had rather want thofe, than my Head; 
Fave at you. 


Pirlt, that without the Kine’s affent or knowledge, 


Q 


You wrought to be a ee t, by which power 
Yo 


yu maim’d the furifai Ction of all Bifhops. 
Nor. bubedac that in all you ‘writ to Rome, or elfe 
To for cign Princes, Ego ¢& Rex meds 

Was ftill inferib’d; in which you brought the King 
To be your Servant. 


Suf. 


Ufe Then, that without the knowledve 

4ither of King or Council, when you went 
“yl 1 to the Emperor, you made bold 
Lo carry into Flanders the ereat Seal. 

Sur. Item, You fenta large Commiffion 
To Gregory de Caffalis, to conclude 
Without the King’s Will, or the States allowance, 
A League be tween his Highness and Ferrara. 

Swf. That toutof meer Ambition, you have caus’d 
Your Holy-Hat'to'be ftamp’d on the King’s Goin. 
Sur. Then, that you have fent innumerable ful eae 


By wh: at means got [ leave to "your own Conf{cie 
Lo fur: nith ‘Rome, and ‘to prepare the ways 

a ne ' 
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ou have for Dignities, to the:meer undoing 


, (775 


SMe 
| 4 
1 ar) 
| 
, 
/ "| 
; - } 
' ‘ P 
{ra 
‘ 


se Pie iis on i ee a Pe me ie ay 
OT A : > _ 
— ae - . 


be cee 


cg tm AE nt te | 


5 or Go —t EE os 


as 
e 


we - Bee 


Ae fi, 


Cp SO 8 OE BE A 


Atom 


~_- 


tt G+ 


OE 2 O~ 


oe 








oe) ff) t) 
bad ] ) 
{ 
AGH igs | 
un \ I 
t Wy } i 
0 ae i 
M } ont : ¥ 
' ly! lh Bi ; 
f ng 
TE ae 
R 
i" if ; f 
ian | | { 
| i} 
a Ea 
HH tae 
; iW 
{ii 
Hy \ 
Ott ji) ni f 
; 
iif! i ; 
wi ie ai 
an it) i th hi 
i} Lae | 
faa I j 
BERG ih ’ 
i : i 1) ; 
Ta te a 
i] ' / ; i ' 
) ‘ft joo UR 
on wen 
CDR Sa 
Me : yt 4 { 
aH |e iy 
7 - d A 1 : 
‘he t ry 
; HAH a HD 
i hiep| i Mi t 
' 
i, hy in 
1) i Ry th 4 bi 
1) (0) | a tu Hel ry 
CR ty " 
} iio) at 
1 ME 
} aD : 
| bi ) i 
Ry a aa 
Re OR H 
" BAM 5! ||: heehee 
if il 
ae Ba tei eed 
Be eT oa es it he 
aa) j | iF 
Se) Gh ae 
a? a 
init 4 ie 
UE Oa aR 
{ Bi hay 
De eee it ah i 
: ae ah Habit al i 
es | HT Wat 
Bit | Pan 
uk | : ene eri 
Ap PUM ai] duit 
‘ . hi i en 5 lh 
7 ae Acer gh ah oll sa, 
PL 5, 1) fae t 
atl ? ie ae ae 
“ie PE By ih 
-" t { toh wr" 
en: ; ' MI 
RE th 
Hh Hi alt , 
Picere sy) Ae ha) S) BE) pg 
We Seely ale) ‘ tid 
Pt, + See») akees 
«CoB i Aes 
a ig Pp Pat | 2! | aM 
iM Paadiait t Hara i) 
Oe ah dhe. 
a Miata aie 
: 1B iy & 
’ ly H bit 
Kal) 1] i 
{ : ii! : 
60 ry iat ; 
ei og 
i ihe Be 
Pest be. alts 1 Sirah: ee 
‘14a ¥ eal alt 
Bah Pape | } 
a bbe di 
igri Hf") ch 
a 1 OBES 
Ve! 
7 
























ie? BeRegey tea Hi 
bests ih my i i } 
ee a 
Bi ae (ih pas Mes ae Ra of 
af 4 WI iit 4 
PT. Wises cdte! ghana Wh at 
VOT RAE des 
> f eighe my j ; ot 
He SR AP baie 
UD a ae fie A ft 
ths he ta a 
i Fe Se EP 
iy wit Arai} ‘ % 
Pay’) Dualit Uist 
’ a ah iF Beit ee 
eel is tc eae 
ae i ae 
aan tt Ge 
Bie a 
sip if 
ee es Seba 4 Pia 
Be ies j y iF } 
ee nt 4 BP ¢ : 
ig as, | i 
Ma. le. Vee Beh oe a 
Ned ee a 
ae Sa Sit eared | 
; 
Pi | iy y ore SD ie 
’ ei | ; Be! be ped |e int " 
pe ae hs 
ea tg Re MALL eS 
ny +4 2 aie i , i 
i i! ui: er aie t f ‘ 
{ 


1776 The LIFE of 


mi all tbs Kingdom. Many more there ate; 
z1ch nce they ate of you, and odious, 
I will not taint my Mouth with. 
‘Cham: O my Lord, 
Sin fi ea fli; 
Prefs not a falling Man too far; ’tis Virtue: 
His Faults lye open to the Laws, ler them, 
Not you, corre& him. M y Heart weeps to fee him 
So little; of his great Self. ° m8 
J 11ftie; O us Preat Self, 
Sur. I forgive him, 
Cif ESE ge OG irre pay ae : 
. Saf Lord Cardinal; the King’s further pleafure is, 
Hecaufe ali thofe things you have done of late 
7 ae uae . oY . . . . E 
Sf ae power Legantine, within this Kingdom, 
“all Into the. compafs of a Pr ire; 
Tha ace fa Premunires 
eeiy: nererore lucha Writ be fued apainft you, 
O forfeit al] your Goods, Lands; Tenements, 
Caftles; and whatfoever, and to be 
Out of the King’s Prote@ions This is my Charge 
Wor, And fo we'll leave you to your Meditations 
How to live better; For your flubhorn anf ai 
Pele parti a ae Bocas ftubborn anfwer 
5 the giving back the creat Seal to us 
{he King { ‘how it, and deutumsa | 
hes bs Sa stow If, and, no doubt, fhall thank you. 
you well; mty little good Lord Cardinal. 
| eae | | Exeunt all bat Wolley: 
‘ Wol, st noone to the little good you bear mie 
arewel, .a long farewe Us e 
ea 1g farewel to all my Greatnefs; 
is Is the ftate of Man;to day he pure £ 
vTagalial ; ay he puts forth 
he tender Leaves of Hopes, to morn 
cat ) es, orrow Bloffoms; 
ears Nis blufhing Honours thick upon him: 
The third Day comes a Froft, a killine F 
en palpi olt, a killing Froft, 
ees le thinks, good eafie Man, full furely 
13 Greatnefs ts a ripening, pins his Root 
. a 2) : meee . 7 
Pe then he falls, as I do, E have ventur'd 
-ike little wanton : lars din isle Ls 
ara: Boys that fwim on Bladders; 
; Pa ey ee ina Sea of Glory 
ut far beyond my depth: igh-bI ide 
At length Sig ee a ee, 
Weary, and old with ite i es er 
ervice, to the mer 
Of a rude Streams that muft for ee 
* Wiese or ever hide mez 
Pomp, and glory of the World , 
I feel my Heart-n - oe 
vay Fi€art-new open’d; Oh h 
fs that poor Man that hanos PAE Lor 
mangs on Princes Favours? 
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King Henry VIII. 1777 


There is betwixt that {mile we would afpire to, 
hat {weet Afpe& of Princes, and their ruin, 
More pangs and fears than Wars or Women haves 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. ) 
Luter Cromwell ftanding amaz ds 
Why, how now Cromwell ? 
Crom. I have no power to fpeak, Sir. 
Wol. What, amaz’d 
At my Misfortunes?, Can thy Spirit wonder 
A great Man fhould decline. Nay, and you weep 
I am fall’n indeed. 
Crom. How does your Grace 2 
Wol, Why, well; | 
Never fo trily happy, my good Cromwell, 
[ know my felf now, and [ feel within me, 
A Peace above all Earthly Dignities, 
A {tilland quiet Confcience. The King has cur’d me, 
I humbly thank his Grace; and from thefe Shoulders 
‘This ruin’d Pillar, out of pity, taken 
A load would fink a Navy, too much Honour. 
O *tis a Burden, Cromovell, ’tis a Burden 
Too heavy for a Man, that hopes for Heav’n. 
Crom. tam glad your Grace 
Has made that right ufe of it. 
Wol. I hope I have: 
I am able now, methinks, 
Out of a fortitude of Soul, I feel, 
To endure more Miferies, and greater far 
Than my weak-hearted Enemies dare offer. 
What News abroad ? 
Crom, The heavieft, and the worft, 
Is your difpleafure with the King. 
Wol. God blefs him. 
Crom. Thé next is, thatSir Thomas AZvor is chofen 
Lord Chancellor, in your place. 
Wol, That’sfomewhat fudden—_. 
But he’s a learned Man. May he continue 
Long in his Highnefs favour, and do Jultice 
For T'ruth’s-fakes and hisConfcienee; that his Bones; 
Vou. IV. R Whea 
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When he has run his courfe, and fleeps in Bleffings; 
May have a Tomb of Orphans Tears wept on him. 
W hat more? 

Crom. That Cranmer is return’d with welcome; 
Inftall’d Lord Archbifhop of Canterbary. 

Wol, ‘That’s News indeed, 

Crom. Laft, that the Lady Anne; 
Whom the King hath in fecrecy long married; 
This day was view'd in Open, as his Quéen, 
Going to Chappel; and the Voice is now 
Only about her Coronation, 

Wol, There was the weight that pull’d me down, 
O Cromwell, 
The King has gone beyond me: All my Glories 
In that one Woman T have loft for ever. 
No Sun fhall ever uther forth mine Honours, 
Or gild again the noble Troops that waited ) 
Upon my Smiles. Go get'thee from me, Cromwell, 


I am a poor fallen Man, unworthy now 
To be thy Lord and Mafter. Seek the King, 


That Sua, I pray may never fet; £ have told him, 


What, and how true thou art; he will advance thee: 
Some little memory of me. will ftir him, 

I know his noble Nature, not to let 

Lhy hopeful fervice perith too, Good Cromwell, 
Neglect him not; make ufe now, and provide 

For thine own future fafety. 


Crom. O my Lord, 


Mult I then leave you? Muft I needs forgo 

so good; fo noble, and fo true 4 Matter? 

Bear witnefs, all thar have not Hearts of Iron, 
With what a forrow Cromovel) leaves his Lord, 
The King fhall have my fervice; but my Prayers 
For ever and for ever fhal] be yours, : 


Wol. Cromvell, t did not think to fhed a Tear 


fa all my Miferies; but thou haft forc’d me, 


Out of thy honeft truth, to play the Woman. 
Let’s dry our Eyes: And thus far 
And when I am forgotten, as I fhall b 


“td Deep in dull cold Marble, where no mention 


hear me, Cromwell, 
es 
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Kmg Henry VIIL 1779 
Of me more muft be heard: Say, I taught thee; 
Say, Wolfey, that once trod the ways of Glory, 
And founded all the Depths and Shoals of Honour, 
Found thee a way, out of his wrack, to rife in: 
A fure, and fafe one, though thy Matter mift it. 
Mark but my Fall, and that that ruin’d me: 
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away Ambition, 
By that Sin fell the Angels; how can Man then, 
The Image of his Maker, hope to win it? 
Love thy {elf laft, cherith thofe Hearts that hate thee: 
Corruption wins not more than Honefty. 
still in thy right Hand, carry gentle Peace 
To filence envious Tongues. Be jut, and fear not. 
Let all the ends thou aim’ft at, be thy Country’s, 
Thy God’s and Truth’s; then if thou fallft,.O Cromwell, 
Thou fall’{t a-bleffed Martyr. 
Serve the King; and prithee lead me in: 
There take an Inventory of all I have, 
To the laft Penny, ’tis the King’s. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to.Heav’n, is all, 
I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had I but ferv’d my God, with half the Zeal 
I ferv’d my King $ he would not in mine Age 
Have left me naked to mine Enemies. 
Crom, Good Sir, have patience. 
Wol. So L have. Farewel 
The hopes of Court, my hopes in Heav’n do dwell. 
LL xeunt, 
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Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one another, 


4 Gen. \7 Ou’re well met once again. 
2 Gen, So are you. 
1 Gen. You come to take your Stand here, and behold 
The Lady aze pafs from her Coronation, 
2 Gen. ‘Tis all my Bufinefs. At our laft encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his Trial, 
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1 Gea. “Tis very true. But that time offer'd Sorrow, © 
This, general Joy. x wh 
2 Gen. *Tis well; the Citizens 
I am fure have fhewn at full their Royal Minds, ys 
And let ’em have their rights, they are ever forward 
In Celebration of this day with Shews, 
Pag ants, and Sights of Honour. 
1°Gen. Never greater, 
Nor I'll affure you better taken, Sir. 
2 Gen. May I be bold to ask what that contains, 
That Paper in your Hands? 
1 Gen. Yes, ’tis the Lift 
Of thofe that claim their Offices this Day, 
By cuftom of the Coronation. 
The Duke of Safolk is the firft, and claims é 
To be high Steward; next the Duke of Norfolk, 
He to be Earl Marfhal; you may read the reft. 
2 Gen. Ithank you, Sir; had I notknown thofe Cuttoms, 
I fhould have been beholding to your Paper: 


But I befeech you what’s become of Katharine, 
The Princefs Dowager? How goes her Bufinefsé 

t Gen, That I can tell you too; the Archbifhop 
OF Canterbury, accompanied with other : | 






Learned, and Reverend Fathers of his Order, | 
Held a late Court at Dunftable, fix Miles off jae 
From mpthil, where the Princefs lay, to which 
She was often cited by them, but appear’d not: 
And to be fhort, for not Appearance, and 
The King’s late {cruple, by the main affent 
OF all thefe learned Men, the was Divore'd, 
And the Jate Marriage made of none effe@:: 
Since which, fhe was removed to Kimboltons 
Where fhe remains now fick. 
2 Gew. Alas good Lady! 
The Trumpets found; ftand. clofe, sey. 
Fhe Queen is coming, © | Hantboys 
















Arias 


King , Henry VU | 1781 


The Order of the Coronation. 


to 4 lively Flourifh of Trumpets. 

2. Then two Fudges. 

3. Lord Chancellor, withthe Purfe and Mace before de 

4. Quirifters Jumging. Mufick, 

§- Adayor of London, bearing the Mace. Then Garter in 
his Coat of rms, and on his Head a Gilt Copper 
Crow. 

6. Adarguefs of Dorfet, bearing a Scepter of Gold, on bis 


Head a Demi-Coronal of Gold. With him, the Earl of 


Surrey, bearing the Rod of Silver with the Dove, Crowi a 
are an Earl’s Coronet. Collars of SS. 
« Duke of Suffolk, in his Rebe of Eftate, his Coronet on his 
’* Head, bearing a long white Wand, as High Steward. With 
him the Duke of Norfolk, with the Rod of Mar fhalfbip, 
a Coronet on his Head. Collars of SS. 

8. A C. inopy bor by four of the Cinque-ports, 4#zder it the 
Queen in her Robe; in her Hair, richly adorned with Pearl, 
Crowned On each fide her the Bifbops of London axa 

W inchefter. 

9. The old Dutche/s of Norfolk,'ix a Coronal of Gold, wrough 
with Flowers, bearing the Queen's Train. 

10. Certain Ladies or Countelfes, with plain Girclets of Gola 
without Flowers. 

They pafs over the Stage in Order and State, and then Exeunt, 
with a great Flourifb of Trumpets. 


2 Gen. A Royal Train, believe me; thefe I know; 

Who’s that bears the Scepter? 
1Gen, Marquefs Dor/fet. 

And that the Earl of Surrey, with the Rod. 

2 Gen. A bold brave Gentleman. That fhould be 
The Duke of Suffolk. 

1 Gen. ’Tis the fame: High Steward. 

2 Gen, And that my Lord of Norfolk? 

Gen. YC 

2 Gen. Heav’n blefs thee, 
Thou haft the {weeteft Face I ever look’d on. 
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Sir, as I have a Soul, fhe is an Angel; 

Our King has all the Zudies in his Arms, 

And more, and richer, when he ftrains that Ladys | 

I cannot blame his Confcience, 
t Gen. They that bear 

The Cloth of Honour over her; are four Barons 

Of the Cingue-Ports. 

_ 2Gen. Thofe Men are ha 

And fo are all, are near her, it 

I take it, the that carries up the Train, 

Is that old noble Lady, the Dutchels of Norfolk. 
Gen. It is, and all the reft are Countefies, 


2 Gen. Their Coronets fay fo, Thef 
And fometimes falling eae egies 


1 Gez. No more of that. 
Enter a third Gentleman. 
God fave you Sir. Where have you been broiling ? 

3 Gen. Among the croud ith’ Abby, where a F inger 
Could not be wede’d in more; Iam filed 
With the meer Ranknefs of their Joy, 

2Gen. You faw the Ceremony? 

3 Gen. I did. 

1 Gen, How was it2 

3 Gen, Well worth the feeing, 

2 i pat Sir, {peak it to us, 

3 Gen. As well as! am able. The rj 
OF Lords and Ladies, having trotighc the a 
‘To a prepar'd place in the Quire, fell off : 
A diftance from her; while her Grace fate down 
‘To reft a while, fome half an hour, ‘or fo | 
In a rich Chair of State, oppofing freely 
The Beauty of her Perfon to the People. 
Believe me, Sir, the is the foodlieft Woman 
That ever Jay by Man; which when the People 
Had the full View of, fuch a noife arofe 
As the fhrowds make at Sea in a iff Tempett 
As loud, and tO asmany tunes, Hats Cloaks 
Doublets, I think, flew up, and had thiets Fedex 
Seat loofe, this day they had been Jolt. Such joy 
Gere’ faw“before. Great-belly’d Women, 
Phat had not half a Week to go, like Rams 
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King Henry. VIITA 1783 
In the old time of War, would fhake the Pref 
And make ’em reel before em. No Man living 
Could fay, this is my Wife there, all were woven 
So ftrangely in one piece. 
2 Gen. But what follow’d2 
3 Gen. At length her Grace rofe and with modeft. Paces 
Came to the Altar, where fhe kneel’d, and Saint-like 
Caft her fair Eyes to Heav’n, and pray’d devoutly. 
Then rofe again, and bow’d her to the People: 
When by the Archbifhop of Canterbu see 
She had all the Royal makings of a Qué 
As holy Oil, Edward C onfeffor’s C Leer 
The Rod, snd Bird of Peace, and all fuch Emblems 
Laid nobly on her: which perform'd, the Quire 
With all the choicefZ Mufick of the Kingdom, 
T ogether {ung Te Deum. So fhe parted, 
And with the fame full State pac’d back again 
To York-Place, where the Feaft is held. 
1 Gen. Sir; 
You muft no more call it York-Place, that’s paft. 
For fince the Cardinal fell, that Title’s loft, 
Tis now the King’s, and call’d Whitehall, 
§ Gen, | know it: 
3ut “tis fo lately alter’d, that the old Name 
Is frefli about me. 
2 Gen. What two Reverend Bifhops 
Were thofe, that went on each fide of the Queen? 
3 Gen. Stokefly and Gardiner, the one of Winchefter 
Newly preferr’'d from the King’s Secretary : 
The other, London. 
2 Gen. He of Winchefter 
[s held no great good Lover of the Archbi ifhop, 
The virtuous Cranmer 
3 Gen. All the Land knows that: 
However yet there 1s. no Se breach, when it comes 
Cranmer will find a Friend will not fhrink from h Me 
2 Gen. Who may be that, I pray you? 
2 Gen, Thomas Cromwell, 
A es in much efteem with th’ King, and truly 
A worthy Friend. The King has n made him 
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1784 The LIFE of 


Matter o’th’ Jewel Houfe, 
And one already of the Privy-Council. 

2 Gent. He will deferve more, 

3 Gent. Yes, without all doubt. 
Come, Gentlemen, ye thall go my way, 
Which is to th’ Court, and there ye fhall be my Guefts: 
Something I can command; as I walk thither 
Pll tell ye more. 

Both, You may command us, Sir, | Exewnt 


9 Ge EN se ee 


Enter Katharine Dowager, fick, led between Griffith her 
Gentleman-Ufher, and Patience her Woman. 


Grif. How does your Grace? 

Kath. O Griffith, fick to death : 

My Legs like loaded Branches bow to Earth, 
Willing to leave their Burthen- Reacha Chair 
56. now methinks I feel a little eafe, | Sitting downs 
Didift thou not tell me, Griffith, as.thou lead’ft me, 
That the great Child of Honour, Cardinal Wifey, 
Was dead? 

Grif. Yes, Madam; but I think your Grace, 
Out of the pain you fuffer'd, gave no ear tot, 

Kath. Prithee, good Griffith, tell me how hedy’d. 
If well, he ftept before me happily 
For my Example, 

Grif. Well, the Voice goes, Madam; 

For after the flout Earl Northumberland 

Arrefted him at York, and brought him forward 
sa Man forely tainted, to his Anfwer, 

He fell fick fuddenly, and grew fo ill 

He could not fit his Mule. 

Kath, Alass poor Man, 

Grif. Atlaft, with eafie Roads he came to Leicefter, 
}Lodg’d in the Abby; where the reverend Abbot, 
With all his Convent, honourably receiv’d him ; 
To whom he gave thefe Words. O Father Abbot, 
An old Man broken with the Storms of State, 

Is come to lay his weary Bones among ye; 
Give him a little Earth ‘for Charity. 
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King Henry V he 1785 
bs 
So went to Bed; where eagerly his Sicknefs 
Purfu’d him ftill, and three Nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, which he himfelf 
Foretold fhould be his laft, full of Repentance, 
Continual Meditations, Tears and Sorrows, 
He gave his Honours to the World again, 
Flis bleffed part to Heaven, and flept in Peace, 
Kath. So may he reft, 
His faults lye bury’d with him. 
Yet thus far, Griffirh, give me leave to {peak him, 
And yet with Charity; he was a Man 
Of an unbounded Stomach, ever ranking 
Himfelf with Princes. One that by Sugegeftion 
Ty’d all the Kingdom ; Simony was fair play, 
His own Opinion was his Law. I’th’ Pref, nee 
Fie would fay Untruths, and be ever double 
Both in his Words and Meaning. He was never, 
But where he meant to Ruin, pitiful. 
His Promifes were, as he then was, Mighty; 
But his Performance, as he now is, Nothing; 
Of his own Body he was ill, and gave 
The Clergy ill Example. 
Grif, Noble Madam, 
Mens evil Manners live in Brafs, their Virtues 
We write in Water. May it pleafe your Highnefs 
To hear me fpeak his Good now? 
Kath. Yes, good Griffith, 
I were malicious elfe, 
Grif. This Cardinal, 
Though from an humble Stock, undoubtedly 
Was fafhion’d to much Honour. From his Cradle 
Fe was a Scholar, and a ripe and good one; 
Exceeding wife, fair fpoken, and perfuading ; 
Lofty and four to them that lov’d him not 
But to thofe Men that fought him. {weer as Summer. 
And though he were unfatisfied in getting, 
Which was a Sin, yet in beftowing, Madam, 
He was moft Princely; ever witnefs for him 
Thofe twins of Learning, that he rais’d in you, 
Ipfwich and Oxford ; one of which fell with hj 


fell with him, 
Unwilling to out-live the good that did ir, 
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1786 The LIFE of 


The other, though unfinith’d, yet fo famous, 
So excellent in Art, and ftill fo rifing, 
That Chriftendom fhall ever fpeak his Virtue. 
His Overthrow heap’d Happinefs upon him ; 
For then, and not "till then, he felt himfelf, 
And found the Bleffednefs of being little, 
And to add greater Honours to his Age 
Than Man could give him; he dy’d, fearing God. 
Kath, After my Death, I with no other Herald, 
No other Speaker of my living A@tions, 
To keep mine Honour from Corruption, 
But fuch an honeft Chronicler, as Griffith. 
Whom I moft hated living, thou haft made me 
With thy religious Truth and Modetty, 
Now in his Afhes, Honour; Peace be with him. 
Hatience, be near me ftill, and fet me lower. 
I have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith, 
Caufe the Muficians play me that fad Note 
Inam’d my Knell; whilft I ft meditating 
On that Celeftial Harmony, I go to. 
Sad and folemn Mufick. 
Grif. She is afleep: Good Wench, let’s fitdown quiet, 
For fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience. 


The Vifion. ‘Enter folemnly tripping ane after another, fix Pet 
fonages, clad in white Robes, wearing on their Head Garlands 
of Bays, and golden Vizards on their Faces, Branches of Bays 
or Palms in their Hands, They firft Congee unto her, then 
Dance; and at certain Changes, the firft tovo hold a {pare 
Garland over her Head, at which, the other four make reve 
rend Curtfies. Then the two, that held the Garlandy deliver 
the fame to the other next two, who obferve the fame order 
{2 their Changes, and holding the Garland over her Head. 
Which done, they deliver the Jame Garland to the laft rave, who 
Lkewife obferve the fame Order. _A; which, as it were by In- 
Spiration, fhe makes, in her fleep, Signs of rejoycing, and holdeth 
up her Hands to Heaven, And fo in their Dancing vanifls 
carrying the Garland with them. The Atujichk continues. 


Kath. Spirits of Peace, where are ye 2 are ye all gone? 
And leayeme here in wretchednefs behind ye? Grif 
% rh ’ 





King Henry vor 1787 


Grif, Madam, we are here. 
Kath, lt is not you I call for, 
Saw ye none enter, fince I flepr? 
Grif. None, Madam. 
Kath, No ? Saw you not even now a bleffed Troop 
Invite me to a Banquet, whofe bright Faces 
Caft a thoufand Beams upon me, like the Sun2 
They promis’d me eternal Happinefs, 
And brought me Garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
Tam not worthy yet to wear: I thall affuredly, 
Grif. Tam moft joyful, Madam, fuch good Dreams 
Poffefs your Fancy. : 
Kath. Bid the Mufick leave, 
They are harfh and heavy to me. | Mufick ceafes. 

Pat. Do you note 
How much her Grace is alter’d on the fudden? 

How long her Face is drawn? How pale fhe looks, 
And of an earthy cold? Mark her Eyes. 
Grif. She is going, Wench. Pray, pray,—— 

Pat. Heaven comfort her. 

Enter a Meffenger, 
Mef. And’t like your Grace 
Kath. Youare a fawcy Fellow, 
Deferve we no more Reverence? 

Grif. You are to blame, 

Knowing fhe will not lofe her wonted Greatnefs 
Lo ufe fo rude Behaviour, Go to, kneel. 

Mef. Thumbly do intreat your Highnefs Pardon, 
My hatte made me unmannerly. There is ftaying 
A Gentleman fent from the King, to fee you, 

Kath, Admit him entrance, Griffith. But this Fellow 


Let me ne’er fee again. | Exit Meffenger. 
Enter Lord Capucius. 

If my fight fail me nor, 

You fhould be Lord Ambaffador from the Emperor, 

My Royal Nephew, and your Name Capucins. 
Cap. Madam, the fame, your Servant. 
Kath. O my Lord, 

The Times and Titles now are alter 

With me, fincefirft you knew me. 

But I pray you, 
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What is your Pleafure with m2 

Cap. Noble Lady, 

Firft mine own Service to your Grace, the nexe 
The King’s requeft that I would vifit you, 
Who grieves much for your weaknefs, and by me 
Sends you his Princely Commendations, 

And heartily intreats you take good Comfort. 

Kaih. O my good Lord, that comfort comes too late, 
*Tis like a Pardon after Execution; 
That gentle Phyfick given in time had cur’d me: 

But now I am paft all Comforts here, but Prayers. 
How does his Highnefse 

Cap. Madam, in good Health, 

Kath, So may he ever do, and ever Adurith, 

When I fhall dwell with Worms, and my poor Name 
Banith’d the Kingdom. Patience, is that Letter 
I caus’d you write, yet fent away ? 

Pat. No, Madam. 

Kath. Str, Imuft humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my Lord the King, 

Cap. Mott willingly, Madam, 

Kath. InwhichI have commended to his Goodnefs 
The Model of our chafte loves, his young Daughter; 

Phe dews of Heaven fall! thick in Bleflings on her, 
Befeeching him to give her virtuous breeding. 
She is young, and of a Noble modeft Nature, 
I hope fhe will deferve well, and a little 
To love her for her Mother’s fake, that lov’d him, 
Heaven knows how dearly, 
My next poor Petition 
Is, that his Noble Grace would have fome pity 
Upon my wretched Women, that fo Jon 2 
Have follow’d both my Fortunes, faithfully, 
Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 
And now I fhould not lye, but well deferve 
For Virtue, and true Beauty of the Soul, 
For Honefty, and decent Carriage 
A right good Husband, let him‘. 
hee hae ; ’ ca Noble, 4 
And fure thofe Men are happy that thall have "em. : : 
The laft is for my Men, they are the Pooreft, : 
But Poverty could never draw ’em from me; - , : 
af 
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That they may have their Wages duly paid ‘em, 
And fomething over to remember me by. 
If Heav’n had pleas’'d to have given me longer Life 
And able Means, we had not parted thus. 
Thefe are the whole Contents, and good my Lord, 
By that you love the deareft in this World, 
As you wifh peace to Chriftian Souls departed, 
Stand thefe poor Peoples Friend, and urge the King 
Lo do me this laft Right. 

Cap. By Heaven I will, 
Or let me loofe the fafhion of a Man. 

Kath. thank you, honeft Lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto his Highnefs ; 
Say, his long trouble now is pafling 
Out of thisWorld. Tell him, in death I bleft him, 
For fo I will; mine Eyes grow dim. Farewel, 
My Lord. Griffith farewel. Nay, Patience, 
You muft not leave me yet. I mutt to Bed, 
Call inmore Women. When I am dead, good Wench, 
Let me be us’d with Honour, ftrew me over 
With Maiden Flowers, that all the World mayknow 
I was a chaft Wife tomy Grave: Embalm me, 
Then lay me forth, although un-Queen’d, yet like 
A Queen, and Daughter toa King, inter me. 
I can no more. [ Exeunt, leading Katharine. 
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Enter Gardiner Bifbop of Winchelter, a Page with a Torch 
before him, met by Sir Thomas Lovel. 


Gard. ¥T’S one aClock, Boy, ist not¢ 
Boy. It hath ftruck. | 

Gard. Thefe fhould be hours for Neceflities, 
Not for Delights; times to repair our Nature 
With comforting Repofe, and not for us 
To wafte thefe times. Good hour of Night, Sir Thomas, 
Whither fo late? : 
| | Lav 
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Lov. Came you from the King, my Lord? 
Gard. I did, Sir Thomas, and left him at Primeré 
With the Duke of Suffolk. 
Lov. I muit to him too, 
Before he go to Bed. I’ll take my leave. . 
Gard. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovel: what’s the matteré 
It feems you are in hafte: And if there be : 
No great Offence belongs to’t, give your Friend 
Some touch of your late Bufinefs; Affairs that walk, 
As they fay Spirits do, at midnight, have 
In them a wilder Nature, than the Bufinefs 
That feeks difpatch by Day. 
Lov. My Lord, I love you; 
And durft commend a Secret to your Ear : 
Much weightier than this Work. The Queen's in Labout 
They fay in great extremity, and fear'd 
She'll with che Labour end. 
Gard. The Fruit‘the goes with 
I pray for heartily, that it may find 3 
Goodtime, and live; but for the Stock, Sir Thomas, 
I with it grubb’d up now. 
Lov. Methinks I could | 
Cry the Amen, and yet my Confcience fays, 
She is a good Creature, and {weet Lady, does 
Deferve our better Withes, 
Gard. But, Sir, Sir-———. 
Hear me, Sir Thomas,—— y are a Gentleman 
Of mine own way, I know you are Wile, Religious, 
And let me tell you, it will ne'er be well, 
“Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovel, tak’'t of me, 
“Till Cranmer, Gromwvell, her two Hands, andthe, 
Sleep in their Graves, 
Lov. Now, Sir, you {peak of two 
The moft remark’d ith’ Kingdom ; as for.Gromuell, 
Befide that of the Jewel-houfe, is made Mafter 
O'th’ Rolls,.and the King’s Secretary, Further, Sir, 
Stands in the gap and trade for more Preferments, 
With whichthe Time will load him, Th? Archbifhop 
Is the King’s Hand, ‘or Fongue, and who dare {peak 
One SyHable againit him? SEB A opt s baid: 
gis AVG 
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Our Reafons laid before him, hath commanded 
To Morrow morning to the Council Board 
He be Convented. He’s a rank Weed, Sir Thomas, 
And we muft root him out. From your A ffairs 
I hinder you too long: Good Night, Sir Thomas. 
| Exennt Gardiner and Page. 
Lov. Many good Nights, my Lord, I reft your Servant. 
Enter King and Suffolk. 
King. Charles, I will play no more to Night, 
My Mind’s not on’t, you are too hard for me. 
Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 
King. But little, Charles, 
Nor fhall not, when my Fancy’s on my Play. 
Now, Lovel, from the Queen what is the News? 
Lov. I could not perfonally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her Woman 
" I fent your Meffage, who return’d her Thanks 
In the greateft humblenefs, and defir’d your Highnefs 
Mott heartily to pray for her. 
King, What fay’ft thou? Ha! 
To pray for her! What! is fhe crying out? 
Lov. So faid her Woman, and thather fuffrance made 
Almoft each pang a death. 
King. Alas, good Lady. 
Swf. God fafely quit her of her Burthen, gn& 
With gentle Travel, to the gladding of 
Your Highnefs with an Heir. 
King. “Tis midnight, Charles, 
Prithee to Bed, and in thy Prayers remember 
Th’efkate of my poor’'Queen. Leave me alone, 
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at Pri _ Gard. Yes, yes, Sir Thomas, 7! 
There are that dare ; and I my felf have ventur’d Ba 

To {peak my Mind of him; and indeed this Day, if 
Sir, I may tell it you, I think I have Me 
tS ene Incens’d the Lords of the Council, that he is, a 
: (For fo I know he is, they know he is) i | | 

Prey A moft Arch-heretick, a Peftilence Hy 
hit That does infect the Land; with which they mov‘d, | ” | 
Have broken with the King, who hath fo far i 

! Given ear to our Complaint, of his great Grace Hh 
And Princely Care, forefeeing thofe fell Mifchiefs hi | 
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For I muit think of that, which Company 


Would not be friendly to, 
Swf. I with your Highnefs 
A quiet Night, and my good Miftrefs will 
Remember in my Prayers. . 
King. Charles, Good Night: | Exit Suffolk, 
Well, Sir, what followse. 
Emer Sir Anthony Denny. | 
Henny. Sir, 1 have brought my Lord the Archbihhop, 
As you commanded me. 
King. Ha! Canterbury! — 
Denny. Ay, my good Lord. 
King. Tis trucm——where is he, Denny? 
Denny. He attends your Highnefs pleafure. 
King. Bring him to us. | Exit Denny, 
_ Lov. This 1s about that which the Bifhop fpake. 
Tam happily come hither. [Afide. 
Enter Cranmer axd Denny, .* 
King. Aveid the Gallery. [Lovel /eemeth to fay, 
Ha!—I have faid-—be gone. | Exeunt Lovel and Denny, 
Cran. I am fearful: Wherefore frowns he thus? 
‘Tis his Afpe& of Terror. ‘All’s not well: 
King. How now, my Lord ? 
You do defire to know, wherefore 
I fent for you. 
Cran. Itis my Duty 
T’ attend your Highnefs pleafure. 
King. Pray you arife, 
My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury: 
Come, you and I muft walk a turn together: if 











I have News to tell you. ‘ 
Come, come, give me your Hand. 

Ah my good Lord, I grieve at what I {peak, : on 
And am right forry to repeat what follows, tk 
I have, and moft unwillingly, of late | ge 


Heard many grievous, 1 do fay, my Lord, 
Grievous Complaints of you; which being confider’d;,  “F" 
Have mov’d us, and our Council, that you fhall pat 
This Morning come before us, Where I know 
You cannot with fuch freedom Purge your felf, 
But that ’till further Trial, in tholé Charges 
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Which will require your Anfwer, you muft take 
Your Patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your Houfe our Tower ; you, a Brother of us. 
It fits we thus proceed, or elfe no withefs 
Would come againft you. 

Cran. I humbly thaok your Highnefs, 
And am right glad to catch this good occafion, 
Moft throughly to be winnow’d, where my Chaff 
And Corn fhall fly afunder. For I know 
There’s none itands under more calumnious Ton 
Than I my felf,; poor Man. 

King. Stand up, good Canterbury; 

Thy Truth and thy Integrity is rooted 
In us, thy Friend. Give me thy hand, ftand up, 
Prithee let’s walk, Now, by my holy Dame, 
What manner of Man are you? My Lord, I look’ 
You would have given me your Petition, that 
I fhould have ta’en fome pains, to bring together 
Your felf and your Accufers, and to have heard you 
Without indurance further. 
Cran. Moft dread Liege, 
The Good I ftand on, is my Truth and Honefty : 
If they fhall fail, I, with mine Enemies, 
Will triumph o’er my Perfon; whichI weigh not, 
Being of thofe Virtues vacant. I fear nothing 
What can be faid againft me. 
King. Know you not 
How your State ftands ith’ World, with the whole World 2 
Your Enemies are many, and not fmall; their PraGices 
Mult bear the fame proportion ; and not ever 
The Juftice and the Truth o’th’ queftion carries 
The due o’th’ Verdi with it. At what eafe 
Might corrupt Minds procure Knaves as corrupt 
To {wear again{t you? Such things have been done 
You are potently oppos’d ; and with a Malice 
Of as great afize. Ween you of better Luck, 
I mean in perjur'd Witnefs, than your Matter, 
Whofe Minifter you are, whiles here he liv’d 
Upon this naughty Earth 2 Go to, goto, 
You take a Prectpice for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own Deftruction. 
Vor. IV. S 
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Cran. God and your Majefty 
Protect mine Innocence, or EF fall into 
The Trap is laid for me. 

King. Be of good Cheer, 

They fhall no more prevail, than we give way to: 
Keep comfort to you, and this Morning fee 
You do appear before them. If they fhall chance, 
In charging you with. Matters, to commit you ; 
Ihe beft perfuafions to the contrary 
Fail not to ufe ; and with what vehemency 
Th’ occafion fhall inftru& you. If Intreaties 
Will render you no Remedy, this Ring 
Deliver them, and your Appeal to us 
There make before them. Look, the good Man Weeps: 
He’s honeft, on mine Honour. .God’s bleft Mother, 
I {wear he is true-hearted, and.a Soul 
None better in my Kingdom. _ Get you gone, 
And do as I have bid you, | Exit Cranmer, 
Fe has ftrangled all his Language in his Tears. 
Enter old Lady, 

Gent, within. Come back; what mean you ? 

Lady, ll not come back, the tidings that I bring ~ 
Will make my Boldnefs Manners. Now good Angels 
Fly o’er thy Royal Head, and fhade thy Perfon 
Under their bleffed Wings. 

King. Now by thy Looks | 
T guefs thy Meffage. Is the Queen deliver’d 2 
Say, Ay, and of a Boy. 

Lady. My ay, my Liege; 

And of a lovely Boy; the God of Heaven 
Both now, and ever blefs her : *Tis a Girl, 
Promifts Boys hereafter. Sir, your Queen 

efires your -Vifitation, and to be 
Acquainted. with this Stranger ; “ris as like you, 

As Cherry is to Cherry, | 

King. Lovell. 

Lov. Sir. 

King. Give her an hundred Marks, Bh 
Ril-to the Queene: ee [ Exit Kinge 


Lady. 
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Lady. An hundred Marks! By this Light, I'll ha more. 
An ordinary Groom is for fuch Payment. 
f will have more, or {cold it out of him 
said I for.this, the Giri was like to him 2 I'll 
Have more, or elfe unfay’t : and now, while ’tis hot, 
Pil put it to the iffue. Exit Lad 


Jia Pe an 


Enter Cranmer. 


Cran. I hope I am not too late, and yet the Gentleman 
That was fent to me from the Council, wer me 
To make great hafte. All faft ? What means this?’ Hoa? 
Who waits there 2 Sure you know me 2 

Enter Keeper. 

Keep. Yes, my Lord 
But yet I cannot help you. 

Cran. Why 2 


Keep. Your Grace muft wait ’till you be call’d for. 


Enter Dottor Butts. 
Cran. So. 
Butts. This isa piece of Malice: I am glad 
I came this way fo ha ply. The King 
Shall underftand it ial: | 
Cran’ Tis Butts, 
The King’s Phyfician, as he paft along, 
How earnef {tly he caft his Eyes upon ‘me; 
Pray Heav'n hé found not my Diferace : for certain 
This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me, 
(God turn their Hearts, I never fought their Malice) 
To quench mine Honour; they would fhame to make me 
Wait elfe at Door: A Fellow-Councellor 
Mon 1g Bi. IVS, Grooms 5 and Lacke ‘YS ! 
But their Pleafures 
Mutt be fulfilled, and I-attend with Patience. 
Enter the King and Butts at a Window above, 


Butts. Vl thew your Grace the {trangeft fight- 
King. What’s that, Barrs’? 


| Exit Butts. 
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Burts. 1 think your Highnefs faw this many a Day, 
King. Body a me: where is it2 
Butts. There, my Lord: 
The high Promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, 
Who holds his State at door ‘mongft Purfevants, 
Pages, and Foot-boys, 
King. Ha? *tis he indeed. 
Is this'the Honour they do- one. another 2 
"Tis well there’s one above ’em yet. I had thoughe 
They had parted fo much Honefty among ’em, 
At leaft good Manners; as not thus to fuffer 
A Man of his Place; and fo near our Favour, 
To dance Attendance on their Lordfhips Pleafures, 
And at the Door tco, like a Poft with Packets : 
By holy Adary, Buits, cthere’s Knavery; _ 
Lect ‘em alone, and draw. the Curtain clofe, 
We fhall hear more anon. 


MA Council. Table brought in with Chairs and Stools, and placed 
unaer the State.  Exter Lord-Chancellor, places himfelf at 
the upper end of the Table, on the Left Hand : A Seat being 
left void above him; as for the Archbi hop of Canterbury‘s 
Seat. Duke of Suffolk, Duke of Norfok, Surrey, Lord- 
Chamberlain, and Gardiner, Seat themfelves in Order om 
each fide. Cromwell at the lower end, as Secretarye 


Chan. Speak to the Bufinefs, Mr. Secretary : 
Why are we met in Council] 2 
Crom, Pleafe your Honours, 
The chief Caufe concerns his Grace of Canterbury. 
Gard, Has he knowledse of it 2 


5 
Crom. Yes. 


Nor. Who waits there 2 


Keep. Without, my Noble Lords? 
Gard, Yes. 


Keep. My Lord Archbith Op ; 


And has done half an hour, to know our Pleafures: 
Chan. Let him come In, : 


Keep, Your Grace may enter now, ) 
ranmer approaches the Council Table. 
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Cham. My good Lord Archbithop, I’m very forry 
To fit here at this prefent, and behold 
That Chair ftand empty : But we all are Men 
In our own Natures frail, and capable 
Of our Fleth, few are Angels ; out of which Frailty 
And want of Wifdom, you that beft fhould teach us, 
Have mifdemean’d your felf, and not a little: 
Toward the King firft, then his Laws, in filling 
The whole Realm, by your teaching and your Chaplains, 
( For fo we are inform’d ) with new Opinions 
Divers and dangerous, which are Herefics; 

And not reform’d, may prove pernicious. 

Gard. Which Reformation muft be fudden too, 
My noble Lords; for thofe that tame wild Horfes, 
Pace ’em not in their hands to make *em gentle, 

But ftop their Mouths with ftubborn Bits, and {pur ’em 
’Till they obey the manage, If we fuffer, 

Out of our Eafinefs and childith Pity 

To one Man’s Honour, this contagious Sicknefs, 

Farewel all Phyfick: And what follows then 2 
Commotions, Uproars, with a general taint 

Of rhe whole State: As of late Days our Neighbours, 
The Upper Germany, can dearly witnefs, 

Yet frefhly pitied in our Memories. 

Cran. My good Lords; hitherto, in all the Progrefs 

Both of my Life and Office, I have labour’d, 
And with no little Study, that my Teaching, 
And the ftrong Courfe of my Authority, 

Might go one way, and fafely; and the end 

Was ever to do well: Nor is there living, 

(1 fpeak it with a fingle Heart, my Lords) 

A Man that more detefts, more ftirs againit, 
Both in his private Confcience, and his Place, 
Defacers of the publick Peace, than I do : 

Pray Heav’n the King may never find a Heart 
With lefs Allegiance init. Men that make 

Envy, and crooked Malice, Nourifhmenr, 

Dare bite the beft. I do befeech your Lordfhips, 
That in this cafe of Juftice, my Accufers, 

3e what they will, may ftand forth Face to Face, 
And freely urge againft me. 

Suf. 
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Saf. Nay, my Lord, 
That cannot be; you are a Counfellor 
And by that Vertue no Man dare accule you, 
eee eh y Lord, becau fe we have Bufinefs of moremoment, 
~ nore wit you. *Tis his Highnefs pleafure 
And our confent, for better Tryal of you 
From hence you be committed to the Feith 
ibe: 3 ‘8 but a private Man again, 
tg a Know many dare accufe you boldly, 
= than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Pichon he se good sephines Winchefter, 1 thank you, 
Ap bey hh my good Friend; if your Will pals, 
a" Doth find your Lordfhip Judge and Juror 
You are fo merciful, I fee your end 

Tis my undoing, Love and Mecknefs Lord 

Become a Church-man better than Ambition : 

Win ftraying Souls with Modefty again : 

Catt none away. That I thal! clear my felf, 

Lay-all the weight ye can upon my Patience, 

: make as little doubr, as you do Confcience 
As ce to your Calling makes me modeft, 
oe Beg my Lord, you are a Se@ary, 

Tew? truth; your painted Glofs difcovers, 
4 enthat underftand you, words and weaknefs, 

: rom. My Lord of Wincheffer, you’re a little, 

os your good*favour, too tharp; Men fo Noble, 
rg accra yet fhould find Refpe@ 
r what they have been: ’Tis 2 Cruelr 
To load a falling Man, ; 
; ae vere Mr. Secretary, 
"your Fionour’s Mercy: wo 
esd Why, my Lord 2 
it Do not I know you for a Favourer 
nis new Sect 2 ye are not found 
Crom, Not found 2 ? 
eae Not found, I fay, 
Mather you were half fo honeft : 
ers then would feck you, not their Fears. 
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Gard. I fhall remember this bold Language. 
Crom. Do. atthe 
Remember your bold Life too. 
Cham. This is too much; 
Forbear for fhame, my Lords. 
Gard. 1 have done. 
Crom. And I. 
Cham. Then thus for you, my Lord, it ftands agreed, ; 
I take it, by all Voices; that forthwith q 
You be convey’d to th’ ower a Prifoner; 
There to remain ’till the King’s further Pleafure 
Be known unto us. Are you all agreed, Lords ¢ 
All, We are. 
Cran. \s there no other way of Mercy, 
But I muft needs toth’ Tower, my Lords? 
Gard. W hat other 
Would you expedt? Youare ftrangely troublefome : 
Let fome o’th’ Guard be ready there. 
Enter the Guard, 
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Cran. For me? 

Mutt I go like a Traitor thither 2 

Gard. Receive him. 

And fee him fafe rth’ Tower. 

Cran, Stay, goodmy Lords, 

I havea little yet to fay. Look there, my Lords; 
By vertue of that Ring, I take my Caufe 
Out of the gripes of cruel Men, and give it 
To a moft Noble Judge, the King my Maiter. 

Cham. This is the King’s Ring. 

Gard. 'Tis no counterfeit. 

Suf. ’Tishis right Ring, by Heav’n. I told ye all, 
When we firft put this: dang’rous Stone a rowling, 
’*T would fall upon our felves. 

Nor. Do you think, my Lords, 

The King will fuffer but the little Finger 
Of this Man to be vex’d ¢ 

Cham. ’Tis now too certain, 

How much more is his Life in value with him¢ 


Would I were fairly out ont. 
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Crom. My Mind gave me, _- 
In feeking Tales and Informations 
Againft this Man, whofe Honelty the Devil 
And his Difciples only envy at, . 
Ye blew the Fire that burns ye; now have at ye. 
LExter King frowz, ing on them, takes his Seat. 
Gard. Dread Sovereign, 
How much are we bound to Heaven, 
{n daily Thacks, thar gave us fuch a Prince; 
Not only Good and Wife, but moft Religious: 
One that in all Obedience, makes the Church 
The chief aim of his Honour, and to ftrengthen 
That holy Duty of our dear Refpect, 
His Royal Self in Judgment comes to hear 
The Caufe betwixt fer and this great’ Offender, 
King. You were ever good atfudden Commendations, 
Bifhop of Winchefter. Bur know, I come not 
To hear fuch Flittery now, and in my prefence, 
They are too thin and bafe to hide Offences, 
To me you cannot reach ; you play the Spaniel, 
And think with wagging of your Tongue towin me: 
But whatfoe’er thou tak’}t me for, I’m fure 
Thou haft a crue] Nature, and a bloody. 
Good Man, fitdown: now let me feetheproudeft [ To Cran, 
He that dares moit, but wag his Finger at thee, 
By afl that’s Holy, he had better ftarve, 
Then but once think, this place becomes thee not. 
Sur. May it pleafe your Grace, 
King. No, Sir, it does nor Dleafe me, 
I had had thought I had Menof fome Underftanding, 
And Wifdom, of my Councils but I find none: 
Was it difcretion, Lords, to let this Man, 
Lh’s good Men, (few of you deferve the Title,) 
This honeft Mar, wait like a lowfie Foat-boy 
At Chamber Door, and One, as great as-you are? 
Why, what a fhame was this? Did my Commiffion 
Bid ye fo fir forget your felves2 [ gave ye 
Power, as he was a Counfellor, to try him, 
Not as a Groom ; there’s fome of ye, | fee, 
More out of Malice than Integrity, 





yy 


; 
King Henry VEE 1801 
Would try him to the utmoft, had ye mean; 
Which ye thall never have, while I do live. 
Cham. Thus far, 
My mott dread Sovereign, may it like your Grace, 
To let my Tongue excufe all.) What was purpos’d 
Concerning his Imprifonment, was rather, 
If there be faith in Men, meant for his Trial, 
And fair Purgation to the World, than Malice ; 
I’m fure in me, 
King. Well, well, my Lords, refpe& him ; 
Take him, and ufe him well; he’s worthy of it. 
I will fay thus much for him, if a Prince 
May be beholding to a Subje&, I 
Am, for his Love and Service, fo to him. 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him; 
Be Friends for fhame, my Lords. My 
I have a Suit, which you muft not deny 
There isa fair young Maid that yet wants Baptifm, 
You muft be Godfather, and anfwer for her, 
Cran. The greateft Monarch now alive may glory 
In fuch an Honour; how may I deferve it, 
That am a poor and humble Subject to you? 
King. Come, come, my Lord, you’d fpare your Spoons: 
You fhall have two noble Partners with you; theold Dutch- 
efs of Norfolk, and the Lady Marquefs of Dor fet 2 
Will thefe pleafe you? 
Once more, my Lord of Winchefter, 
Embrace, and love this Man. 
Gard. With a true Heart, 
And Brother’s loveI do it, 
Cran, And let Heaven 
Witnefs, how dear I hold this Confirmation. 
King. Good Man, thofe joyful Tears thew thy true Heart; 
The common Voice I fee is verified 
Of thee, which fays thus: Do my Lord of Cant 
A fhrewd turn, and he’s your Friend for ever. 
Come, Lords, we trifle time away: I long 
To have this young one made a Chriftian. 
As I have made ye one, Lords, one remain : 
So I grow ftronger, you more Honour gain, 


Lord of Canterbury, 
me. 


I charge you 


erbury 


| Exeunt, 
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SCENE Ul. 


Noife and Tumult within: Enter Porter and his Man. 


Port. Youll leave your noife anon, ye Rafcals; do you 
take the Court for Paris Garden? ye rude Slaves, leave your 
paping. 

Within. Good Mr. Porter, I belong to th’ Larder, 

Port. Belong to tue Gallows, and be hang’d, ye Rogue: Is 
this a Place to roar in? Fetch me a dozen Crab-tree Staves, 
and {trong ones; thefe are but Switches to em: Pll {cratch 
your Fleads; you mult be feeing Chriftnings? Do you look 
for Ale and Cakes here, you rude Rafcals 2 

Man. Pray, Sir, be patients *tis as much impoffible, 
Unlefs we {wept them from the Door with Cannons, 

To fcatter “em, as ’tis to make ’em fleep 
On Aday-day Morning, which will never be: 
We may as well puth againft Pauls, as ftir em, 

Port. How got they in, and be hang’d?2 

Man. Alas, I know not, how gets the Tide in? 
As much as one found Cudgel of four Foot, 

You fee the poor remainder, could diftribute, 
I made no fpare, Sir. 

Port. You did nothing, Sir. 

Man. Lam not Samp/fox, nor Sir Guy, nor Colebrand, 
To mow ’em down before me; but if I {par’d any 
That had a Head to hit, either young or old; 

He or fhe, Cuckold, or Cuckold-maker ; 
Let me ne’er hope to fee a Chine again, 
And that I would not for a Cow, God fave her. 

Within. Do you hear, Mr. Porter2 

Port. I thall be with you prefently, good Mr. Puppy. 
Keep the Door clofe, Sirrah. 
- Adan, What would you have me do? 

Port. What fhould you do, but knock ’em down by the 
dozens? Is this Afoorfelds to Mufter in? Or have we fome 
ftrange Judian with the great Tool, come to Court, the Wo- 
men fo befiege us? Blefsme! what afry of Fornication is at 
the Door? On my Chriftian-Confcience; this one Chrift- 
ning will beget a thonfand, here will be Father, God-father, 
and all together, Bi Se 

Man. 
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Man. ‘The Spoons will be the bigger, Sir; there is a Fel- 
low fomewhat near the Door, he thould be a Brafier by his 
Face, for o’ my Confcience twenty of the Dog-days now 
reign in’s Nofe; all that ftand about him are under the Line, 
they need no other Penance; that Fire-Drake did I hit three 
times on the Head, and three times was his Nofe difcharged 
againit me; he ftands there like’ a Mortar-piece to blow us up. 
There was Haberdafher’s Wife of {mall Wit, near him, that 
rail’d upon me, “till her pinck’d Porringer fell off her Head, 
for kindling fuch a combuftion in the State. I mift the Me- 
teor once, and hit that Woman, who ery’d out Clubs, when 
I might fee from far, fome forty Truncheons draw to her 
Succour, which were the hope o’th’ Strand, where the was 
quarter'd; they fell on, I made good my Place; at length 
they came to th’ Broom-ftaff to me, I defy’d ’em ftill, when 
fuddenly a File of Boys behind ’em, loofe thot, deliver’d 
fuch a fhower of Pibbles, that I was fain to draw mine Ho- 
nour in, and Jet °em win the Work; the Devil was among ft 
‘em, I think furely, 

Port. Thefe are the Youths that thunder ata Play-houfe, 
and fight for bitten Apples, that no Audience but the Tribu- 
lation of Tower- Hill, or the Limbs of Lime-Houfe, their dear 
Brothers, are able to endure. I have fome of ’em in Limbo 
Patrum, and there they are like to dance thefe three Days ; 
befides the running Banquet of two Beadles, that is to 
come. 

Enter Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Mercy o’'me; what a Multitude are here? 
Theyigrow ftill too; from all Parts they are coming, 

As if we kept a Fair here? where are thefe Porters? 
Thefe lazy Knaves? Ye’ve madea find Hand, Fellows? 
There’s a trim Rabble let in; are all thefe 
Your faithful Friends o’th’ Suburbs @ We fhall have 
Great ftore of room, no doubt, left for the Ladies, 
When they pafs back from the Chriftaing 2 

Port. And’t pleafe your Honour, 

We are but Men, and what fo many may do, 
Not being torn in pieces, we have done: 
An Army cannot sule ’em, 


Cham. 
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Cham. As I live, 
If the King blame me for’t, T'lJ lay ye all 
By th’Heels, and fuddenly ; and on your Heads 
Clap round Fines, for negle@: Y’are lazy Knaves, 
And here ye lye baiting of Bombards, when 
Ye fhould do Service. Hark, the Trumpets found, 
Th’are come already from the Chriftning; 
Go break among the Prefs, and find a way out 
Lo let the Troop pafs fairly ; or Vl find - - 
A Mar foalfea thall hold ye play thefe two Months: 
Port. Make way there, for the Princefs. 
Man. You great Fellow, 
Stand clofe up, or I'll make your Head ake, 
ort. You i'th’ Chamblet, get up o’th’ Rail, , 
I'll peck you o’er the Pales elfe. [ Exeunt, 


S:@ BeN Eo HE 


Enter Trumpets founding ; then two Aldermen, Lord Mayor, | 
Garter, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolk with his Mar fhal’s Staff, 
Duke of Suffolk, to Noblemen, bearing great /tanding Bowls 
for the Chriftning Gifts: Then four Noblemen bearing a Ca» 
nop), under which the Dutchefs of Norfolk, God-morher, 
bearing the Child richly habited ina Afantle, &c. Train born 
by a Lady: Thenfallows the M€archione/s of Dorfet, the other 


God-mother, and Ladies, The Lroop pafs once about the Stage, 
and Garter /peaks. 
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Gart. Heaven, 
From thy endlefs Goodnefs fend profperous Life, 
Long, and ever happy, to the high and mighty 
Princefs of Exgland, Elizabeth, | 

Flourifh, Enter King and Guard. ai 

Cran. And to your Royal Grace, and the good Queen, . 
My Noble Partners, and my {elf thus pray, , 
All comfort, joy in this moft Sracious Lady, 
Fleaven ever laid up to make Parents happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye. 

King. Thank you good Lord Archbifhop ; 
What is her Name? é 

Cran. Elizabeth, 
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King. 
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King. Stand up, Lord; 
With this Kifs, take my Blefling: God protect thee, 
Into whofe hand, I give thy Life. 

Cran. Amen, 

King. My noble Goflips, y’have been too Prodigal: 
I thank ye heartily: So fhall this Lady, 
When fhe has fo much Exglifh. 

Cran. Let me {peak, Sir, 
For Heav’n now bids me; and the words I utter, 
Let none think Flattery; for they'll find ’em Truth. 
This Royal Infant, Heav’n {till move about her, 
Though in her Cradle, yet now promifes 
Upon this Land, a thoufand thoufand Bleffings, 
Which time fhall bring to ripenefs: She fhall be, 
(But few now living can behold that Goodnefs,) 
A Pattern to all Princes living with her, 
Andyall that fhall fucceed: Saba was never 
More covetous of Wifdom, and fair Virtue, 
Than this pure Soul fhall be. All Princely Graces 
That mould up fuch a mighty Piece as this is, 
With all the Virtues that attend the Good, 
Shall ftill be doubled on her. Truth hall Nurfe her, 
Holy and Heavenly Thoughts ftill Counfel her: 
She fhall be lov’d and fear’d. Her own fhall blefs her; 
Her Foes fhake like a Field of beaten Corn, 
And hang their Heads with Sorrow: 
Good grows with her. 
In her days every Man fhall eat in fafety, 
Inder his own Vine what he plants; and fing 
The merry Songs of Peace to all his Neighbours. 
God fhall be truly known, and thofe about her 
From her fhall read the perfe@t ways of Honour, 
And by thof@ claim their Greatnefs, not by Blood. 
Nor fhall this Peace fleep with her; But as when " 
The Bird of wonder dies, the Maiden Pheenix, 
Her Athes new create another Heir, 
As great in admiration as her felf; 
So fhall fhe leave her Bleffednefs to One, 
(When Heav’n fhall call her from this cloud of darknefs, ) 
Who from the facred Afhes of her Honour | 
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Shall Star-like rife, as great in fame as the.was, 
And fo ftand fix’d. Peace, Plenty, Love, Truth, Terrour; 
That were the Servants to this chofen Infant, | 
Shall then be his, and like a Vine grow to him; 
Where ever the bright Sun of Heav’n thall fhine, 
His Honour, and the greatnefs of his Name, 
Shall be, and make new Nations. He fhall flourifh, 
And like a Mountain Cedar, reach his Branches, 
To all the Plains about him: Our Children’s Children 
Shall fee this, and blefs Heav’p. 
King. Thou fpeakeft Wonders. 
Cran. She fhall be to the Happinefs of Exgland, 
An aged Princefs; many days fhall fee her, 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 
Would I had known no more: But fhe muft die, 
She muft, the Saints muft have her; yer a Virgin, 
A moft unfpotted Lilly thall the pafs 
To th’ Ground, and all the World fhall mourn her, 
King. O Lord Archbithop, 
Thou haft made me now a Man; never, before 
This happy Child, did T get any thing. 
This Oracle of comfort has fo pleas’d me, 
That when I am in Heav’n, I. thall defire 
To fee what this Child does, and praife my Maker. 
I thank ye all. To you, my good Lord Mayor, 
And you good Brethren, T’am much beholding : 
I have receiv’d much Honour by your prefence, 
And ye fhall find me thankful. Lead the way, Lords, 
Ye muft all fee the Queen, and fhe muft thank ye, 
She will be fick elfe. This day, no Man think 
Fias bufinefs at his Floufe, for all thal] {tay ; 
This little One thall make it Holy-day. 
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EPILOGUE. 


> : ‘I'S ten to-.one this Play can never pleafe 


All that ave here: Some come to take 
their eafe, 
And fleep out an AG or two; but thofe we fear 
Weve frighted with our Trumpets: fo tis clear, 
They ll fay it’s naught. Others, to hear the City 
Abus’d extreamly, and to cry That's witty 5 
Which we have not done neither; that, I fear, 
- 3 me : 
All the expetted good w are like to hear, 
For this Play at this time, is only in 
The merciful Con firuétior abd TP ouiek 
merciful Con fii uckion of good Women ; 
For fuch a one we foewd’em: If they fmile, 
5 ° . Fi e : . 
And fay ’twill do; 1 know within a while, 
All the beft Men are Ours for tis ill] hap, 
If they hold, when their Ladies bid ’em clap. 
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PROLOGU 


hat Troy, there lyes the Scenes From Ifles of G Gretce 
The Princes Orgillons, their high Blood ¢haf’d, 
flave tothe Port of A Khas ses their Ships 
fraught with the Niniieve a and Inftrumests, 
Of Cruel War: Six ty and nine that wore 
Lheir Crownets Reg il, from th’ Athenian By 
Lut forth toward Phi YOl3, and their Vow is m Ade 
, fack Troy, % within whe ofe ftrong Immures, 
Lhe ravifod Helen, Menelaus Oxeen, 
With wanton Paris fe eps, ana that’s the Quarre 

Jo Tenédos they « Ome, 
“ina the decp-drawing Barks do there difvorge 
Their warlike Er siybeate : Now on Dardan aes 
The fre[b ana yet unbr wifed Henge ks, do pite h 
Their brave Pavillions. Priam’s fix-gated Gity, 
Dar Gan, ana Timbria, Hellias, Ch tas, Tre 1eN, 
Mind A itenonidus, with maffy Staples, 


: = ita Sy. i 
a -T SSA Ae genAA test li: I? | 
Ana Cer?) ei aig “AHA [Might LH? DOES, 


- 


Stir “up the Sons of Ir 
Now £ sacpeclation tic; Hing skitti[b D. Spirits, 

Ox one and other fide, T rojan wad Greck, 
Sets all on hazard, And hither am I come 

AA Prologue arm’d, but not in confidence 

Of Authors Pen, or Attor’s Voice; but [uited 
In like Semen as our Arcument ; 


7 
To tell jou (fa r Beholders) that our Play 
Leaps oer the VauNnt ava fir fi iL af ug 7$ of thofé Brails, 
Bezinning in the middle + frurting thence AWAY 
7 o'what = be d ofted in A Play : 
Like, or find rae re do as your Pleafures are, 


Naw good, or bad, *tis but the Chance of War 
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pRiam, 3 
Hector, 


"Lroilus, | . : (-\ Gp a 
Paris, ~* Lond | WwW gh i\ 
Deiphobus, - TROJANS. 

Helenus, ' | 

feneas, 

Pandarus, 


Antenor 5 J 3 


Agamemnon, } 
Achilles, a 
Menelaus, 
lyfies ¢ oe ae eee 

Neftor’ + “PGREERS. | TOA. 
Diomedes, 
Patroclus, 
Therfites, | 
Calchas, ~ pt Se 2ursbatcT 2d 


Helen;, Wife.to Pett in Love with. Pati me 

Andromache, Wife to ‘Heélor, ATA ea 

Creflida, Daughter ta Calehas in Lew ” 
Troilus; a se ie 
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SCENE Trop. 


Enter Pandarus and Troilus. 


POLL US, 





is =A LL here my Varlet,. P]hinarm again, © >. 
Rau.) Why aioild 1 War Without ‘the ‘Walls of 
fi P| Trey; ~'* ‘3 See Yat 3 | 
1 That find fuch cruel Bartel here within? 
| Each Zrojanzthat is Mafter of his Heart, — 
Hs Let him to Fields’7yoil#s alas hath nore: 
Pun. Will this Geer né’er be mended 2 | 
, Thats. TheGreeks are Rrongs and skilful to} their ftrengthy 


Fierce to their skill, and to their fietcenefs valiant : 

But I am weaker than a Weman’s Tear, 

‘Tamer than Sleep, fonder than Ignorance ; 

Lefs valiant than the Virgin in the Night; 

find skillefs as unpra@tis’d Infancy. : 
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1 8'4 Troilus and \Grefiide, 


Pan Well, T have told you enough. of this’: ‘For, yj 
Party Vl not meddle nor make’ any. farthere He that willy, 
fave a Cake ‘out ofthe Wheat, :muft needs any, they 
Grinding, gid sl 

trois Bave I not tarried 2 “Tod as bask 

fan Ay, the Grinding ; but you multtartyithe Boulting, 
roi. Have I not tartied2 anivel 1g 
fan, Ay, the Boulting; but youmufttarry the Eeay’ning) 

Lroi. Still have I tarried, ods shin sdT 

Pan. Ay, to the Leav’ning’y but. here’s yet.in, the word 
hereafter, the Kneadingy/ the making \of thé Cake, the Heat- 
ing ‘ofthe Oven, andithe Baking $ snayy. you) mutt, fay, the 
cooling t6o03;cor you may chance ta;burn your Lipsy sd oc) }) 

Zroi. Patience her felt, what Goddefs. eer he hewn sd; 
Doth leffer bleneh ‘at»Sufferance, than.I.do.; 

At Priam’s Royal Table-T-do fit ; x4 
And when fair Crefidcomes-into my Hhoughts, —— 


ib a8 } 6 
So, Traitor! —When-thé comes; whea.theis thence... 
Pans Well, ; 


She look’dyefternighe fairer-than ever L fawyher lock, 
Or aty Woman elle, 
frot, 1 wasaboutto tél thee, 


Wey 
ébil 


LF sk t 
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RoisFb 2g 
when my.Heart, ia 


ig 
As wedgediwitha ligh; wouldsivelin twain, Al bne-toe 
Lelt Heétor, or my Father thould) perceive me, 
{ have: (as: when the Stin doth light a Storm) 
uried this fighpdn wrinkle-of a {mile.s ref of 


B 
But Sorrow, rhatris couch’d-ia feeming Gladneds, 
ts like that Mirth Fate turns to. fudden Sadnelfe or ssloony § ‘0 
Pan. And her Yair were not fomewhat_ darker than, He- 
dens well——go to, there were no more Comparifon; between 
the Women. But for my Part the is amy Kinfwomany I 
would nor (as they term it) praife ht ——but I would fome 
Body: had heard her talk yelterday, as I.did : I. will not: 
aifpraifé your Sifter Caffandra’s Wit, but | 
Trois O Pandarus | 4-te}] thee, Pandarui———— eS eae 
When I do tell thee; there my. Hopes lye drown’d, ,,, aloo? 
Reply not in how many: Fathoms deep... hiwen 
ey lye intrench’d, J tell thee, I am mad Daa 3 F | 
In Crefjid's Loves Thou anfwer'lt, theis-Fairs...0...- at 
Pour'ft tithe open Ulcer of my Heart, ska 78 
fier Lyesy her Hairy: her Cheek, her Gate, her Voices... - 
a 
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. 7 
ba Troilus vad Grefliver 13.65 
ti, Handleft in thy Difcounfe © that } her Hand! — 
Rt (In whofe Comparifon,’ all Whites are: Ink 


Writing their own Repfoach) to whofe foft feraure 
The Cignets Down is harfh, and Spirit of Senfe 
bv Hard as the Palm of Plougaman. This:thow tell me 3 
mn As true thou tell’ ft me} when I fay Ldoxeher: 
wai But faying thus, inftead of Oil and; Balm; 
iy Thou lay ft in'every igafhithar Love hath givenme; 


el The Knife that made ite | 
Os Pa V{ipeak ‘no moreithan Truth. : 


Troi “Thou doft rot {peal > much. 


et Pan, Faith, Pil not meddle int; Lets her be as fheas; | 
Wi if the be fair; ’tisthe betrét for: hers andthe: be nor ifhe 
di has the mends in her owmHands: | 
’ Troi. Good Pandarus; how now, Pandarus? foe 
| Pan. 1 have had my labout for my travel, all thoughron . 
iy of her, “and ill thought on of you 2 Gone between and be- ay 
i tween, but fmall thanks for my tabour: ar 
| Troi, What art thou angry, Pandarus? what, with me ? Bt | 
it Pan. Becaule fe is: Kinro ae, stherefore: the’s not {o fair my | 
as Helen; and fhe were not Kin to me, fhe would be as fair me | 
il on Friday, as* Helen ts on Sanday.) But what cared 2 I.care  \ } 
not and fhe weré'a'Black*aMorep “tis: all one :toome, 
Troi. Say I, the 1 not fair ¢ | 
Pan. 1 do not'¢are whether you do orinoss: She's 4 Foo! | 


to ftay behind -er Father ss Let herto whe Greeks, and fo 
I'll tell her the Rext-time Pfee her:: formy parts Plimeddle 
nor make no more-i’th’ matter. 
i Trois Pandatis— 


Pan. Not I. 
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at Troi. Sweet Pandavas . 
i) Pan, Pray you {peak no more to me, Fy will leave all as I 
i found it; and there’s an end. | Exit Pandarus: 


| Sonnad Alar tm. 
Troi, Peace; you wneracious Clamours; peace rude Soundsy 
Fools on both fides,’ Flé/er muft needs be fair; 
When with your Blood -yow daily paint her thus; 
I cannot fight upon this Argument; 
It is too ftarv’d a Subjeét:for my Sword : 
But Pasdaras O Gods! ‘how do you plague me! 
T cannot come to Crefid, but by Pandarms, | 
LA And 
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Did as'a Prophet weep what it forefaw, 


‘316 "Troilus amd. Creffiday 


And he’s as teachy to be woo’d COMO. Sod oT ak! 
As the is ftubborn, chaft, againit all Cri; cagins 2} oroqt't 
Tell me, Apollo, -for thy Daphue's Lovey . sil Yo broad A 
What Creffid 1S, what Pandar, and what.wes nid fits voaT 
Her Bed is Zndia, ‘there the lyes,)a Pearl,:.... ‘hnoD. ade 
Between, our Jijum,.and where. fhe refides vet vod T™ wt 
Let it be call’d the mild ‘and wandring Flood, «+ 9 4d 


299.1 On 


~ 


Our felf the Merchant, and this failing Pandar 
Our. doubtful.Hope, our Convoy, and.our Barks "7" ~ 2 


| Alarum, | -» Barer FE neas.: bbA ¥ LWDITaag 
_ tence. How how, Prince. Tyoiles Fis 25 wall 3 odie 
Wherefore not i’th! PINE Oo. ef a 9 psbwror oF died 


Troi. Becaufe nor theres this Woman’s anfwer forts, a yyllol 
For womanith it is to be from thences.d 4°, dy sermVes 
What News, e-Eneas; from the Field to. day? sud cninwA 
 eEne, That Parisis returned home, ,and hurts siodsiy vi 

Tro. By whom, eExeas tA wat visve io -_ 
ene. Troilus, by Ateneiaus, ath YIUOG £8 
Troi. Let Paris bleed,..’tis but.a {car ‘to Score. bobaild 
Paris.is gor’d with Aden¢laws Horn, i nor 9) GAlateme 
e“Ene. Hark, what good Sport is out of. Town to day bn 
‘roi, Better at-home, if Would T might, were May— 
But: to the Sport abroad—— are you bound thither 4.9 jo; 
ene. In all fwift hafte.. <n LORS scsi’ s9ni 
tro. Come, 80° we. then together, | [Exxeomt 
Exter Creffida And: A SEE Uitte 0h 2) 


i 


Cre, Who were thofe, went OPE scout 
Ser, Queen Hecabe and TD bay hg ctf gs tara entdoiwd 


Cre. And whither go they 2.0 . Gs ; igh ere. 
Ser. Upto the Eaftern Tower, <. 
Whofe height commands as fubjeGall.the 


tie 


Val Ci! Howey 


Lo fee the Battel.; Fiethor, whofe Patience, wir 
fs.as a Virtue fix’d, to day was: mov’d. : im beds 


He chid Andromache, and {truck his Armorers {co:\\ 4¢ 404 
And like as there were Husbandry In Warne ent ah 
Before the Sun rofe, he was harneft lighe,. J 
And to the Field goes he; where evry, Flower gil 


In Hetlor’s Wrath, a 
Cre. What was his caufe of Anger? 
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Troitus-and eve {8is 
_ Ser. The noife goe¥ this: | 
There is among the"Greeks; 
A Lord of Trojan Biséd, ‘Nephew to Hettor, 
They call hit 47a: 
Cre. Good; and:WAlat Of him 2 
Ser. They fay he?is*a very’ Man per /é, and ftards stofe: 
Cre. So do all Mens "unlefs they are drunk; fick, or have 
no Legs. the 3 | 
Ser, This'Man,Rady, ith robb’d many Beats of their 
particular Additiéns;*he i$ as valiant as the“ Lyon; churlith 
us the Bear, flow 4s the Elephant’s''a Man into whom Nature 
hath fo crowded Humors, that’ his"Walour ‘38° crite inte 
Folly, hisFolyfaweed with Diferetion ?“T hete'is 50’ Matt hath 
a Virtue, that he hath Hota Glimpfe’ of; ‘nor any Man’ an 
Attaint, but ‘héearries' fome Srain’ of FR™PR Be eanchoe 
ly without Cawfe}and terry deaintt HHe'Pair! he Rach tha 
— of every thing, but every thinp*'fo tt Of Joint, that 
€ is a gouty Briareus, many Mahds andsio ule; or pur- 
blinded s4rgus,alPE Yes andno Sets eS | 
“Cre. But how fhould'this Min" (that Hikes’ fic’ finile) 
make Heéfor angry 2 ° és dtd gripes , 
Ser. They fay he Y¥ eftérday top’ Peter ‘in’ the Battel 
and ftruck him déwn; the Difdain ahad"Shame whereof Barh 
ever fince kept Heffor fafting and Waking: 
Enter Pandas: * 
Cre. Who cofiiés her® 2 ti 
Ser. Madam, your Unklé Padarus 
Cre. Hettor’s a gallant Man; 
Ser. As may be in the World} Lady: 
Pan. What’s that?’ whats ‘that 2 
Cre. Good morrow, ‘Uncle! Padayit' 
Pan. Good moriow, Cofin Grea: whatdo you talk of? 


good morrow, Alexander “héw do you; Coufin? wheh were 
you at Llinm 2 

Cre. This Mortite, Unkle. 

Pan. What were you ‘talking of} when I came 2° Wa 
Hettor arm’d’ and’ gone; ete “ye cate to Vlinm? Helen was 
not up ¢ was fhe 2 

Cre. Hettor was gone, but Helex was tot up. 

Pan, E’n fo; Heior was ftirring* early. 


Cre. That were we talking of, and of his Anger. 
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3818 Troilus and Creflida. 
Pan. Was he angry 2 
Cre. So he fays here, 


(IE 


Pan. True, he was fo; I knowcthe Caufetooy ‘he'll, 
about him to Day I can tell chem that Sand there’s Traj . 
will not come far behind him, let them take heed of Trot 
lus; I can tell them thar too: ‘ o9dT oD 


NS ie 


Cres What is he anery too? svods. mid 

Pan, Who, Troitus2 3003 wolod 
Trolivs is the becter Man of thetwo; caigmoD boos wl 

Cre. OD Fupirer; theres no comparion; M0} 


Pan. What not between Troilus. and: Hettor 2 do.yg | 


Y 


Rnow a Manif you fee hime ish ard 
Cre. Ay; if I ever-fawchim»before, and knew him. 9) 


Pan, Well, J fayi Lroilus is Troilws, 3 anh, 
Cras Then you fay, asi] fay, Oia 4a 
For I am fure he is not Aecfor, 2 itog 

Pan. Nos nor HeGoris nor Troilus, itt fome degreesy uv 

Cre. ’Pis juft to each of them, he is higfel&o.. reLoDisiEg 

Pan. Flimfelf? alas poor Troilus bh] would ‘he were, 5; 

Cre. So he’ is, Liopauos 


Pan. Condition T had gone bare-foot to Lpdiag <2 i 
Cre. He is not Hedor, | | = leg 
Pan, Himfelf nove he’s not himfelfp:woulda were hime 

felf; well, the: Gad are above; ‘time ‘mutt friend or end; 

well, Troil#s, well, I would: my Heart were in her ‘Bo- 
dy —— no, “Heifor is:nots better Man than Treilasy | ere 
Cre. Excufe mex AAS Ae 
Pan. He is Elder; al 


Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. , 


Pan. Th’other’sindeccome to't; you! flail tell ane another 


Pale: when « ch’others «come to’t: Heéter® fhall not ‘hayeshis 
Wit this Year. | sol msi 


Cre. He thall not need it, 
Pan. Nor his Qualities, 

Cree No matter. wa 
Pan. Nor his Beauty. | a 


Cres? T would not become him; bis own’s better: 
Pan. You hav 


: : eno Judgement; Neice; eles her felf fwofe 
th’other Days that: Zroiiys for a brown Favor, (for fo'’t1s 


at 


St 


if he have his Owns” 


f muft confefs) not brow neither a 


rey 


Cre. No, but brown; ! : 
Pans 
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Trdilus-wnd Crete 1819 
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. Faith to fay Truth, brown and notebrown, 
Cres Fo fay the Truth, true and nertrue 

Pans She prais'd. his Gomplexion above Paris. 

Cre. Why Paris hath Golour enough. 

LA. SO herhas. 

Cre. Uhen Troilus thould have.too:much’; if the praisd 
him above, his Compiexion is* higherothan‘his, she hawag 
Colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming-a Praife 
for a good Complexion. Jbadas lieve elen’s golden Tongue 
had commended Treilusderca copper: Nofes.. 

Pan. Ab {wear to, you, 

I think Helex loves him better than Paris: 

Cre. Then the’sa merry Greek indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am furethedoe, She came to himth’orker 
Day into the compaft Window; and you know: he hhassriot 
paft three or four Hairs on his Chin. 

Cres »dndeéd. aT apiters, Arithmetic may. foon bringw:his 
particulars therein to a J oral, 

Pan. Why heis, very, Youngs.and yet will he within ehrec 
Pound lift as mu¢h as his Brother Aeéor. 

Cre. Is he fo young-a \Man\ -and: for dla aclsifrer2 

Pan. But to prove to you that Helemlowves him; fhe came 
and: puts:me her white | Hand: tovhis: elaven: Chin, 

Gre, Fuha havé:Meroys:-how camesit Cloven 2 

Pan. Why; you know ’tis dimpled 
IL think his.{milin 
all Phrigia. 

Cre. Ohs he {miles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not 2 

Cre. Oh yes, and *twere.a Gloud-in Autumn. 

Pan. Why. go't 
FIelex loves Troilus. 

Cres Troilus wil: ftand-to the 
Proof, if you'll prove it fo. 

Pan. Troilus? why he efteems her no more, than F e- 
{teem an addle Ege, 

Ge. If you loveran.addle Egg, as well as you love amid! 
Head, you would eat Chickens:i’th’ {hell 

Pan, X cannot,chofe but Laugh to. think how the tickled 
his Chins indeed fhe has-a. Marvel's white Handy BP mutt 


needs confefs, 


§ becomes :him better, than\anyMan-in 


0 then) = budeto prove to you: that 
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n& Zo Troilus and. Gi 


Cre. Without the Rack. bes 
Pan. And the. takes upon her to, fy a white ie oni 
[Ms 
“Cre, Abs, poor: Chin.! many\a Weare. is Sobers ibe: : 
Pan. But there.was fuch mer tens -_ Henn id 
thar her Eye run o'er, + feaad 
0 Gres With -Milltones; . . wii: er. ba 2, : 
Pana. And Calandra laughty,. ' ite> } Pps Pe 
Cres But there was more temperate Fire nde iat 
her Eyes; Did her Eyes run o'er too? « ., 
Pan. And Heéfor. laught,. staq tonseqk ; 
Gre. At what wasall.chis laughing, 2, <3 es ‘snd at 
Pan. Marry at the.white Hair: that Hi ait 
thin. o ; eg a as oF 
so€reecAend ‘had ‘nied 28 green Fhig,. ¢* ‘ould te 
foo, 
Pan. They laught not fo much, at the e Hair, asat, Hi pa 
ty Anfwer, b omny s 
Ge, What was-his Anfwere ft doi ay ee 
Pan. Quoth the, here’ $ bne. twor and iy Hairs on you 
Chin); and‘one of them is whites. _. oT ale 
Ge. This.is-hep Queftion. ::. 5x RAITT fi. 
Pans: Thar’ § true, make no queftianof. thats: tf wo, and! : 
ty Hairs, quoth he, and one white, that white H i y 
ather, and all] the re{t are his Song... Fat pitery. ¢ aa ‘ 
which of thefe Haitsis. Paris, my Husband? Lhe forked 
§uoth the; pluck’s Out.and giveit him: But. there. vs | 
laughing, and, Helen..fo bluth it Ang Eerie fo. da : 
the reft fo laught, that it pait. : . | 
‘ Cre. So let it now; yaaa 
orit has been a great while. nine e 
j Pan, Well, Coufin,. .., one ‘a shrowe end 
told you a thin Yefterd : th ages peers 
ee g ay>3 t ink on'ty, 2 td a 
Ram Vl be fworn,’ tis true; she will wee Daa 
; you an cwere é 
en mn “Ease 
es An ring.u 
gaint Maia, P 8 Pin his Fears,. as) He sale 
«Pan. Hark; they a are coming from the Field; thallive nd 


up here and fee them, as they pafs good 
Neice do, {weet Neice Creffi, Pag es cowards ~~ | 
EF: 
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‘Froilas ad Crete phi 

Cre. At your Pleafure. 

Pan. Here, ‘here, ‘here's ahexcellene Place, here we'may 
fee moft bravely, I'll tell you them all by their Namétj as 
they pafs by, but math 7+ 0ilus above the reft, 

FE.n€a3' paffes over the Stage. 

Cre. Speak not fo loud. 

Pan. That's -4xneas; is not that a brave Man?’ he’s one Sof 
the Flowers of Troy, I can tell you, but°mark 7) = ity 
{hall fee dndhe ° 

Cre. Who's that ? 

Antenor paffes over shy Shaye . 

Pan. That’s Antenors he has 'acthrewd W ith Pan rellyou, 
and Ae’s ‘4 Man’ f00e ehotigh; ‘he’s cnewih* faunddin faldg- 
ment jn Trey whofoever, and a proper Man of Perfon; when 
comes Troilus? Pil fhew'you Treilesanany; if heféeme you 
fhall fee him nod at me. 

Ste. Will he give'you' the nod’? 

Pan, You fhall fee. 

Cre, If he do, the Rich thall have'more: W 
. Meor paffes ooere 20) ion’ 

Pan. That's Heétor, that; that; 166k you, athe: ners’ 
a Fellow. _Go thy way, Hector; theres wbraveMab, Niéce, 
© brave Heitor }' Lo6k how he looks’? there’ $4 Countenatice! 
Ist not a brave Marg! ee 

‘Cte. © brave’Man:! rn oe 

Pan. T§ a not?’ Tedoes a\ Man's Heatreood, look you what 
hicks ‘ate on hisHelmct,' look'you yonder; dé you fee? “Louk 
you there? “F lere’s*ho jefting’; Bying on tak'¢- off who will, 
as they fay; there be hacks, 

Cre. Be thofe with Swords Q 

Paris puffs overs 

Pan. Swords, any thing, he cares not, ‘and the*Devilcome 
to him, it’s all one ;“by’ Godslid it déesones Heatt good, 
Yonder comcs Paris, yonder comes Paris: Look ye-yonder, 
Neéicé, is’t nota gallant Man'too, ‘is’ thor?’ Why, this brave 
now =’ Whé'faid he came home hurt tol[Day@"He’s ‘nor huit; 
why, this willf'do° Hfelen’s Heat good now, ha? Would I 
could fee Troilus now, you fhall fee Troilus anoni 
Gre. Who's that ¢ Bo a + Heltie u “3 
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_tencis, Virtue, 
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1822 Froilas a2¥°Crefida. 
bens Helenus paffes over ; af 
“An, hat's Helens: ; 3 ot Gy hie 
j dct vat s Helenus, ! marvel where Troilus ig ats Hi 
nus] think he went not forth to Day; that’ y 4 
Cree Can Helennus fieht, Uncle na Oy clea 
9 fan LTelenus, no—— Yés, he] & 
marvel where Troilus is ; hark, 
Cry roils? Helenus is a Prici{t. 
fh) : 7% . ‘y tae? < 
~Cre. What {neakimg Fellow comes yonder? - an 
Troilus paffes over, °° ™ 
‘ HI€S OVEr 
Pan. Where! Yonder z ei 1 sia. th aiid 
lf OMe eC! Naer¢ That's Deiphos Tie ei 
. : be 0 US» : 
There’s a Man, BGs Tis Trai 
of Chivalry. 
Cre. Peace, for thamie, peace, 
1? t he - \ agin 
Pats Mark him, note him: © brave Troilus: Loo 
“aoe 9 Neice, ‘look you how his Sword is bloodies 
is Fxeim more hack’d than Heétor’s, and how he looks, and 
how he goes ! O .admirab] Be 
eh Bs ids semiracle Youth! ‘he ne’er faw three and 
Ve O thy way Troilzs. oo th a Ta & 

i . a4 ii] . ' 
ithe: Siege ap t > DY SY, Way 5 had L'a Sifter 
‘chat taes Daughter a Goddefs, ‘he thould take 
nee re O; admirable Man! Paris? Paris is dit to 

an arra wpa wee (ales ; > el 
ns Warrant, 4elén to change would give Mony to 


ght indifferent wellan I 
do you not hear the f 





Nei¢e--+-hem-~.-.- Pat 
brave Lroilas 5, the Prine 


: well 





boot. 
| age 2 Fan * RE 4 
4-4#2¢Y Common Soldiers. am 
Cre. Here come’ mare. at 
* ma Affes, Fools, Doles, Chaff and Bran, ‘Chaff and 1 
rb ge after Meat. I could’ live and dye rch’ Eyes.of 
‘7 f a® q Y Ra sone L weet 
d Da Never look, ne'er look; the Eagles are gone, ¢ 
anc By eY M . SVike 
th a Crows and Daws: Thad rather be fuch a, 
webs BRE. Agamemnon and 4] Greece Pata 
Cre. There is among ¢] oh otf Howlegniat 
se Gh CNS the Greeks , 5 
than Troilas, P 9 achilles, S better es 
Lan. Achilles? a Ty; 
Cre. Well, well. 
Pan. Well, well |... 


~~ 






AY. 4 id ang pi 
ay-Man, a Porter, avery Camel. + 
Muy | OFS Upel 
m4 hy, have you any{Diferetion?. Have 
Ae what a.Man is ¢ Isnot, ith, 
ua, ‘ i Stalk: Manhood, Learning, Gen- 
— -outh, cralit the Spi 
a that feafons 4 Man 2 rot HES FOr AAR APN 

re. | Ine’ : ‘ 

re. Ay, amined Man, and-then to be bak’d with no 
the Man’s date isourn 
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Pan. You are {uch another W 
ward you lye. 

Gre. Upon my Back, to defend my Belly; upon my 
Wit, to defend my Wiles ; upon my Secrefie, to defend 
mine Honeélty; my Mask to defend my Beatty, and you to 
defend all thefe; and at all thefe Wards I lye at a thoufand 
Watches, 

Pan, Say onejof your Watches, 

Cre. Nay, Vill watch’you for that, and that’s one of the 
chiefeft of them too; if I cannot waid what I would nor 
have hit, I éahi watch you for telling how I took the blow, 
unlefs it {well patt hiding, and then it is paft watching. 

Enter Boye 

Pan. You are fuich anorher, 

Boy, Sir, my Lord would inftantly fpeak with you. 

Pan..Where? 

Boy, At your owh. Houle, 

Pan. Good Boy, tell him I come, I doubt he 
Fare ye well, good Niece, 

Cre. Adieu, Uncle 

Pan, Vilbe with you, Niece, by and by, 

Cre. To bring, Unele. 

Pan. Ays a°Tokerf from Troilus, 

Cre. By the fame tokeh, you are a Bawd, [ Exit Pan, 
Words, Vows, Gifts, Tears, and Loves full Sacrifice, 

He offers in another’s Enterprize : 
But more in Troilas.thoufand fold I fee, 
Than in the Glafs of Pazdzar’s praife may be. 
Yet hold I off. Women gre Angels wooing, 
Things won are done, the Soul’s joy lyes in doing: 
That fhe belov’d, knows nought that knows not this; 
Men prize the thing ‘ungain’d, more than it is, 
That fhe, was never yct, that ever knew 

Love go fo fweet, as when defire did fue: 
Atchievement is command; ungain’d, befeech, 
Therefore this Maxim out of Love I teach; 

That though my'Hearts Content’sfirm love doth bear, 


Wothing of that fhall from mine Eyes appear. [ Exit, 


oman, one kaows not at whe 


be hurt, 
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13 24 Troilus and Creffida. 


SCENE II. Agamemnon’s Tent im the Gre. 
cian Camp. 






ee 


Yrampets. Enter Agamemnon, Neftor, Ulyfles, Diomedes, 


Menelaus, with others. 








gam. Princes; ; ! 
What Grief hath fet the Jaundife on your Cheeks? 
The ample Propofition that hopes make 

in all defigns begun-on Earth below, 

Fails in the promis'd largenefs; checks and difafters 
Grow in the veins of AGtions higheft rear’d. 

As knots by the conflux of meeting Sap, 

Infe& the found Pine, and divert his Grain 
Tortive and errant from his courfe of growth. 

Nor, Princes, is it matter new to us, 

That we come fhort of our fuppofe fo far, 
That after feven years Siege, yet Troy Walls ftand; 
Sith every Action that hath gone before, | 
Whereof we have Record, Trial did draw 
Me aiea Bias and thwart; not anfwering the aim, 
TRAE daa? And that unbodied Figure of the thought 
me Cae That gav’t furmifed fhape. Why then, you Princes, 
a Do you with Checks abath’d, behold our Works, 
And think them fhame,which are, indeed, nought elfe 
But che protractive Trials of great Fowe, 






















CE Ye SARE Sh To find perfiftive Conftancy in Men? 

Meese Ae aM ae The finenefs of which Metal is not found 

na, a oe ae In Fortune’s love; for then, the Bold and Coward, 
aia 4 | The Wife and Fool, the Artift and unread, 

Fi i i The hard and foft, feem all affin’d, and kins, 


But in the Wind and Tempeft of her Frown, 

Diftinction with a loud and powerful Fan, 

Pufhag at all, winnows the light away; Tika 
And what hath Mas, or Matter by it felf, cS 
Mt | Lies rich in Virtue, and unmingled. ee 
irieuis. | Nejft.. With due obfervance of thy godly Seat, 

a Great dgamemnon, Neftor fhall apply. 

ee ag Thy lateft Words, ; oe weet 

oS a In the reproof of Chance, 


Site rk ame 














ly 





b Pp a P , 
Troilus azd Creflida. 1325 


Lies.the true proof.of Men: The-Sea being {mooth, 
How many fhallow bauble Boats dare fail 
Upon her patient Breaft, making their way 
With-thofe of noble Bulk2 
But let the Ruffian Boreas once enrage 
Lhe gentle Thetis, and anon, behold, 
The ftrong ribb’d Bark thro’ liquid Mountains cuts, 
Bounding between the two. molt Elements, 
Like Perféews Horfe: Where’s-then the fawcy Boat, 
Whofe weak untimber?d: fides but even now 
Co-rival’d Greatnefs? | Either to. harbour fled, 
Or madea Toft for Weptunes “Even fo, 
Doth Valour’s thew, and Valour’s worth divide 
In {torms of Fortune, 
For, in her ray and brightneds, 
The Herd hath more annoyance by the Brize 
Than by the Tyger: But, ‘whenthe fplitting Wind 
Makes flexible the knees ofknotted Qaks, 
And Flies fled under fhades; why then 
The thing of Courage, 
As rowz’d with rage, with rage doth fympathize, 
And with an accent tun’d indelf-fame Key; 
Retires to chiding Fortunes 
Ch. Agamemnon, | 
Thou great Commander, Nerve and Bone of. Greece, 
Heart of our Numbers, Soul, and only Spirit, 
In whom the Tempers, and the Minds of all 
Should be fhut up: Hear what Giy/es fpeaks. 
Befides th’ Applaufe’and Approbation 
The which, moft Mighty; forthy Place and Merit, .[7o Aga: 
And thou moft reverend for thy ftrercht-out Life, [To Nett. 
I give to both your Speeches, which -werefuch, 
As Agamemnon and the Hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in Brafs3: and fuch again 
As venerable Neffor (hatch’dyin Silver) 
Should with a bond of Air, .ftrongyas the ,Axle-tree 
On which the Heavens ride: knit all Greehs Ears 
To his experienc’d Tongue 2, Yete let ar, pleafe.both 
(Thou Great and Wife) to hear Viyfes fpeak. 
Aga. Speak, Prince of Ithaca: and be’t of efs 6xpe 
Thatematter needlef:, of importlefs burthea 


Vo Le IV. U Divide 


: 
Uy 


> 
= 


ees 


ee 


— 


= ~ 


= NF me 


tt te A Os CO EEE EBLE, EE 


ate se 


_ ~o.¢ 


- hy OR OO LO OEE OO 


’ aay ae, . om 


oe 


ez wert 
a? Ne 
9 0% 


* 
| 
: 
V 


oa te 


3 ere: err ee 


Se 


HO oe 





Gt a 


= 
~~" 


perme y 
— = 
=; — 


2 NO CoS Se 


ES TSS 


Wenn tc 
She See) 


Sey 
ee error 
— a 


“ 
> se aes . S ¢ Se aS 

a a? a te <i 2 eee Se es - . = > ~ 
2 zx ES ea a: oot r it». are Z =e 
eet es Jas SY = bee Ot en aa Sas : . = 


ie pe 
- 


as RS are =—? Z “ eal . — - — - “ 
a ; — ; ; —_ --— = ~e, ~ ———_— : =~ = = — =— . 
A a . - = - ee ele 4 ~ ate ‘ ~ So : —- a : 
a. — mead: —— = Reh Fie we eo sy Sm x = rE: = cae * —- = 5 ~--—+-= 5 =S= =e . — 
- on™ ev. + > BilAs - a a 2 =a ee SoS ss _ ate + —- ee eee y - ets - = 595 z a3 - a tee ge = Ey 3 = = WE Sse: = 
O06 i sae), i : =+ = - : ———_ i nae = a ; . ae = = —————— = : 
. — ~~ ~ 3 = = =e ' z ‘: 2 2 Sa - = : 2 wee 2 = ——— . «5 2 Ss. n , -_~ 
% nr es - 7 ~ a < . =~ pee =~ > - oe Ss lar ‘ ——_ > so ~ Sa “ r a 3 bi ~-™ = —* == 5 
3 Bet Ps - : My oe na aia “wes = == se SS 3 “=a =" =) —— : - 
Ie aS R ee Se ry Si yar - : ; : : : 3 ea ——— SS £ — = a 
: a f “al $5" ws J . > SS al - ar = 
" « > a - ‘ ~ A nS < . - : <== > - a ai —— = 
< : a a ee : S ——— : — = — SS —— = ——————— — — —— == 7 = —- = 
— 9 - - 7 P 9-- : pee 2 z y i S ‘ =: 3 - -- —r —— - = ——- ——— 
> = ——_— a ©“. i Sipe Aree . * ~ —s - ‘ : = : ~ ~ - — t= = ’ 
- ~ : —— - > ~=" — Pager ew er ae 8 —~ - Y <= — “ = * =— 


= TSRSS 
eo SSS. 


oe 
re 
[are a 


ees 


SSS SS 


vs 


Ser ee 
Rt oa 


a —_ os ae 
> Soke ee ey 


2 2 ae eZ 
= SS 


ee - 
ce z 


So = NSS ae — ; 


A 


1 


T 


JI J ‘t - oi 
ON a Creflida. 


nan we are confident, 


pes his maltiff Ja es 
Wir r) 
V\ ty and O rac] eC. 


Cly/. 4roy, yet upon her Bafis, had been down, 
nd the great Heétor’ s Sword had fack’d a Mafter 
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dies: leral is nor _ ae Hive, 
whom the Fo alers fhall 2 4 epair, 


iat Hony is expe Cted 2 Deg €€ ig ine vizarded, 
et iworthielt fhews as fairly in the Mask 
B avens them! elves, the Planets, and 
ve degree, prio) ‘ity and place p 
ture, courfe, propo ”f 
~ ie. »F rtion, feafor Dy form 
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this Center, 
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‘2iN f)3 abode $e A} ¢ of Planer 


se 


Ge, ee a evil, 
; jLLS like th eC c Om m2 and’ ment of 4 King, 
> 
avi] ad.» But-when the Planets 


evil niiaties to diforder wander 


at rage es an rhe ad rt a - 
essay id what:P ortents, what Mutiny @ 
ing of the Seg2 fhaking of Earthe 


mmotio on i ja the W inds? 
: dds? Frights, chan wes, horrors, 


crack, rend and deracinate 
: unity, and married calm of States 


egree 1s fhaken, 
ugh Defigns) 


ow could Communities 
a 
es 19 Schools, and Brotherhoods ‘in Cities 
etal C ommerce fr: us dividab] Sh 3 
e Shores, 


and due of Birth, 


hich is the Ladder to all-hj 
E neerpriag 1S fick, 


1A 
1€ 
eor 
“55 4 


Py imogeni iture, 


rogative of Age, 
. hy De ore oe Crown He Seepters, Lawrels, 
y ee) fland in Authentick 
but Dee A.utnentick Place? 
eree away, untune that String, 


follows; each thin 
: g mects 
ancy. The bounded: Waters 


than the Shores, 
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And make a fop nc all this folid Globe: 
Strength wou ld be Lord of 
And the rude Son would ft dead: 
Force would be Rights; or rather, Right and Wrong 
(Between whofe endlefs jar Jufl Ice relides) 
Would lofe their Names, and fo woul | Juftice toos 
Then every thing Pidte des it {elf in Paes 

Power into Will; Will into Appetite; 


And Appetite (an univerfal Wolf, 


7 ¥ 
So doubly_fecondediwith Will and Power) 
a {) t j 
Mufl fmyake Perforce an Unive! {a | preys 


Aa Eh pin . c 
And baails Cat lp himAéelf; 


a 


Ji Gg “ a 4 it F7ZE 742 Z Z 4, 
“T's ee cay > ae >, ee 
i his C Aten wien ierree Is fuffocate; 


B $ the choaking : 

An d this neglection Decree ts it, 

That by a pace goes bac a: ard, in a purpofe 

t hath to climb. -The Ge: eas dif{dain’d 

dy him one Itep below; he! by the next; 

Chat next, by y him beneath: So every ftep; 

Exampled b yy the firft pace, that is fick 

Of bis Superior, grows to an. envious Fever 

Of pale and bloodlefs Emulation. 

And ’tis this Fever that keeps Troy en foot, 

Not her own Sinewss’ To end a Tale «of length; 

Troy in our weaknefs lives, not in her ftreneth, 
Nef. Molt wifely hath: Osjfes here difcover’d 

The Fever; whereof all our Power is fick. 
Aga. Lhe Nature of the ficknefs found) Ulyfes; 

What is ~ Reme dy? : 
Uf. The great Achilles, whi om Opinion crowns 

The Sinew, and the saeco d of our Hof 

Having his Bar full of his airy Fame, 

Grows dainty of his Worth, and in his Tent 

Lies mocking our Defigns. W ith him Pésroclrig, 

Upon a lazy Bed; the live-lon 2 day 

Breaks fcurril Jelts; 

And with ridiculous and aukward A& &ion, 

(Which; Slanderer, he imitation calls) 

He Pageants us, Sometimes: § great deamemnin: 

TD hy topl efs De eputation he pir: on: 
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Troilus avd Creflida 


like a ftrutting Player, whofe Conceir 
Lies in his Ham-ftning, and dorh think it rich 
} 4 


ir the wooden Dialogue ana Sound 
wixt his {tretch’d footi ing, and the Scaffoldage, 


-+) to-be-pitied, and o’er-refted feeming 
a hes Greatne 7 in) and when he feats, 
kea Chime amet fers: ; with terms unfquard ; 
h from the Tong é of foal ‘ing 1 yp hon aropt, 
feem H ype sacle At this Sully {tuff 

ine large Achil: les, on his rreft-bed |] 10 lling, 

From his d leep Chelt, laughs out’a loud»Apphufe; 

Cri ies——-——excellent [-----tiS Agamemnon jut, 
Now play mee Or — hum, and f{troke thy Beard 
As s he, being re{t to fome Oration: 

That's done; as near as the extreameft Ends 

OF Parallels Iss as s Vuican and his Wife: 
Yet good Ae} illes£ “ill cries, Excellent! 

Tis Ne eftor right! ow play him, me, Patroclus, 
Armi: ng to anfwer it's Nii cht-alarm 
And then, forfooth ly the faint rs fects of Age 
Mutt be the Scene of Mirth, to cough ae {pits 
And with a Palfie fumb ling “on his Gc rget, 

Shake in and out the Rivet and at this fport, 
Sir Valour dies; cries,O ! enough Patroclis—— 
ry give me Ribs of Steel, Ith al] fplit all 
In pleafure of my Spleen. "And in this fafhion , 
All our Abilities, Gifts, Natures x Shapes, 
Severals and generals of Grace ents 
Rechieseciens: Plots, Orders, Preventions, 
Excitements to the Field, or fpeech for: True, 

Succefs or Lofs, whit is, or is notj' ferves 

As ftuff for thd two, to make Paradoxes. 
Neft. An din the Imitation of thefe twain, 

Wi! ho, as Ulyffes fays, Opinion crowns 
With an Imperial Voi ce, thany arevinfect: 

Ajax is grown felf-will’d, a nd be ar his Heac, 
rs fuch a Rein, in full as proud a place 


As broad Achilles, and keeps his Tent Lik ke him; 
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A Save (whofe Gall co ns Slanders like a Mint) 
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ti To match 1s in Comparifons with Dirt, 

int £0 weakenand difcredit our expofure, 

; How rank foever rounded in with danger. 

ae Ulf: Taey tax our Policy, and call it Cowardife, 

, Count se dom as no,Member of the War, 

at Fore-{tall our Prefcience, and efteem no A, 

, But that of Hand: ‘Lhe ftill and mental Parts, | 
ia That do ccntrive how. many Hands fhall ftrike I 
ae When fiends calls them on, an know by meafure mY 
Of their obfervant Toil, the Enemies weight, \ 
% Why this hath not a a Finger’s iowiet ‘ 
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T hep call tais Bed-work ; Mapp ry, Clofet-War : 
(Eh  §O that theRam, that battersdown the nat 
i) For the great {wing and rudénefs of his pois 
They place before his Hand that made t E ingine, 
Or thofe that with the finenefs. of, their Sits 
By Reafon guide his Execurion, 
Neft. Let thi IS be ora nt d, and Achil lles Horfe 
Makes many Thetis ea | Tucker founds. 
- Aga. What Trampet? Look, Azenelans, 
4 ee From Z7roys 


er 


ott ewrrn, 


ior 
——— 
- =z 


Enter, Aineas. 
4ga. What would you,’fore our Lent 2 
| a Isthis great Agamemnon’ s Lent,,I pr 
Wie Aga. Even this. 
e‘Ene. May one that 1s.a Herald.and a Piince, 
Doa fair Méffage to his:Kingly Ears¢ 
tga. With furety fironger than dehilles Arm, 
Fore all the ONE Heads,,-which with ore voice 
Call Agamemnon Head and General 
efEne. Fs wah ave; and lerge fecurity. How may 
A ftranger to thofe moft Imperial Looks, 
Kt = them from Eyes of other Mortals¢ 
Aza, How? 
¥ ye. Ay: Task, that I mi; ght waken Reverence, 
And on the Cheek be oy with a blufh 
Modeft as Morning, when fhe coldly eyes 
The youthful Phabins: 
Which is thit God in Office, guiding Men ¢ 


Which is the high and n ighty Agamemnon 
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Asa. This Tre is us, Or the Men of Tray 
Are ceremon ious Courtiers. 

ene. ee thee as free, as debonair, unarmd, 
As bending Angel $.¢ that’s their F ame, in Peace $ 
But wl hen a they: would feem Soldiers, Pron 'y have Galls, 
Good Arms, {tron g joints, true Swords, and Fove's accord, 
Noth ling fo full of Heart. But peace, ieee 
Peace Tra {any lay thy Fin on thy Lips, 
The worthinefs of Praife diftains his worth, 
If that he prais’d himfelf, ailfe forth : 
What the repini ng Enemy aoiameaa 

That breath Fame blows. ‘that P raile- fole pure tran! fcends, 

Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call ye ir felf, eA neas? 

ene. Ay, Greer, thats Name 

“ga. What's your al! Pray you ¢ 

etne. Sir, pardon, tis fc 42a s Ears. 

tga. He hears novght pri 

lat comes from Troy, 

£ne. Nor I from Troy come notto whifper him, 
Trumpet tO awake his Bs; r, 
enfe on the attentive bent, 
0 Apeak, 
»eak frank! '¥ as t] re Wi ad, 

Tt j is j NOt Avamenznuo i . {| ceping hour ; 
That thou thal It kne Ws Troje any he is cack 
He tells thee fo himfelf 

eA: né, Trumpet baer loud: 
Send thy brafs Voice thro’ all ol nefe lazy Tents, 
And ever y Greek of Mettle, lethim know 
What 73 ‘OY means fair rly; thall be {poke aloud. 

| The Trumpets Jonna, 

We have, great Avamemuon, here In Troy, 
A Prince call’d S16 Or Priam is his. Father: 
Who in this dul and long continu’d Truce 
Is rufty srown, he bad me take a Trumpet, 
And to this pt irpofe {peaks Kins Ss Princes, Lo rds, 
Ith re be one amoneft the ft baa Gireeed. 
Lhat holds his Honour bisher ha his Bafe, 
Phat leeks hisP aife, mx b fears his Peril, 
4 bat knows his Valour r, and knows not his Fear, 
That loves} his Miftsefs more than in Confeffion, 


~ 
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(With truant Vows to her own Lips he aie 
And dare avow ner Beauty and her Worth 
In other Arms than hers; to him this Chal lenge. 
Heitor, In view a Trojans anc | 
: 1all make it good, 0: do his beft to do 1r. 

e hath a Lady 7, wifers fai: Ty boa 
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i : in ever Greek did comp ifs ) his A rms 
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And will to Morrow with his Crumpet call, 
Midway between your Tents, Walls of Troy, 
To tage? , AALS m that is true in love. . 
If ‘come, Hector thall Honour him: 
If none, he’ll fay in Troy when he retir 


ay ¢ ay Re o's Laer Te - 
The Gretna Dame are )ul “ournt, atl not worth 
iat 
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\e {plinter of a Lance 3 even fo much. 
Ne ‘| 1125 ] 
If none of them ha-e Soul in fuch a kind, 
We have left then ee athome: But weare Soldiers; 
And may “hat Soldi 
Phat meahs not, hat ‘ho t, or is not in love; 


. Se a ee 

inat one meets vector 
y 5 we nad 3 m . Se : a 

Neff. TFell*him of NNeffer; one that was aMan 
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One Nobleman, that hath one fpark of Fire, 
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DCaAVCl, 
And in my Vantorace put rhis wither d brawn, 
And meeting him, will tel him, that my Lady 
Was fairer than his Grandam, and as chafte © 
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As may be m the World; his Youth is flood, 
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4ca. Fair Lord eneas, 
Ro) eae eet e r ] 
Let m tues F our Hend: 
ea ai] T — rryuy? ro 
Too villio | fead you firlt: 
pe _¥ une : ee eS “4 : Pe 
Achilies Lil ; ive word OI LilldSD LBULCIil, 
Albina Rea = <P ee we Te. ae en 
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T's oilus ana Creflida. 


At anent Ulyfles ana Neftor. 

Oly Near 

Rvtyje LVEl/lOr, 

Nefi. What f ys Obffes: ? 

Uy/. I have a youn '8 Conception in my Brain, 
Jn sale 5 y time 
Be you my time to bring it to fome ihape. 

Nef. Wi] hat is’t2 


73). /* : 
Citi. £ hi "tis: 


Blunt w mre rive bard knots ; ; the feeded Pride 
That hath to this maturi ity blown up 

In rank Achilles, muit or now be cropt, 

Or, theddii 8, breed a Nur fery of like evil 

To over-bulk us all 


Lid dibs 
Ne/?. Welt 
wd €/i. ved 


Oh. This Challenge shat the valiant Hector fends, 

However je is baer In general Naine 

Relates jn purpofe only to Achilles, | 
Neft. Ene p p seni is perfpicuous even as Subftance, 

Whofe erofin els little ¢ Charaéters fum Ups 

And | In the publ] icatio 1 make ne o {train: 

But th, at di Hille 5, were his Brain as barren 

As Banks of Lybia, tho’, “lpolle knows, 

"Fis dry ¢ enou igh, will with great {peed of Judgment, 

Ay; with celes erity, find Heéfor's purpofe 

Pointing on hi Mm. 
lyf. An d wake him to the Anfwer, think you? 
Neft. Yes,’tis moh meets whom may you élfe oppofe 

That can from Ffefhoy | bring his Honour off, 

If not Achilles? Th, ought be a fportful Gasihars 

Yet in this Tria] much att n dwells. 

For here the Trojans tale our deav’ft sepuite 


With thei IT fin’h it Pa! ate: . £4 6 | | truft to me, Clyffes, 
Our imput tation {hall be od ily DO! bir 


In this wild A@ion, For iy fags 

Although particular, fhall have a feantli ing 

OF good or bad, unto th plo oe: hiner 
And in fuch Indexes, although {mell Pricks 

To their fabs equent Vo! umes, there is feen 

The ba! xy figure of the Giant-mafs 

Of thing »§ to come at laroe, Ir is fuppos d, 

He thar eets Aleéy Or, 


: fh ules is feta our choice; 
Aid chéice being 


tautuar act of all our Souls, 
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Makes Merit her EleGion, and doth boil 
As ‘twere from forth us all; a Man diftill’d 
Out of our Virtues; who mifcarrying, 
What Heart from hence receives the conqu ring part 
To tteel a {trong Opinion to themfelves, 
Which entertain’d, Limbs are -his Inftruments, 
In no lefs working, than are Swords and Bows 
DireCtive by the Limbs, 
Ulf. Give pardon'to my Speech: 
Therefore ’tis meet; Achilles meet not Hetfor = 
Let us, like Merchants, thew our fowlett Wares, 
And think perchance they'll fell; if not, 
Lhe luftre of the better, yct to fhew, 
Shall fhew the better.’’ Do tiot confent, 
That ever Hector and: Achilles meet : 
For both our Honour, and 6ur Shame in this, 
Are doge’d with two ftrange Followers: 
Neft. I fee them not with my old Eyes: What are they? 
Ulf. What glory our Webilles fhates from Heitor, 
Were he not proud, weall fhould wear with him: 
sut he already is too’ infolent; 
And we were better parch in Africk Sun 
Than in the pride and ‘fale feorn ‘of his Eyes, 
Should he fcape Heétor fair. If he were foil’d, 
Why then: we did our main Opinion ¢ruth 
Yn taint of our beft Man. No, make aT. 


ott'ry, 
And by device let blockith A/ja% 
. u) 


draw 
The fort to fight’with Hedor? Among our felves, 
Give him allowance'as'the worthyer Man, 
For that will Phyfick the great Myrmidon, 
Who broils in lowd ‘applaufe, ‘and make him fall 
His Creft, that prouder'that blue Zr bends. 
If the dull brainlefs. s4jax come fafe off, 
We'll drefs him-up in Voices; if he fail, 
Yet go we under our Opinion fil, 
That we have better Men. But hit or mifs, 
Our projects life this thape of fenfe alfumes, 
Ajax imploy’d, plucks down Achilles Plumes, 
Nefi. Now Ulpffés, I begin to relith thy advice, 
And I will give a tafte of it forthwith 
To AAC amemnons SO we to him {tieight; 
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Creflida, 


n other; Pride alone 
Riffs < on, as ’twere their Bone, [ Excennt, 
7 @ 
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iy eee ay rt pale 
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Enter, Ajax and Thetrfites. 


a reaT 1X s eee | f1erfites. 

AGlt gp Ther. i bs 2n0n-~-= how if he had Bilesa-« 

ull, all Over generally |: Talking to hi 
Rieger, ee y- | Talking to hi 

Max. f herfites, od oie mies 

Zher. An les did | 
Pad And thofe Biles did run-<-- fay fo---- did not the 

zencral run, were not ee a Botchy core? 
jax. Dog, 

Ther. |. en tere wonld -c- % : 
Aloe Then there would come fome matter from him: Tf 
fee none now. 

Phou Bitch-Wolfs Son, canft thou not hear2 
[ Strikes bins, 
tnee, thou Mungrel 
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Aja “. Speak then, 

- Speak you whinid’ft leave: | 
thee into han dic I dete le : ~ mg 
| Ther. I fha all { fooner rail thee into wit 4 but i 

think thy Horfe will fooner con an Orsti 
4 wi ay St Wi nout Book: Fhou Ca alt frit . - ou ¢ 4 A 

Murrain © toy Jades tricks. 
f 2s ae YI if Carn Me the Pr oclas 1a 109 
yostt: thou think I have no fenf fe, thou ftrik’ ft me 
Proclamation. i thus 2 
art Proclair 'd a Pe ; aie 
‘proclaim ool, T think. 

not; my Fingers itch. 
teh from Head to Foot, and 
W ould make t! iee the loath= 
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it every hour on Achilles, 
S greatnefs, as Cerberus is 
hou bark? 
thou Dark’{t at him, 
Make 








; 
Tosas ties 2. oii > ieee 
LTOUUS and CreNeda. 1§ 
Ajax. Miftrefs Therfites. 
Ther. Vhou fhouldtt ftrike him, 
a Ajax. Coblosf. ty | | hte 
Ther. Ele would pun thee into Shivers with his Fift, as 


. Sailor breaks a Bisket. 
4 4° r y f ; . ‘ 
Ajax. You whorfon Cur. [ Beating him. 
gb 
; Ther. Do, do, 
js Ajax. Thou ftool fora Witch. 
Ther. Ay, do, thou fodden-witted Lord: thou haft no 
more Brain than I have in mite Elbows: An Ajinico may 
ry tutor thee. Thow fcurvy valiant AG, thou art here but to 
hat | 


threth Trojaws, and thou art bought and fold among thofe 
of any wit, like a Barbarian Slave. 
I will begin at thy Heel, and tell wi 
di hou thing of no Bowels, thou, 
Myjax. You Dog. 
Ther. You {curvy Lord. 
On ht Ajax. You Cur. | Beating him. 
Ther. Mars his Idiot ; do Rudenefs, do Camel, do, do. 
Enter Achilles and Patfoclis, 
Achil. Why, how now, Ajax? wherefore do you this2 
How now, Therfites? what's the matter, Mane 
Ther. You fee him there, do you2 
Achil. Ay, what’s the matter 2 
Ther. Nay look upon him. 
Achil, So I do, what’s the matter 2 
Ther. Nay, but regard him wel. 
Achil, Well, why I do fo. 
Ther. But yet you look not well upon him; for whe 
ever you take him to.be, he is Ajax. 
Achil, 1 know. that Fool. 
Ther. Ay, but that Fool knows not himfelf, 
Ajax. Therefore I beat thee. 
Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters, his 
Evafions have Ears thus long. I have bobb’d his Brain 
more than he has beat my Bones: [ will buy nine 
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if thou ufe to beat me, 


lat thou art by Inches, 
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. Sparrows 
for a Penny, and his Pia Afater is. not worth the ninth Part 
of a ‘Sparrow. This Lord (Achilles) Ajax, who wears his 
wit in his Belly, and his Guts in his Head, I'll tel] you 
what I fay of him. 
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Achil, What? | Ajax offers to ftrike him, Achilles interpofes, 
Ther. I fay, this Ajax , 
Achil, Nay, good Ajax. 

Ther. Has not fo much wit—— 

Achil, Nay, I muft hold you. 

There As will {top the Eye of Helen's Needle, for whom 
he comes to fight. 

Achil, Peace, Foo’, 

Ther. 1 would have peace and quietnefs, but the Fool will 
not; he there, that he, look you there. 

“jax. O thou damn’d Cur, I Male 

Achil, Will you fet your wit to a Fool’s 2 

There No, I warrant you, for a Fools wif fhame it, . 

fat. Good Words, Therfites. 

Achil, What’s the Quarrel? 

Ajax.-T bad the vile Owl, go learn me the tenure of the 
Proclamation, ‘and ‘he rails upon me. | 

Ther. I ferve thee not. 

Ajax. We'll, g0't, go to. 

Lher. I ferve here voluntary. 

Achil. Your laf Service was fufferance, *twas not voluntas 
ry, no Man ts:beaten voluntary: Ajax was here the volun- 
tary, and you as under an Imprefs. | 

Ther. E’en {o-t-09 Preat a deal of your wit too lies in your 
Sinews, or elfe there be Liars: FTettor th 31] havea great catch, 
if he knock out either of your Brains; +hée were a3 good crack 
a fufty Nut with no Kétnel, | 

Achil, What, with me too, Therfites? 

Ther. There’s Clyffes, and old Neftor,, whofe Wit was 
mouldy e’er their Grandfires had ‘Nails ‘on their Toes, yoke 
you like draft Oxen, and make you plough up the wair. 

Achil, What! what! | 

Ther. Yes, good footh, ‘to Achilles, to Max, to 

“Hax. I thall cutout your Tongue, 


ther. *Tis no mattér, “I thal] {peak as much as thou af- 
terwards, 


Pat. No more Words: Therfites, 


2 ie Twill hold my peace when Achilles Brach bids me, 
hall 12 | 


“chil. There's for you, Patroclus, 
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Ther, 
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Ther. I will fee you fang’d like Clotpoles, e’er I come a- 
ny more to your Tents, I will keep where there is wit ftir- 
ring, and leave the Fa&tion of Fools, | Exit. 

Pat. A good riddance. 

Achil. Marry this, Sir, is proclaim’d through all our Hoft, 
That Heétor, by the fifth hour of the Sun, 

Will with a Trumpet, ’twixt our Tents and Troy, 
To Morrow morning call fome Knight to Arms, 
That hath a Stomach, and fuch a one that dare 
Maintain I know not what: ’Tis trafh, farewel. 

Ajax. Farewel! who fhall anfwer him? 

Achil. I know not, ’tis put to Lott’ry; otherwife 
He knew his Man. 


jax. O, meaning you, I will go learn more of it. [ Exit, 


SCENE II. Priam’s Palace in Troy. 


Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris. and Helenus. 


Pri. After fo. many. hours, lives, Speeches fpent, 
Thus once again fays Weffor from the Greeks, 
Deliver Helez, and all damage elfe 
(As Honour, lofs. of ‘Times. Travel, Expence, 
Wounds, Friends, and whatelfe dear, that is confum’d 
In_not digeftion.of this Cormorant War) 

Shall be ftruck off. Heftor, what fay. you to’t2 

Heét. Thoughno Man leffer fears the Greeks than I, 
As far,as touches my particular; yet, dread Priam, 
There is no Lady of more fofter Bowels, 

More {pungy.to.fuck in the fenfe of fear, 
More ready to cry out, Who knows.what follows, 
Than Heéfor is 3 the wound of Peace ts furety, 
Surety fecure; but modeft doubt ts call’d 

‘he Beacon of the wife ; the Tent that fearches 
To th’bottom of the worft, Let Helex go. 
Since the firft Sword was drawn about this Queftion, 
Every Tithe Soul. ’mongft many thoufand difmes, 
Hath been as dear as Avelen, I mean of ours: 
If we have loft fo many Tenths of ours 
To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us 
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What merit’s in that reafon, which denies 
: "he yielding of her up? 
Troi. Fie, fie, my Brother ; 
Weigh you the worthand honour of 4 King 
(So great 1s our dread Father) in a Scale 
Of common Ounces ? Will you with Counters fury 
Lie vaft proportion of his Infni 
roportion of his Infinite 2 
And buckle in a waft, moft fathomlef 
UKY, 26 oe ; = - . . ? 
With Spans and Inches fo diminutive, 
As Fears and Reafons? Fie for god 
a fim d sage pend ; ‘¢ tor godly thamé, 
e~ INO marvel, tho’ you bite fo tharp at Reafons 
You are empty of them. Should not. our Father . 
In Pe Ooreqsrt w4) : . : , ss 
Bear the great {way of his Affairs with R eafons 
—— your Speech hath none that tells him {o2 
rez. You are for Dream: | ars ' 
ye sores €ams and Slumbers, Brother Prieft, 
, ir your Gloves with Reafon: Here ar 
Nae age : : * Here are your Reafons, 
You know an Enemy intends you harm: 
You-know, a Sword imploy‘d is perillous 
And Reafon flies the obje@ of all harm: 
V { I49ra7 Pie he THe j . 
oo mat die then, when. Helenus beholds 
y. t# and his S il, if he do { 
Acta and Ais >word, if he do let 
a Poe ines Dt Realen to. his Heels: 
: IKE a Otar GHorb’d..—— wa NI 
Me Ete a Nay, if we talk of Reafon, 
a Hie like chidden Mercury from Fove, 
Let’s fhut our Gates and fleep: Manhood and Honour 
Should have hard Hearts. would they bur & 
ose aie Sy y Out fat their Thouelhits 
this cramm’d Reafon: Reafon and R 2 
hae ae and Refpec& 
overs pale, and luftyhood deje@, 
_ Heit. Brother, the is not worth 
Vhat fhe doth coft the holding, 
: r 5 . . 
she, o ought, but as *tis yaluid? 
ect. But valu Jj 
i Ps ue dwells Dot 1n Particular Will, 
: 10) : us Eftimate and Dignity, 
s well wherein ’tis precious: . 
; > us o 
As in the prizer: Tis Je ] ——_ 
Tense * “Fis made Idolatry, 
ake the Service greater than the God ; 
And the will dotes, that is ; linal ' 
Fash ee t 18 Inclinable 
wie rae Se anges it felf affe@s, 
\ ou s 2 . 2 2 Ms 
ome Image of th’ affe@ed Merit, 
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Trot. I take to day a Wife, and my Ele@inn 
Is led on-in the condué&t of my Will ; 
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Iwo u aded ae " wixt the dangerous Shores 
Of Will and judgment. How may I avoid 


iB 


(Although my W at diftaft what is electedy 
The Wit e I che fe 2 C ti ere can be no € vafion 
To-blench from this, and to ftand firm by Honour. 
We turn not b } 


ne 


ee zi - 


pee 


j sr fo y TT? Ie _) i, te | ~ =x 7s oh 1. » - ° . ¢- J ‘7... . J 
When we har 6€éipoud them; nor the remainder V tat Gs 
} 
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y ~ Pe een - cr. ‘ Oe . ~ 
We qo not throw in unreipective p ace, 


Becaufe we now aré full. It was thought mect 

s fhould do fome Vengeance on the Greeks 
Your. Breath of full confent bellied his Satls, 
The Seas and Wind: {o d Wranglers) took a Truce 
And did him Service; he touch’d the Ports defir’d 
And for an old Aust, whom the Gr eeks heid Captive 
He brought a Grecian Queen, whofe youth end frefhne 
Wrinkles. “4pollo’s, and makes {tale the Morning. 
Why keep we her? the Grecians keep our Aunt 
Is the worth keeping? why, fhe is a Pearl, 
Whofe Price hath Jaunéh’d above a thoufand Shit 
And ‘turn’d Crown’d es to Merchants. 
If you'll avou ch ‘twas Wifdom, Paris went, 
(As you mi ut nee ds, for you po d, G »' £O% 
If you'll confefs* ‘he brought he 2 
(As you rae aledi for you all #4 ip 2g your Hands) 
And cry’d, I eftimable ; why do you ‘now 
The iffue of your proper Wifdoms rat te 
And co-a Deed that Ferme never + die 
Begger the Eftimation, which you oils 'd 
Richer than Sea and Land? O Thefrsmoft ba‘ ! 
That we have ftoln what we do fear to keep. 
But Thieves, un rene y of a thing fo ftol 
‘That in sfasay Cc untry did them that Diferace, 
We fear to warrant in our native Place. 

Enter Caflandra w ith her H air about her Ears. 

Caf. Cry, Trojans, cry. 
Pri...W hat noile 2 what fhriek is this 2 
Tréi. Tis our mad Sifter, I do know her Voice. 
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Fett, It is Caffandra. ‘ 
Caf: Cry, Trojans, cry; lend me ten thoufand Eyes, 
And I will fill them with prophetick Tears. 
fet. Peace, Sifter, Peace. 
Ca/. Virgins and Boys, mid-Age and wrinkled Old, 
Soft infancy, that nothing can but cry, 
Add to my Clamour: Let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mafs of Moan to come. | 
Cry, Trojans, cry, practife your Eyes with Tears, 
Troy mult not be, nor goodly Ilion ftand, . 
Our Fire-brand Brother. Paris burns us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry, a Helen’and a Wo; | : 
Cry, cry, Zroy burns, or elfe let Helex gO. [ Exit, 
ffe't. Now, youthful Troilus, donot the high Strains 
Of Divination in our Sifter work ) 
Some touches of Remorfe? Or js your Blood 
So madly hot, that no difcourfe of Reafon, 
Nor fear of bad Succefs in a bad Caufe, 
Can qualifie the fame 2 
Troi. Why, Brother Aettor, 
We may not think the juftnefs of each a@ 
Such and no other than Event doth form it ; 
Nor once deje@ the Courage of our Minds, 
Becaule Caffandra’ss mad her brain-fick Raptures 
Cannot diftafte the goodnefs of a Quarrel, 
Which hath our fevera] Honours all engap’d 
To make it pracions, For my private part, 
I am no more touch’d than all Priam's Sons, 
And Fove forbid, there thould be done amoneft us 
Such things as might offend the weakeft Spleen, 
To fight for, and maintain, 
Par. Elfe might the World convince of Levity; 
As well my Undertakings, as your Counfels : 
But I attelt the Gods, your full ¢ onfene 
Gave Wings to my Propenfion, and cut off 
All Fears attending on fo dire a Project. 
For what, alas, can thee my fingle Arms? 
What Propugnation is in one Man’s Valour 
To ftand the Puth and Enmity of thofe __ 
This Quarrel would excite? Yet, I proteft, 
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Troilus and Crefiida. 


Were I alone to pafs the Difficulties, 
And had as ample Power, asT have Will, 
aris thould ne’er tetra’ what he hath done, 
Nor faint in the purfuit. 
Pri. Paris, you {peak 
Like one befotted on your {weet Delights; 
You have the Hony ftill, but thefé the Gall, 
So to be Valiant, is no praife at all. 
far. Sir, I propofe not meerly to my felf, 
The Pleafures fuch a Beauty brings with ic : 
But I would have thé Soil of her fair Kape 
Wip’d off in honottrable keeping her. 
What Treafon were it to the ranfack’d Queén, 
Dilgrace to your great Worths, and Shame fo mie, 
Now to deliver her Poffeffion up, 
On terms of bafe Compulfion 2 Can it be, 
That fo degenerate a ftrain as this, 
Should once fet foot withia your generous Bofoms 2 
There's not the meaneft Spirit on out Party, 
Without a Heart to daré, 6t Swoid to draw, 
When Helen is defendéd:* Nor none fo Noble; 
Whofe Life were ill beftow’d; or Death unfam’d, 
Where Helex is che Subje&. Then; T fay, 
Well may we fight for ‘her, whém we know well, 
The World’s large Spaces éannot parallel. 
flec. Paris and Troilis, you have both faid well: 
And on the Caufe and Quéftion, now in hand, 
Have glofs'd, but fuperfictally ; nor much 
Unlike young Men, whom graver Sages..think 
Unfit to hear moral Philofophy. 
The Reafons you alledge, do miore conduce 
To the hot Paffion Of diftemper'd Blood, 
Than to make up a freé Determination 
_Twixt Right and Wrong: For Pléafaré and Revenge, 
Flave Ears more deaf than Addéis; to thé voice 
Of any true Decifion. Nate ‘craves 
All Dues be rendred to their OWners; How 
What nearer Debt in ill Flumanity, 
Than Wife is to the Husband 2 If this Law 
Of Nature be corrupted through A ffe@ion, 
Vor. IV. X And 
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that great Minds, of partial Indulgence 
‘ir benummed Wills, refift the fame, 

re is a Law ineach well-ordered Nation, 
curb thofe raging Appetites that are 

Molt difobedient and refra@ory. 

If Helen then be Wife to Sparta’s King, 

(As it is known’ the is) théfe moral Laws 

Of Nature, and of Nations, fpeak aloud 

To have her back return’d. Thus to perfift 

In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 

But makes it much more heavy. Hetter’s Opinion. 

Is this in way of truth ; yet ne’erthelefs, 

My fpritely Brethren, I propend to you 

In refolution to keep Helen ftill; 

For ’tis a Caufe that hath no-mean dependance, 

Upon our joint and feveral Dignities, | 

froi. Why there, you touch’d the Life of our Defign: 

Vere it not Glory that we more affected, 

han the performance of our heaving Spleens, 

would not wifh a drop of Trojan Blood 

Pent more in her Defence. Burt, worthy Heétor, 

She is a Theam of Honour and Renown, 

\ Spur to valiant and magnanimous Deeds, 

Whofe prefent Courage may beat down our Foes, 

And Fame, in time to come, canonize us, 

For I prefume, brave Hetfor would not lofe 

So rich advantage of a promis’d Glory, 

As {miles upon the Forehead of this AGion. 

For the wide World’s Revenue. : - 
fleét. Tam yours, | 

You valiant Off-{pring of great Priamus; 
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The dull and fa@ious Nobles of the Greeks, 
Will {trike Amazement to their drowfie Spirits.. 
I was advertis'd, their great General flepr, 
Whilft Emulation in the Army crept : 


This I prefume. will wake him. | Exxewsts 
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ther. Ay, the Heav’ns hear me. 


Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Why's there 2 
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1844 Troilus amd Creliiaa. 

\ Achil. Were, where? art thou come? why, my Cheefe, 
ti my Digeftion-——why haft thou not ferved thy felt up tomy 
Table, fo many Meals? Come, w hat’s Agamemnon ? 

Ther. Thy ‘Commander, Achilles; then tell me, Patro- 
clus, what's Achilles ? 

Patr. Thy Lord, Therftes : then tell me, I pray thee, 
what’s thy felf ¢ 

Ther. Thy Knower, Patroclus : then tell me, Patroclus, 
what art thou ¢ 

Patr. Thou may’ft tell, that know’ft. 

Achil. © tell, tell. 

Tier, Vil decline the whole Queftion. Agamemnon Come 
mands Achilles, Achillesismy Lord, lam Patroclus's Knower, 
and Patroclus 1s a Fool. 

Patr. You Rafcal 

Ther. Peace, Fool, I have not done. | 

Achil. He is a privileg’d Man. Proceed, Dherfites. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a Fool, -Jchilles is a Fool, Therjites 
isa Fool, and, as aforefaid, Patroclus is a Fool. 

Achil. Derive this; come- 

Ther. Agamemnon is a Fool to offer to command Achilles, 
Achilles is a Fool to be commanded of Agamemnon, Ther- 
fites is a Fool to ferve fuch a Fool, and Patroclus is a Fool 
pofitive, 

Patr. Why amI a Fool ¢ 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulyffes, Neftor, Diomedes, Ajax, 
and Chalcas. 

Ther. Make that demand to the Creator, 1t fufhices me 
thou art. Look you, who comes here 2 . 

Achil. Patroclus, V\\ {peak with no. Body : Come in with 
me, Ther/fitese | Exit. 

Ther. Here is fuch Patchery, fuch Jugling, and fuch 
Knavery : all the Argument is a Cuckold and a Whore, 4 
good quarrel to draw emulatious Factioas, and bleed to 
Death upon: Now the dry Serpigo on the Subject, and Wat 
and Lechery confound all. 

Aga. Where is Achilles ? 

Par. Within his Tent, but ill difpos’d, my Lord. 

Aga. Let it be known to him that we are here. 

Ee tent our Meffengers, and we lay by 
Our Appertainments, yiliting of him: 
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Let him be told of, left perchance he think 
VVe dare not move the queftion of our place, 
Or know not what we are. 

Patr. 1 fhall fo fay to him. 

Uly/. VVe faw him at the opening of his Tent, 
He is not fick. 

Mjax. Yes, Lion-fick, fick of a proud heart: you may 
call it Melancholy, if you will favour the Man, but by my 
head, ’tis Pride; but why, why ? 
caufe. A word, my Lord. | To Agamemnon. 

Neff. VVhat moves Ajax thus to bay at him¢ 

Olyf. Achilles hath inveigted his Fool from him. 

Neff. Who, Therftes? 

Olyf. He. 

Neff. Thea will «4jax lack Matter, if he have Jolt his 
Argument. 

Ulf; No, you fee he is his Argument, that has his Ar- 
gument, Achilles. 

Neff. All the better, their FraGion is more our wifh than 
their Faction; but it was a {trong Counfel that a Fool could 
difunite. 

Uf. The Amity that Wifdom knits not, Folly may ¢a- 
fily untye. Enter Patroclus. 

Here comes Patroclus, 

Neft. No Achilles with him? 

Ulf; The Elephant hath Joints, but none for Courtelie ; 
His Legs are Legs for neceflity, not for flight. 

Patr. Achilles bids me fay, he is much forry, 

If any thing more th:n your Sport and Pleafure, 
Did move your Greatnefs, and this noble State, 
To call upon him; he hopes it is no other, 
But for your health and your digeftion-fake ; 
An after-Dinner’s Breath. 

Aga. Hear you, Parroclus; 

We are too well acquainted with thefe Anfwers: 
But his evafion wing’d thus fwift with {corn, 
Cannot outflie our Apprehenfions, 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon, 
Why we afcribe it to him; yet all his Virtues, 
(Not virtuoufly of his own part beheld) 
Do in our Eyes begin to lofe their Glofs ; 
X 3 And 
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let him fhew us the 
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We come to {peak with him, and you fhall not fin ; 
If you do fay, we thin k him over-pr al 
And under-honeft; in Self- affumption preater 


Than in the note of a idement ; and worthier than himfelf 
Here tend the favage Strangenefs he puts or, 


wha 


Difguife the he ly Gt fete ry OF thelr aime ‘rds 


And under: write in an obferv ing kind 

His humorous predominance; yea, watch 

nt § pettifh lines, his ebbs, his s Hows s agit 

The pailage and w ~~ je carriageof ths A@ion 

Se on his tide. Go tel] sith this, and add, 
hat if he over-hold his price fo ial 

Well none “ him; ‘but lec him, like i Engine 

Not portable, lye under this report. 

Bring A@ion hither, this cannot go to War: 

A ftirring Dwarf we do allowance give, 

Before a fle eping Gyant; reli him fo. 
Pat. I thal, and bring his antwer prefently, [ Exit. 
Aga. In benid Voice we'll not be fatished, 

We come to fpeak with him. Uljfes, enter you, 


| Exit U! yiles, 


~ 


“4jax. What is he more than another? 

ga. No more than what he thinks he is. 

jax. 1s he fo much? do you not think he thinks him(lf 
a better Man than Tam? 

Aga. No queftion. 


Ajax. Will you fubfcribe his qT hou: cht, and fay, he 152 
Aga. No, noble eins you are as {trong, as valiant, as 
wife, no lefs noble, much 1 nore sxnite; and altogether more 


eS ee 


Wactaole, 

“4yax. Why thould a Man be proud 2. How dcth Pride 
row? I know not what it is. 

Aga. Your Mind is Ciearer, jax, and your Virtues the 
fairer; he that is proud,” eats up fdinfelte Pride is his own 
Glafs, his own Trumpet, his own Chronic cle, and whate- 
ver ibis it felf buc in the Deed, devours the Deed ‘in the 
Praife. 


gr 
> * 
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Enter Ulyfles. 
Ajaxe Ido hatea proud Man, as I hate the engendring of 
Toads. 
Neff. Yet he loves himfelf: Is’t not ftrange? 
Ulyf. Achilles will not to the Field to Morrow. 
“ga. What’s his Excufe? 
Ub. He doth rely on none ; 
But carries on the Stream of his Difpoie, 
Without obfervance or refpect of any, 
In Will peculiar, and in Self-admiffion, 
ya, Why will he not, upon our fair requett, 
Un-tent his Perfon, and fhare the Air with us?2 
Off. Things {mall as Nothing, for Requefts fake only 
He makes Important: Poffeft he is with Greatnefs, 
And {peaks not to himfelf, but with a Pride 
That quarrels at Self-breath, Imagin’d Wrath 
Holds in his Blood fuch {wol’n and hot Difcourfe, 
That ’twixt his mental and his. aCtive Parts, 
Kingdom’d Achilles in commotion rages, 
And batters ’gainft it felf ; what fhould I fay ? 
He is fo plaguy proud, that the death-tokens of it 
Cry no recoyery. 
ga. Let jax go to him. 
Dear Lord, go you and greet him in his Tent; 
‘Tis fatd he holds you well, and will be led 
At your requeft, a little from himfelf. 
Uhf. QO, Agamemnon, \et it not be fo, 
We'll confecrate the Steps that .4jax makes, 
When they go from Achilles; thall the proud Lord, 
That baftes his Arrogance with his own Scam, 
And never fuffers matter of the World 
Enter his Thoughts, fave fuch as do revolve 
And ruminate himfelf 2 Shall he be worthip’d, 
Of that we hold an Idol, more than he 2 
No, this Thrice Worthy, and Right Valiant Lord, 
Muit not fo ftale his Palm, nobly acquir’d, 
Nor by my Wi affubjugate his Merit, 
As amply Titl'd, as Achilles is, by going to Achilles. 
That were to enlard his Fat, already, Pride, 
And add more Coles to Cancer, when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion, Sey 
X 4 This 
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This Lord go to him? Fupiter forbid, 
And fay in Thunder, Achilles go to him. 

Neff. © this is well, he rubs the Vein of him. 

Dio. And how his filence drinks up his Applaufe. 

Ajax. If I go to him with my armed Fift, Pll path 
him o’er;the Face. 

Aga, O no, you fhall not go. 

Ajax. And a be proud with me, I’ll phefe his Prides Jet 
me go to him. 

Ulyf. Not for the worth that hangs upon our Quarrel. 

Ajax. A paultry Infolent Fellow—— 

Neff. How he defcribes himfeif, 

Ajax. Can he not be fociable 2 

VUlyf. The Raven chides blacknefs. 

jax. Villet his Humours Blood. 

4ga. He will be the Phyfician, that fhould be the Patient, 

Ajax. And all Men were a my Mind 

Ulyf? Wit would be out of fafhion, 

“Yyax. A thould not bear it fo, a thould eat Swords firft; 
fhall Pride carry it? 

Neff. And *twould, you'd carry half. 

Ulyf- A would have ten fhares. 

Ajax. I will knead him, I'll make him fupple, he’s not 
yet through warm. 

Neff. Force him with Praifes, pour in, pour in, his Am- 
bition is dry. 

Ulyf. My Lord, you feed too much on this diflike. 

Neff. Our noble General, donot do fo, 

Dio. You muft prepare to fight- without Achilles. 

Ulyf. Why, ’tisthis naming of him doth him harm. 
Here is a Man----but ’tis before his Face.-a.-= 
I will be filent. 

Neft. Wherefore fhould you fo ? 
He isnot emulous, as 4echilles is. 

Ulyf. Know the whole World, he is:as valiant. 

Ajax. Awhorfon Dog! that thall palter thus with us———~ 
would he were a Trojan. 

Neff. Whata Vice wereit in Ajax nowe-« 

Ulf. Tf he were proud. 

Dio. Or covetous of Praife, 

Ulyf. Ay, or furly born, j 








Dio. 
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Dio, Or ftrange, or felf-affe@ted. (pofure 
Ulyf. Thank the Heavens, Lord, thou art of a fweet Com- 
Praife him that got thee, fhe that gave thee fuck: 
Fame be thy Tutor, and thy parts of Nature 
Thrice fam’d beyond, beyond all Erudition; 
But he that difciplin’d thy Arms to fight, 
Let Adars divide Eternity in twain, 
And give him half; and for thy Vigor, 
Bull-bearing Adilo his addition yield 
To Sinewy -djax: I will not praife thy WiHdom 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a fhore, confines 
Thy fpacious and dilated parts; here’s Ne/for 
[nftructed by the Antiquary times: 
He muft, he is, he cannot but be wife. 
But pardon, Father Veffor, were your Days 
As green as Ajax, and your Brain fo temper’d, 
You fhould not have the eminence of him 
But be as Ajax. 
Ajax. Shall I call you Father ? 
Vly. Ay, my good Son. 
Dio. Be rul’d by him, Lord jax. 
Ulyf. ‘There is no tarrying here, the Hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket; pleafe it our General, 
To call together all this State of War; 
Frefh Kings are come to Troy ; to Morrow 
We muft with all our main of Power ftand faft : 
And here’sa Lord (come Knights from Eaft to Weft, 
And cull their Flower) d4jax fhall cope the beft. 
ga. Go we to Council, let Achilles fleep; 
Light Boats may fail fwift, though great bulks draw deep. 
| Exeunt. dujick founds within. 


ACT Ul SCENE IL. 
SCEN E Troy. 


Enter Pandarus, and a. Servant. 








Pax. TIRiend! you! pray you aword : Do not you follow 
the young Lord Paris ? 


Ser. Ay, Sirs when he goes before me. 
Pan, 
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Pan. You depend upon him, I mean2 

Ser. Sir, I do depend upon the Lord. 

Pan. You depend upon a Noble Gentleman: I muft needs 
praife him. | : 

Ser. The Lord be praifed, 

Pan. You know me, do you not? 

Ser. Faith, Sir, fuperficially. 

Pan. Friend, know me better, I am the Lord Pandaras, 

Ser. I hope I thall know your Honour better, 

Pan. 1 do defire it, 

Ser. You are in the ftate of Grace? 

Pan, Grace, not fo, Friend, Honour and Lordthip are my 
Titles: What Mufick is this2 

Ser. I do but partly know, Sir; it is Mufick in Parts, 

Pan. Know you the Muficians 2 

Ser. Wholly, Sir. 

Pan. Who play they to? 

Ser. To the hearers, Sir, 

Pan. At whofe pleafure, Friend 2 

Ser. At mine, Sir, and theirs that love Mutfick, 

Pan. Gommand,: I mean, Friend. 

Ser. Who fhall I command, Sir 2 : 

Pan. Friend, we underftand not one another: T am tog 
courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whofe requeft do 
thefe Men play? 

Sere Uhat’s to’ indeed, Sir; marry, Sir, at the requeft of 
Paris, my Lord, who's there in Perfon ; with him the mor- 
tal Venus, the Heart-blood of Beauty, Love’s inyifible Soul. 

Pan, Who, my Coufin Crellida ? 

Ser. No, Sir, Helen; could you not find out that by her 
Attributes 2 

Pan. It thould feem, Fellow, that thou haft not feen the 
Lady Crefida. YI come to {peak with Paris from the Prince 
Troslas: I will make a complemental Affault upon him, for 
my Bufinefs feethes, 

Ser. Sodden Bufinefs, there’s a ftew’d Phrafe indeed. 

Enter Paris aud Helen. 

Pan, Fair be to you, my Lord, and to all this fair Com- 
pany: Fair defires in all fair meafure fairly guide them, 
efpecially to you, fair Queen, fair Lhoughts be your fair 
Pillow, | 

Flelen. 
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Helen. Dear Lord, you are full of fair Words. i 
uf ye Pan. You {peak your fair pleafure, fweet Queen: fair i 


Prince, here is good broken Mufick. 

Par. You have broken it, Coufin; and by my Life you 
fhall make it whole again, you fhall piece it out with a peice 
of your performance. Wel, he is full of Harmony. 

Pane Truly, Lady, no. 

flelen. O, Sir 

Pan. Rude in footh, in good footh very rude, 

Par. Well faid, my Lord; well, you fay fo in fits, 

Pan. I have Bufinefs to my Lord, dear Queen; my Lord, 
will you vouchfafe me a Word 2 

Helen. Nay, this thall not hedge us out, we'll hear you 
fing certainly. 

Pan. Well, {weet Queen, you are pleafant with me; but, 
marry thus, my Lord, my dear Lord, and moft efteemed 
Friend, your Brother Troilus 

Helen, My Lord Pandarus, hony-{weet Lord, 

Pan. Go to, {weet Queen, £0 to 
Commends himfelf moft affe&ionately to you. 

Helen, You fhall not bob us out of our melody: 

If you do, our Melancholy upon your Head, 

Pan. Sweet Queen, fweet Queer, that’s a fweet Queen, 
P faith 

Helen. And to make a fweet Lady fad, is a fower Offence. 
Nay, that fhall not ferve your turn, that fhall it not in 
truth la. Nay, I care not for fuch Words, no, no 

Pan, And, my Lord, hedefires*you, that if the King call , 
for him at Supper, you will make his excule. 

Helen. My Lord Pandarus 

Pan. What fays my fwect Queen, my very, very {weet 
Queen? 

Par. What Exploit’s in hand, where fups he to Night? 

Fielen, Nay; but my Lord. 

Pan. What fays my fweet Queen ? my Coufin will fall out 
with you. 

Helen. You mut novknow where he fups. 

Par. With my difpofer Creffida. 

Pan. No, no, no fuch matter, you are wide, come, your 
difpofer is fick. | 

Par. Well, Til make excufe. 
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Pan. Ay, good my Lord; why fhould you fay Geffdae 
No, your poor difpofer’s fick, 

Par. 1 tpy———— 

Pan. You {py, what do you fpy? Come, give me an In 
{trument now, {weet Queen. 

Helex. Why this is kindly done, 

Pans My Niece 1s horrible in love with a thing you have, 
{weet Queen. 

Helen. She hall have it, my Lord, if it be not my. Lord 
Paris. 

Pan. Hee no, the’ll none of him, they two are twain. 

Helen, Failing in after falling out, may make them three. 

Pan, Come, come, I'll hear no more of this, 1’j] fing you 
a Song now. 

fTelen, Ay, ay, prithee now; by my troth, fweet Lord, 
thou haft a fine Fore-head. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may——- 

fel, Let thy Song be Love: This Love will undo us all. 
Oh, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid, 

Pan. Love! ay, that it thall, i’faith. 

Par. Ay, good now, Love, Love, nothing but Love, 

Pan. In good troth it begins fo. 


Love, Lowe, nothing but Love, frill more: 
For O, Love's Bow 

Shoots both Buck and Doe: 

The Shaft confounds not that it wounds, 
But tickles fill the Sore: 

Thefe Lovers cry, ob ho they ayes 

Yet that which feems they wound to kill, 
Doth turn oh ho, to ha ha he: 

So dying Love lives frill, 

O ho a while, but ha ha ha: 


O ho groans out for ha ha ha 





hey ho. 


Flelen. In Love i’faith to the very tip of the Nofe. 

Par. He eats nothing but Doves, Love, and that breeds 
hot Blood, and hot Blood begets hot Thoughts, and hot 
Thoughts beget hot Deeds, and hot Deeds are Love. 


Paz. 
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Pan. Is this the Generation of Love? Hot Blood, hot 
Thoughts, and hot Deeds? why they are Vipers, Is Love a 
Generation of Vipers | 
Sweet Lord, who’s afield to Day? 

Par. Heflor, Deiphobus, Helenus, Anthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Troy. 1 would fain have arm’d to Day, but 
my /Vell would not have it fo. 

How chance my Brother Troilus went not ¢ 

Helen. He hangs the Lip at fomething; you know all, 
Lord Pandarzs. 

Pan. Not I, hony fweet Queen: I long to hear how they 
{ped to Day : 

You'll remember your Brother’s excufe ¢ 

Par. Toa Hair. 

Pan. Farewel, {weet Queen. 

Helen, Commend me to your Neice. 

Pan. I will, {weet Queen, [Exit. Sound a Retreat. 

Par. They’re come from Field; let us to Priam's Hall, 
To greet the Warriors. Sweet Helen, I muft woo you, 
To help unarm our Heétor : His ftubborn Buckles, 

With thefe your white enchanting Fingers. toucht, 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of Steel, 
Or force of Greekifh Sinews, you fhall do more 
Than all the Ifland Kings, difarm great /eéfor. 
Helen. ’Twill make us proud to be your Servant, Paris: 
Yea, what he fhall receive of us in duty, 
Gives us more palm in Beauty than we have: 
Yea, over-fhines our felf. 
Swect, above thouglit, I love thee. [ Exennt. 
Enter Pandarus, avd Troilus’s Adan. 
Pan. How now, where’s thy Mafter, at my Coufin Cre/- 
fida’s? 
Ser. No, Sir, he ftays for you to condué him thither. 
Enter Troilus. 

Pan. O, Here he comes; How now, how now? 

Troi. Sirrah, walk off. 

Pan. Have you feen my Coufin? 

Troi. No, Pandarus: \ftalk about her Door 
Like a ftrange Soul upon the Stygian Banks 
Staying for waftage. O be thou my Charon, 


And give me {wift tranfportance to thofe Fields, 
Where 
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Where I will wallow in the Lilly Beds 
Propos’d for the deferver, O gentle Paudarus, 
From Cupia’s Shoulder pluck his painted Wings, 
And fly with meto Creffid. 

Pan, Walk here i’th’ Orchard, Til bring her {traight, 

| Exit Pandarus; 

Troi. Tam giddy; Expeétation whirles me round, 
Th’ imaginary relith 1s fo {weet, 

That it enchants my Senfe ; what will it be 
When that the watry Palates talte indeed 
Love’s thrice reputed Nectar2 Death, I fear me: 
Sounding Deftru@ion, or fome Joy too fine, 
Yoo fubtile, potent, and too {harp in {weetnefs, 
For the Capacity of my ruder Powers; 
I fear it much, and I do fear befides, 
That I thall lofe diftin@ion in my Joys, 
As doth a Battel when they charge on heaps 
The Enemy flying. 

| Enter Pandaris. 

Pan. She’s making her ready, fhe’ll come ftraight; you 
mult be witty now, the does blufh, and fetches her Wind 
fo fhort, as if the were fraid with a Sprite: Vl] fetch her; it 
is the prettieft Villain, fhe fetches her breath fo fhort as 
new taen Sparrow. [ Exit Pans 

Troiy Even fucha Paffion doth embrace my Bofom: 

My Heart beats thicker than a feverous Pulfe, 
And all my Powers do their beftowing lofes 
Like Vaffalage at unawares encountring 
The Eye of Majefty. 

Enter Pandarus and Creffida. 

Pan. Come, come, what need you blufh2 
Shame’s a Baby; here the is now, {wear the Oathsnow to her, 
that you have {worn to me. What, are you gone again, you 
muft be watch’d e’er you be made tame, mutt you ? Come 
your ways, come your ways, and you draw backward we'll 
put you i’th’ Files: Why do you not fpeak to her 2 Come 
draw this Curtain, and let’s fee your PiGure, Alas the day, 
how loath you are to oftend day-light2 and twere dark you'd 
Clofe fooner. $0, fo, rub on, and kifs the Miftrefs; how now, 
a kifs in Fee-farm 2 build there, Carpenter, the Air is fweet. 
Nay, you thall fight your Hearts out e’er £ part you. The 

Pees 5  Fatléor; 
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Faulcon has the Tercel, for all the Ducks ith’ River: Goto; iy ‘ 
gO tO. Ne A ; 
Zroi. You have bereft me of al] Words, Lady. i M | 
Pan. Words pay no Debts, give her Deeds: Bur fhe’ll be- i tt 
aa reave you o'th’ Deeds too, if the call your Activity in ques i y | 
Fal {tion : W hat, billing again? here’s in witnefs whereof the eh" 
i Parties interchangeably—_Come in, come in, [ll go get \ 
a Fire. | Exit Pan. EN 
Cre. Willyou walk in, my Lord 2 : ¥ 
Troil, O Creffida, how often have I witht me thus 2 on 
Cue. Witht, my Lord! the Gods granr;-—¢, my Lord, ry 
Troi. What fhould they grant ; what makes this ; 


pretty 


abruption; what too curious Dreg efpies my fweet Lady in 


the Fountain of our Love? 
Cre. More Dregs than Water, if my Fears have Eves. 
Zroi, Fears make Devils of Cherubins, they never fee 
truly. 


Cre, Blind fear, that feeing Resfon leads, finds fafer foots 


ing than blind Reafon ftumbling without fear; to fear the 
wort, oft cures the worfe. 

Troi. O let my Lady apprehend no fear, 

In all Cupid's Pageant there is prefented no Monfter. 

Cre. Nor nothing monftrous neither 2 

770i. Nothing but their Undertakings, when we vow t6 
weep Seas, live in Fire, eat Rocks, tame Tygers, thinking it 
harder for our Miftre(s to devife Impofition enough, than for 
us to undergo any Difficulty impofed. This is the monftro- 
fity in Love, Lady, that the Will.is infinite, and the Execu- 
tion confin’d; that the Defire is boundlefs, and the A@ a 
Slave to limit. 

Cre, They fay all Lovers fwear more performance than 
they are able, and yet referve an Ability: thar they never 
perform: vowing more than the perfe@ion of ten; and dif- 
charging lefs than the tenth part of one. They that have 
the Voice of Lions, and the a& of Hares, are they not 
Montters 2 

Troil, Are there fuch? fuch are not we: Praife us as we 
are tafted, allow us as we prove: Our Head fhall go bare, 
till merit crown it; no Perfe@ion in reverfion fhall have a 
Praife in prefent; we will not name Defert before his Birth, 
énd being born, his addition fhall be humble; few Words to 
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fair Faith. Troilus fhall be fuch to Creffidas_ as what Envy 
can fay wortt, fhall be a mock for his Truth; and what Truth 
can fpeak trueft, not truer than Troilas. 

Cre. Will you walk in, my Lord 2 

Enter Pandarus. 

Pan. What, bluthing ftill2 have you not done talking 
ets 

Cre. Well, Uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate to 
you. 
Pan. I thank you forthat; if my Lord geta Boy of you, 
you'll give him me; be true to my Lord, it he flinch, chide 
me for It. 

Troi. You know now your Hoftagess your Uncle’s Word 
and my firm Faith. 

Pan, Nay, Vl give my Word for her too; our Kindred, 
though they be longve’er they are woo'd, they are conftant 
being won: They are’ Burs, 1Can tell you, they'll ftick 
where they are thrown. 

Cre. Boldnefs comes.to me nowy anid brings me Heart: 
Prince Troilus, I have lov’d you Night and Day, 

For many weary Months. 
Troi Why was my Crefid then fo hard to wii? 
Cre. Hard to feem won: But E was won, my Lord, 
With the firft glance that ever Pardon me 
If I confefs much, you will play the Tyrant : 
I love you now, but tot’tilhnow, {6 much 
But I might matter it infaith F lye 
My Thoughts were like unbridled Children, grown 
Loo head: {trong for their Mothers féewe Fools, 
Why have I blabb’d?. who thall:be trueto aus 
When we are fo unfecret tovour felyes2 
But though I lov’d you well I: woo’d you not, 
And yet good faith I witht my felf'a Man: 
Or that the Women had Mens privilege 
Of {peaking firlt. Sweet, bidimehold my Tongue; 
For in this Rapture I fhall furely {peak 
The thing I fhall repent; fee, fee your filence 
Coming in dumbnefs, from my weaknefs draws 
My Soul of Counfel from me, Stop my Mouths 
Troi And fhall, albeit fweet Mufickiffues theriée, | Kiffing. 
Pan. Pretty, ifaith, | 
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Cre. My Lord, I do befeech you pardon me; 
T'was not my purpofe thus to beg a Kifs: 
I am afham’d;——— O Heavens, what haveI done! 
For this time will I take my leave, my Lord. 
Troi. Your leave, {weet Creffid 2 
Pan. Leave! and you take leave ’till to Morrow Morne 
ing 
Cre. Pray you, content you. 
Troi. What offends you, Lady ? 
Cre. Sir, mine own Company. 
fro. You cannot fhun your felf. 
Cre. Let me go and try: 
[ have a kind of felf refides with you: 
But an unkind felf, that it felf wil] leave, 
To be another’s Fool. Where is my Wit?2 
I would be gone: I {peak I know not what. 
Troi. Well know they what they fpcak, that fpeak fo 
wifely. 
Cre. Perchance, my Lord, I fhew more Craft than Love. 
And fell fo roundly to a large Confeffion, 
To angle for your Thoughts: But you are wife, 
Or elfe you love not; forto be wife and love, 
Exceeds Man’s might, and dwells with Gods above. 
Troi, © that I thought it could be in a Woman; 
And if it can, I will prefume in you, 
To feed for ay her lamp and flames of Love, 
To keep her Conftancy in plight and youth, 
Out-living Beauties outward, with a Mind 
That doth renew fwifter than Blood decays. 
Or that Perfwafion could but thus convince me, 
That my integrity and truth to you, 
Might be affronted with the match and weight 
Of fuch a winnowed purity in Love: 
How were i then up-lifted! But alas, 
{ am as true as Truth’s Simplicity, 
And fimpler than the Infancy of Truth. 
Cre. In that I'll war with you. 
Troi. O virtuous Fight, 
When right with right wars, who thould be moft right? 
True Swains in Love, fhall in the World to come 
Approve their truths by Triolws; when their Rhimes, 
Vou, IV. | Y Fel! 
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1858 Troilus and Creflida. 


Full of proteft, of oath, and big compare, 

Want fimilies: Truth tired with Iteration, 

As true as Steel, as Plantage to the Moon, 
AsSunto Day, as Turtle to her Mate, 

As tron to Adamant, as Earth to th’ Center: 
Yet after all comparifons of truth, 

(As Truth’s Authentick Author to be cited) 

As true as Zriolus, fhall crown up the Verfe, 
And fan&ifie the Numbers. 

Cre, Prophet may you be: 

If 1 be falfe or {werve a hair from truth, 

When time is old and hath forgot it felf, 

When Water-drops have worn the Stones of Troy 
And blind Oblivion fwallow’d Cities up, 

And mighty States caraCerlefs. are erated 

To dufty nothing; yet let Memory, 

From falfe to falfe, among falfe Maids in love, 
Upbraid my Falfehood; whenthey ’ve faid as falfe, 
As Air, asWater, as Wind, as fandy Earth; 

As Fox to Lamb, as Wolf to Heifer’s Calf; 
Pard to the Hind, or Step-dame to her Son; 
Yea, let them fay, to ftick the Heart of Falfehood, 
As falfe as Creffid. 

Pan. Goto, a Bargain made: Seal it, feal it, I'll be the 
Witnefs. Here I hold your Hand; here my Coufin’s; if 
ever you prove falfe to one another, fince I have taken fuch 
Pains to bring you together, let all pitiful Goers-between, be 
call’d, to the World’s end, after my Name: Call them all 
Panders; let all conftant Men be Troiluffes, all falfe Women 
Creffida’s, and all Brokers between, Pazders: fay, Amen. 

Troi. Amen, 

Cre. Amen. 

Pan. Amen, 

Whereupon I will thew you a Chamber, which Bed, be- 
caufeit fhall not {peak of your pretty encounters, prefs it to 
Death: Away. 
And Cupid grant al] Tongue-ty’d Maidens here, 
Bed, Chamber, and Pander, to provide this geer. 

| Exeunt 


SCENE 
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SCENE. IIL. The Grecian Camp. 


Enter Agamemnon, Ulyffes, Diomedes, Neftor, Menelaus 
and Calchas. 


Cal. Now, Princes, for. the Service I have done you, 
Th’ advantage of the time prompts me aloud, 
To call for recompence: Appear it to your Mind, 
That through the fight I bear in things to come, 
I have abandon’d Troy, left my Pofleflion, 
Incurr’d a Traitor’s Name, expos’d my felf, 
From certain and pofleft Conveniencies, 
To doubtful Fortunes, fequeftring from me all 
That Time, Acquaintance, Cuftom, and Condition, 
Made tame, and moft familiar'to my Nature: 
And here to do you Service am become 
As new into the World, ftrange, unacquainted. 
I do befeech you, as in way of talte, 
To give me now a little benefit, 
Out of thofe many Regiltred in Promife, 
Which you fay live to come‘in my behalf, 
Aga, What wouldft thou of us, Trojan? Make demand. 
Cal. You have a Trojan Prifoner, call’d Asthenor, 
Yefterday took: Troy holds him very dear. 
Oft have you’ (often have you, ‘Thanks therefore) 
Defir’'d my Crefid in right great Exchange, 
Whom 77oy hath ftill deny’ds: But this uthenor, 
I know, is fuch a wreft in their, Affairs, 
That their Negotiations all muft flack, 
Wanting this Manage; and they will almoft 
Give us a Prince o’ th’ Blood, a Son of Priam, 
In change of him. Let him be fent, great Princes, 
And he fhall buy my Daughter: And her prefence 
Shall quite ftrike off all Service I have done, 
In moft accepted pain. 
Aga. Let Diomedes bear him, 
And bring us Creffid hither : Galehas hall have 
What he requefts'of-us » Good Diomede, 
Furnifh you fairly for this enterchange ; 
With all, bring Word, if Hector will co Morrow 
Beanfwer'din his Challenge. Ajax is reauy. 
be Dio. 
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1860 Troilus and Creflida. 


Dio. This fhall I undertake, and ’tis a burthen 
Which I am proud to bear. | Exif 
Enter Achilles and Patroclus, iz their Tent. 
Olyf. Achilles {tands Pth’ entrance of his Tent; 
Pleafe it our General to pafs {trangely by him, 
As if he were forgot; and Princes all, 
Lay negligent and loofe regard upon him: 
I will come laft, *tis like he’ll queftion me, 
Why fuch unplaufive Eyes are bent? why turn’d on him? 
If fo, I have Decifion medicinable, 
To ufe between our Strangenefs and his Pride, 
Which his own Will thall have defire to drink; 
it may do good; Pride hath no other Glafs 
To thew it fclf,; but Pride; for fupple Knees 
Feed Arrogance, and are the proud Man’s Fees, 
4ga. We'll execute your Purpofe, and put on 
A form of Strangenefs as we pafs along, 
So do each Lord, and either greet him not, 
Or elfe difdainfully, which thall thake him more, 
Then if not look’d on. I will lead the Way. 
Achil, What, comesthe General to fpeak with mez 
You know my Mind. Til fight no more ‘gaintt Troy, 
“ga. What fays Achilles, would he ought with us2 
Neff. Would you, my Lord, ought with the General? 
chil. No. 
Neft. Nothing, my Lord. 
4za. The better, 
“chil. Good Day, good Day, 
‘Men. How do you? How do youe 
“chil. What, does the Cuckold fcorn me2 
“ja. How now, Patroclas? 
Achil. Good Morrow, Ajax. 
Aja. Ha. 
Achil. Good Morrow. | 
“4ja. Ay, and good next Day too. [ Exeunts 
“chil. What mean thefe Fellows? Know they not Achillest 
Patr. They pafs ftrangely: They were us’d to bend, 
To fend their Smiles before them to Achilles: | 
To come as humbly as they us’d to creep to Holy Altars. 
Achil. What, am I poor of Jate2 
“Fis certain, Greatnefs once fall’n out with Fortune; 


mh 


Mauft fall out with Men too: What the declin’d.is, 
Fle fhall as foon read in the Eyes of others, 
As feel in his own Fall: For Men, like Butter-flies, 
Shew not their mealy Wings, but to the Summer; 
And not a Man, for being fimple Man, 
Hath any Honour, but honour’d by thofe Honours 
That are without him; as Place, Riches, Favour, 
Prizes of Accident, as oft as Merit: 
Which when they fall. (as being flippery ftanders) 
The Love that lean’d on them as flippery too, 
Doth one pluck down another, and together 
Dye in the Fall: But ’tis not fo with me, 
Fortune and I are Friends, I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I.did poflefs, 
Save thefe Mens Looks, who do methinks find out 
Something in me not worth that rich Beholding, 
As they have often given. Here is Uly/ffes, 
I'll interrupt his Reading. How now Ulyffes ? 
Ulyf? Now, great Thetis Son! 
Achil, What, are you reading? 
Ulyf. A ftrange Fellow here 
Writes me, that Man, how dearly ever parted, 
How much in having, or without;~or in, 
Cannot make boaft to have that which he hath; 
Nor feels not what he ows, but by Reflection, 
As when his Virtues fhining upon others, 
Heat them, and they retort that Heat again 
To the firft Giver. 
Achil, This is not ftrange, Ulpffes, 
The Beauty that is born here in the Face, 
The Bearer knows not, but commends it felf, 
Not going from it felf, but Eye to Eye oppos’d, 
Salute each other, with each others Form. 
For Speculation turns not to it felf, 
‘Till it hath travell’d, and is marry’d there 
Where it may fee it felf; this is not ftrange at all. 
Ulyf. I do not ftrain at te Pofition, 
[t is familiar; but at the Author’s drift; 
Who in his Circumftance, exprefly proves 
That g@ Man is the Lord of any thing, 
(Tyo’ in and of him) there is much confifting, 
Saas Y 3 Till 
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*Till he communicaté his Parts to others: 

Nor doth he of himfelf -know them for ought, 
Till he behold them formed in th’ Applaufe, 
Where they’re extended: Which like an Arch reverb’rates 
The Voice again, or like a Gate of Steel, 
Fronting the Sun, receives and renders back 

His Figure, and his Hear. Lwas much rapt inthis, 
And specu | here immediately 

The unknoy Ajax. 

Heavens! What a Man 1s there? A very Horfe, 
That as he knows not Nature, what things are 
Mott abject in rei td, and dear in Ufe; 


W hat thing § ala iit ft te ar in the E iteem, 
And por or in Worth: Now fhall we fee to Morrow, 
An att slile verv Chance doth mT i upon him: 


Ajax renown’ d 1 O Heavens, what fome Men do, 
While fome Men leave to do! 
How fome Men creep in skittifh Fortune’s Hall, 
Whiles others play the Idiots in her Eyes: 
Hiow one Man eats into another’s Pride, 
While Pride is fe eafting in in his Wantoonefs ! 
To fee thefe Grecian Lords: why y» even already; 
They clap the Lubber Aj2x on the Shoulder, 
As if his Foot were on brave Aedte- *: Breaft, 
And great Trey fhrinki ne. 
Achil, I do believe It, 
For they paft by me as’ Mifers do by Be gears, 
Neither gave to me good word, nor good look : 
VVhat, are my Deeds f orgot? 
Chf "Time ee ” Lord, a Wallet at his Back, 
Wherein he puts Al for Oblivion: :—; 
A great- fiz’d Mc ers be Ingratitudes : 
a iofe {craps are Rood Deeds pat, 

Vhich are devour’d as faft as they are made, 
Forgot as foon as done: Perfeverance, dear my Lord, 
Keeps Hon our bright: To havedone, is to hang 
Quite out of fa thion, like a rufty Male 
In monumental Mock’ry: Take the inftant way; 
For Honour travels in a St raight fo narrow, 
Where one but goes abreaft, cobs then the Path, 
For Emulation hath a thoufaa Sor s, 
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That one by one purfue; if you give Way 
Or hedge afide from the dire& forth-right, 
Like to an entred; Tide, they all rufh by, 
And feave you hindmoft; 
Or like a gallant Horfe fall’n in firft Rank, 
Lye there for Pavement to the abject, near 
O’er-run and trampl'd'on: Then what they do in prefent 
Tho’ lefs than yours in paft, muft o’er-top yours: 
For Time is like a fafhionable Hoft, 
Thatflightly fhakes his parting Gueft:by th’ Hard} 
And with his Armsout-ftretch’d, ashe would fly, 
Grafps in the Comer; the Welcome ever {miles, 
And Farewel goes out fighing: O Jet not Virtue feek 
Remuneration for thething it was; for Beauty, Wir, 
High-birth, Vigor of Bone, Defert in Service, 
Love, Friendfhip, Charity, are Subjects all 
To envious and calumniating Time: 
One touch of Nature makes the whole World Kin; 
That all with one confent praife new-born Gauds, 
Tho’ they are made and moulded. of things patt, 
And goto Duft, that is, a little Gilt; 
More Laud in Gilt o’er-dufted. 
The prefent Eye, praifes the prefent Object. 
Then marvel not, thou great and compleat Man, 
That all the Greeks beginto Worfhip jax; 
Since things in motion ’gin to catch the Eye ; 
Then what not ftirs? the Cry went out on thee, 
And ftill it might, and yet it may again, 
If thou would’ft not entomb thy felf alive, 
And cafe thy Reputation in thy: Tent; 
Whofe glorious Deeds, but in thefe Fields of late, 
Made emulous miffions ’mongft the Gods themfelves, 
And drave great AZars to Faction. 

Achil. Of this my Privacy, 
I have ftrong Reafons, 

Uf: But ’gainft your Privacy, 
The Reafons are more potent and heroical : 
°Tis known, Achilles, that you are in Love 
With one of Priam’s Daughters. 

Achil, Ha! known? 

Y4 Ulf. 
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Ulf. Is that.a wonder 
The Providence that’s in a Wwatchful:State; 
Knows almott every grain of : Plyto’s Gold: 
Finds bottom in th°uncomprehéenf e deep, 
Keeps place with thought; and, almoftilike the Gods, 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb Cradles: 
There isa Myftery (with whom relation 
Durit never meddle) in the Sou] of States 
Which hath an Operation. more divine, 
‘Than Breath or Pen can give expreflure itor 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As perfeGly is ours, as yours; my Lord; 
And better would it fr Achilles much, 
To throw down He€étor, than Polyxena. 
But it mutt grieve young Pyrrhus.naw-at home, 
When Fame. thall ia her Ifland foundcher Tramp 3 
And all the Greeki fb Girls thal} tripping ‘fing, 
Great Heélor’s Sifter did Achilles win; 
But our great Ajax bravely beat down him, 
Farewel, my, Lord+—],.as your: Lover, {peak ; 
Lhe Fool fides: o°er the Ice that: you fhould break, 
fatrs Tothis effea, Achilles,“ have I mov’d you; 
A Woman, impudent, and mannith grown, 
isnot more loath’d than-an effeminate: Man, 
fo time of AGion:I ftand condemn'd for this; 
Dhey think my little ftomach to. the War, 
And your greatilovesto me; reftrains you thus-s 
Sweet, roufe your felf;- 4nd the weak: wanton Capid 
Shall from your Neck unloofe his amorous fold, 
And like a dew-drop from the Lion's mane; 
Be fhook to airy. Air, 
Achil, Shall <Yjax fight with Hedforlo.--- 
fatr. Ay, and perhaps receivesmuch Honour by him, 
chil. 1 fee. my Reputation is, aettake, 
My Fame is fhrewdly. gor’d. 
Patr. O.then-beware - 
Thofe wounds heal.ji} that Men do give themfelves§ 
Omiffion to do: what is neceflary, 
Seals a Commiffion. toa blank of Danger, 


» And Danger, like-an Ague, fubtly taints 


Even then when we fit idly in the Sun, 3 
= se Lchil, 
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Achil. Go call Therfites hither, {weet Patroclus, 
I'll fend the Fool to Ajax, and defire him 
IT” invite the Trojan Lords, after the Combat, 
To fee us here unarm’d : 1 have a Woman’s longing, 
An Appetite that I am fick withal, 
To fee great Hector in the weeds of Peace, 

| Enter Therfites. 
To talk with him, and to behold his Vifage, 


Even to my full of view. Alabour fav'd——~ 
Ther. A. wonder ! 
Achil, What 2 
Ther, Ajax goes up and down the Field, asking for him. 
felf. 
Achil. How fo ? 


Ther. He mutt fight fingly to Mosrow with Heer, “and 
1s fo prophetically proud of an heroical Cudgelling, that he 
faves, in {aying nothing, 

Achil, How can that be 2 

Ther. Why, he ftalks up and down Ike a Peacock, a 
{tride and a ftand; ruminates ke an Hoftels that hathno A- 
rithmetick, but her Brain to fet down her Reckoning; bites 
his Lip with a politick regard, as who fhould fay, there were 
Wit in his Head, and ‘twou’d out ; and fo there is, but it 
lies as coldly in him as Fire in a Flint, which will not thew 
without knocking, The Man’s undone for ever ; for if 
Hettor break not his Neck i’th’ Combat, he’ll break’t him- 
felf in Vain-glory. He knows not me: I faid, Good mor- 
row, jax. And he replies, Thanks gamemunon. What 
think you of this Man, that takes me for the General? He's 
grown a very Land-fifh----languagelc{s----q Monfter; ‘a plague 
of =, a Man may w<ar it on both fides, like a Leather 

erkin. 

Achil, Thou muft be my Ambaffador to him, Therfres. 

Ther. Who? 1 2----why he'll anfwer no Body; he profeffes 
not anfwering ; {peaking is for Beggars; he wears his Tongue 
ins Arms; I will put on his prefence; let Patroclus make his 
demands to me, you fhall fee the Pageant of Ajax. 

Achil, To him, Patroclas---tell him, I humbly defire the 
valiant -4jax, to invite the moft valorous Heder to come 
unarm’d to my Tent, and to procure fafe Condud@ for his 
Perfon, of the Magnanimous and moft Iluftrious, fix or fe- 
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ven times honour’d Captain, General of the Grecian Army, 
Agamemnon, e&c.-Do this. 

Patr. Fove blels great Ajax. 

Lher, Hum 

Patr. | come from the worthy Achilles. 

The Ve H a! 

Patr. Who moft humbly defires you to invite Hedor to 
his Tent, 

Ther. Hum 

fatr. And to procure fafe Condu@ from “Agamemnon, 

Ther. Agamemnon |——~ 

Patr. Ay, my Lord. 

Ther. Ha! 

Patr. What fay you to’t? 

Ther. God be wi’ you, with all my Heart. 

Pair. Your anfwer; Sir. 

Ther. If to Morrow be a fair Day, by eleven a Clock, it 
will go one way or other; howfoever, he thal pay for me 
e’er he has me, 

Patr. Your anfwer, Sir, 

Ther. Fare ye well with all my Heart. 

Achil, Why, but he is not in this tune, is he2 
Ther. No, but he’s out a tune thus; what Mufick he will 
be in, when Heéfor has knockt out his Brains, I know: not, 
But I am fure none; unlefs the Fidler “pollo get his Sinews 
to make Catlings on. 

Achil, Come, thou fhalt bear a Letter to him ftraight. 

Ther. Let me carry another to his Horfe; for that’s the 
More capable Creature, 

Achil, My Mind is troubled like a Fountain {tirr’d, 
And I my felf fee not the bottom of it, [ Exit. 

Ther. Would the Fountain of your Mind were clear again, 
that I might water an Afs at it; T had rather be a Tick ina 
Sheep, than fuch a valiant Tenorance. | Exeunt, 
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Troilus’ and ean 1867 


AC’ TE TV. SO EEE 
SCENE Troy. 


Enter at one Door Aneas with a Torch, at another, Paris, Dei- 
te By phobus, Anthenor, aud: Diomede with Torches, 


Par. S EE ho, who is that there ? 
Deis It 1s the Lord e£xeas, 
eLne. Is the Prince there in’ Perfon2 
Had I fo good occafion to lie long, 
As you, Prince Paris, nothing but heavenly bufinefs 
Should rob my Bed-mate of my Company. 
Dio. That’s my Mindtoo: Good Morrow, Lord e£neas. 
Par. A valiant Greek, ~e4neas, takehis Hand 
ir Witnefs the procefs of your Speech within; 
om You told, how Diomede, in a whole Week, by Days 
i) Did haunt you in a Field, 
e£ne. Health to you, valiant Sir, 
During all queftion of :the gentle Truce: 
But when I meet you arm’d, as black Defiance 
rm As Heart can think, or Courage execute, 
si Dio. Uhe one andith’ other Diomede embraces. 
ui Our Bloods are now in.calm, and fo long; health; 
is But whea Contention and Occafion meet, 
i By ove, I'll play. the Hunter for thy Life, 
r With all my- Force, Purfuit and Policy. 
e4ine. And thou fhalt hunt a Lion that will flie 
With his Face backward in humane gentlenefs: 
Welcome to Troy ~~ now by Anchi/es’s Life, 
Welcome indeed ——~ By. Venus Hand-I {wear, | 
No Man alive can love in fuch a-fort, 
The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 
Dio. We fympathize. ove, let e4neas live 
(If to my Sword his Fate be not the glory) 
A thoufand compleat courfes of the Sun: 
But in mine emulous Honour let him die, 
With every Joint a wound, and that to Morrow, 
ene. We know each other well. 
Pio. We do; and long to know each other worle. 
q See ar aie Par. 
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1% 8 Troilus and Creflida, 


+ ie Par. This is the moft defpightfull’ft, gentle Greeting 
et | The nobleft, hateful Love, that e’er I heard of. 
| What Bufinefs, Lord, fo early 2 
ie e4tzne. I was fent for to the King; but why, I know'not, 
aT I Par. His purpofe meets you; it was, to bring this Greek 
To Calchas’s Houle, and there to render him, A 
For the enfreed Authenor, the fair Creffia. 
Let’s have your Company; or, if you pleafe, 
Hafte there before us, I conftantly do think 
(Or rather call my Thought.a certain Knowledge) 
My Brother Troilus lodges there to Night. 
Roufe him, and give him note of our approach, 
With the whole Quality whereof, I fear 
We fhall be much unweleome. 
e4ine.. Chat I aflure you. 
Troilds had rather Troy were born to Greece, 
Than Crefid born from Troy. | 
Par. There is no help; 
The jbitter difpofition of the time, will have it {. 
On, Lord, we'll follow you. 
ene. Good Morrow all. | Exit AEneas, 
Par. And tell me, Noble Diomede; faith tell me true, 
Even in the Soul of good found Fellowthip, 7 
Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen moft2 
My felf, or Adenelaus? ) 
Dio. Both alike. 
He merits well to have her that doth feek her, 
Rpt ; Not making any fcruple of her Soilure, ) 
Nihal ta With fuch a Hell of pain, and world of Charge. 
; And you as well to keep her that defend her, 
Not palating the tafte of her Difhonour, 
With fuch a coftly lofs of Wealth and Friends; 
Fe, like a puling Cuckold, would drink up 
The Lees and Dregs of a flat tamed Piece; 
You, like aLetcher, out of whorith Loins, 
Are pleas’d to breed out your Inheritors = 
Both merits pois’d, each weighs no lefs nor more, 
But he as he, with heavier for a Whore. | 
Par. You are too bitter to your Country-woman. 
Dio. She’s bitter to her Country.: Hear me, Paris, 
For every falfe drop in her baudy Veins | 
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Troilus and Creflida. 1869 


A Grecian’s Life hath funk; for every Scruple 
Of her contaminated Carrion weight, 
A Trojan hath been flain. Since fhe could {peak, 
She hath not given fo many good Words breath, 
As, for her, Greeks and Trojans fuffer’d Death. 
Par. Fair Diomede, you do as Chapmen do, 
Difpraife the thing that you defire to buy : 
But we in filence hold this Virtue well; 
We'll not commend what we intend to fell. 
Here-lyes our way. 
Enter Troilus and Creflida. 
frei. Dear, trouble not your felf; the Morn is cold. 


Cre. Then, fweet my Lord, I'll call my Uncle down: 
He fhall unbolt the Gates. 


Troi, Trouble him not 
To Bed, to Bed ——fleep kill thofe pretty Eyes, 
And give as foft attachment to thy Senfes, 
As Infants empty of all thought. 
Cre. Good Morrow then, 
Troi. I prithee now to Bed. 
Cre. Are you a weary of me? 
Troi. O Creffida! but that the bufie Day 
Wak’d by the Lark, has rous’d the Ribald Crows; 
And dreaming Night will hide our Eyes no longer, 
I would not from thee. 
Cre. Night hath been too brief. 
Troi. Bethrew the Witch! with venomous weights fhe ftays; 
As hideoufly as Hell; but flies the erafps of Love, 
With Wings more momentary, fwifter chan Thought: 
You will catch cold, and curfe me. 
Cre. Prithee tarry----- you Men will never tarry---- 
O foolith Greffida----I might have ftill held off, 
Andthen you would have tarried. Hark, there’s one up. 
Pan. within, | What’s all the Doors open here ? 
Troi. It is your Uncle. 
Enter Pandarus. 
Cre. A Peftilence on him; now will he be mocking ; 
[ fhall have fuch a life 
Pan, How now, how now? how go Maiden-heads? 
Fear, you Maid; where’s my Coufin Crefid? 


[E xeunt. 
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1870 Troilus and Creflida. 


Cre. Go hang your felf, you naughty mocking Uncle: 
You bring me to do and then you flout me too, 

Pan. To do what? to do what? let her fay, what : 
What have I brought you to do? 

Cre. Come, come, befhrew your Heart ; you'll ne’er be 
good; nor fuffer others. 

Pan. Ha, ha! alas poor Wretch; a poor Chipochia,. haft 
not flepe to Night ? Would he not (a naughty Man) let-it 
fleep; a Bug-bear take him, | One knocks 

Cre. Did not tell you? Would he were knock’d ith’ 
Head.——Who’s that at Door?---- Good Uncle,go and fee, — 
My Lord, come you again into my Chamber: 
You fmile and mock me, as if I meant naughtily, 

Troi. Ha, ha. 

Cre..Come, you are deceiy’d, I think of no fuch thing. 
How earneftly they knock---Pray youjcome in. | Knock, 
I would not for half Tray have you feen here, [ Exeunt. 

Pan, Who's there? what’s the matter ? ~ will you beat 
down the Door? How now? what’s the matter 2 

Enter A“.neas. 

ene. Good morrow Lord, good morrow. 

Pan. Who's there, my. Lord c£ueas ? By my troth, I 
knew you not.;, What.News with you fo early 2 

ene. Is not Prince Troilus here 2 

Pan. Here! what fhould he do. here 2 

eEne. Come, he is here, my Lerd, do not deny him: 
It doth import.him much to fpeak with me, 

Pam. Is he here, fay you ? ‘tis more than I know, I'llbe 
{worn ; for my,.own part,I came in Jate.: What fhould he 
do here 2 

ene. Who----nay, then :---- Come, come, you’lldo him 
wrong, eer y’ are aware : You'll be fo true to him, tojbe 
falfe to him: Do. not you know of him, but yet go fetch 
him hither, go, 














Exter Troilus, 

Troi. How now 2 what’s the matter 2 

c“Ene. My,Lord, J f{carce have leifure to falute yous 
My matter is fo harfh: There is at hand, 
Paris your Brother, and Deiphobas, 
The Grecian Diomede, and our Authenor 
Deliver’d to us, and for him forth-with, 
Ever the firft Sacrifice, within this Hour, 7 We 


Mr 


Troilus and Creflida. 1891 


We mutt give up to Diemedes Hand 
The Lady Creffida. 

Troi. Is it concluded fo2 

eLne. By Priam, and the general State of Troy. 
They are at hand, and ready to effeG it. 

Troy. How.many Atchievments mock me! 

I will go meet them; and my Lord e£xeas, 
We met by chance, you did not find me here. 

eine. Good, good, my Lord; the fecrets of Nature 

Have not more Gift in taciturnity. | Exennt. 
Enter Pandarus and Creflida. 

Pan. Is’t poffible? no fooner got, but loft: The Devil 
take -duthenor; the young Prince will go mad: a Plague 
upon Authenor ; I would they had broke’s Neck. 

Cre. How now? what’s the matter? who was here 2 

Pan. Ah, ah! 

Cre. Why figh you fo profoundly? where’s my Lord? 
gone? Tell me, fweet Uncle, what’s the matter ? 

Pan. Would I were as deep under the Earth, as I am 
above. 

Cre. O the Gods! what's the matter ¢ 

Pan. Prithee get thee in; would thou had’ft ne’er been 
born; I knew thou would’ft be his Death. O poor Gentle- 
man! A Plague upon Axthenor. 

Cre. Good Uncle, I befeech you, on my Knees, I befeech 
you what's the matter ? 

Pan. Thou muft be gone, Wench, thou muift be gone; 
thou art chang’d for duthenor ; thou muft go to chy Father, 
and be gone from Troilus: ?T will be his death: “twill be his 
bane; he cannot bear it. 

Cre. O you immortal Gods! I will not go. 

Pan, Thou muft. 

Cre. I will not, Uncle: I have forgot my Father. 

I know no touch of Confanguinity : 

No. Kin, no Love, no Blood, no Soul fo near me, 
As the {weet Troilus: O you Gods divine! 
Make Crefid's dame the very Crown of Falfhood, 
If ever fhe leave Troilus: Time and Death, 

Do to this Body what extremity you can ; 

But the {trong Bafe and building of my Love 
Is,.as the very centre of the ‘Earth, 
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Tell yout the Lady what the is to do, 
And hafte her to the purpofe. 
Troi. VValk into her Houfe: 
Pil bring her to the Grecian prefently ; 
And to his Hand when I deliver her, 
Toiwk it an Altar, and thy Brother Troiles 
A Prieft, there offering to it his Heart. 
i ahiee Par. I know what ’tis to Love, 
Bod Hal os And would, asI thal! pity, I could help. 
hosp Pleafe you walk in, my Lords. [ Exennts 
Enter Pandarus and Creflid. 

Ae uit Pan, Be moderate, be moderate. 
4 : Cre. Why tell you me of moderation 2 
aa ; The Grief is fine, full perfect that I tafte, 
Rete id) od And no lefs in a fenfe as ftrong, as that 

1 ie Which caufeth it. How can I moderate it 2 
{fT could temporize with my Affe@ion, 
Or brew it to a weak and colder Palate, 
The like allayment could I give my Grief; 
My Love admits no qualifying crofs, é 

Exter Troilus. 

No more my Grief in fuch a precious lof, 

Pan. Here, here, here he comesy—— a fweet Duck. 

Cre. O Troilas, Troilus ! 

Pan. VVhat a pair of SpeCacles is here! let me embrace 
too: Oh Heart, as the goodly faying is ; O Heart, heavy 
Heart, way fitreft thou without breaking 2? Look where he 
an{wers again ; w—=Becaufe thou can’ft not eafethy fmart by 

a " Beiendihip, 
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jt Drawing al] rhings CO If. E wll $9 10 and Weep. 

j Pan. Do, do» eg ni 

i Om a Cre. Tear my bright Hair, and feratch my praifed 
» a Checks, 

en | Crack my clear Voice with Sobs, and break my Heart 

4 | With founding Troilas. i will not go from Troy. | Exin, 
6 1 ~ 

ae | 1 Enter Paris, Troilus, Aineas, Deiphobus, Anthenor; 
| ee and Diomedes. 
; 1 4 Par. it is great Morning, and the Hour prefixt 
se i Of her deliv’ry to this valiant Greek 
A Comes falt upon : Good my Brother Troilus, 
& : 
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Troilus and Creffida. 1873 


Friendfhip, nor by {peaking ; there was never a truer time? 
let us caft away nothing, for we may live to have need of 
fuch a Verfe; we fee it,we fee it : how how, Lambs 2 
Troi. Crefid, I love thee in fo ftrange a purity ; 
That the bleft Gods, as angry with my Fancy, 
More bright in Zeal, than the Devotion which 
Cold Lips blow to their Deities, take thee from me, 
Cres Have the Gods Envy 2 
Pan. Ay, Ay, A, Ay,’tis too’plain a Cafe. 
Cre. And is it true, that I muft go from Troy 3 
Trot. A hateful Truth. 
Cre. What, and from Troilus too? 
Troi, From Troy, and Troilus, 
Cref. Is it poflible 2 
Troi. And fuddenly: while injury of Chance 
Puts back leave-taking, juftles roughly 
All time of paufe, rudely beguiles our Lips 
Of all rejoyndure; forcibly prevents 
Our lock’d Embrafures ; {trangies our dear Vows, 
Even in the birth of our own labouring Breath, 
We two, that with fo many. thoufand. fighs 
Did buy each other, mift poorly. fell our felves, 
With the rude brevity and difcharce of one: 
Injurious time, now, with a Robber’s hafle, 
Crams his rich Thievery up, he knows not how, 
As many farewels as be Stars. in. Heaven, 
With diftin@ Breath, ahd confign’d Kiffcs t6 them, 
He fumbles up allin onéloof adicu’s 
And fcants us with 4 fingle famith’d Kifs, 
Diftafted with the Salt of broken. Tears. 
eLineas within. My Lord, is the Lady ready ? 
Trot. Hark, you are call’d. Some fay, the Genjus fo 
Cries, Come, to him that*inftantly. mult die. 
Bid them have Patience; fhe fall come anon. 
an. Where are.my Tears ? Rain, toJay this Wind, or 
my Heart will be blown up by the Root. 
Cre. I muft then to the Grecians 2? 
Trri. No remedy. 
Cre.A_woful Grefid, *monelt the merry Greeks. 
trot, When fhall we fee again 2 
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1874 Troilus and Creflida. 


Hear me, my Love; bethou but true of Heart 
Cre. I true? how now? what wicked deem isthis? 
Troi, Nay, we muft ufe Expoftulation kindly, 

For it is parting from us: 

{peak not, be thou true, as fearing thee : 

For I will throw my Glove to Death himfelf, 

That there’s no maculation in thy Heart; 

But be thou true, fay I, to fafhion in 

My fequent Proteftation: Be thou true, 

And I will fee thee. 

Cre. O you fhallbe expos’d, my Lord, to dangers 

As infinite, as iminent: But Plbe true. 
7roi. And Vl grow Friend with danger; 

W ear this Sleeve. 

Cre, And you this Glove. 

When fhall I fee you? 

Troi, I will corrupt the Grecian Centinels 

To give thee nightly Vifitation: 

But yet be true. 

Cre. O Heavens! be true again. 
Troi. Hear while I {peak ir, Love: 

The Grecian Youths are full of fubtle Qualities, 

They’re loving, well compos'd, with gift'of Nature, 

Plowing and {welling o’er with Arts and Exercife; 

How Noveltiesmay move,anhd Parts with Perfon— 

Alas, a kind of godly Jealoufie, 
Which, I befeech you, calla virtuous Sin, 
Makes me afraid. 
Cre. O Heavens, you Jove me not ! 
Troi. Die I a Villain then: 
In this I do not call your Faith in queftion 
So mainly as my Merit : I cannot Sing, 
Nor heel the high Lavolt; nor fweeten ‘Talk; 
Nor play at fubtle Games; fair Virtues al! 
Yo which the Greciaus are moft prompt and pregnant : 
But I can tell, that in each Grace of thefe, 
There lurks a ftill and dumb-difcourfive Devil, 
That tempts moft cunningly : But be not tempted. 
Cre. Do not think, I will. 
Troi. No, butfomething may be done that we will not: 


And fometimes we are Devils to our felves, | 
When 
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When we will attempt the frailty of our Powers, 
Prefuming on their changeful potency. 
eLneas within, Nay, good my Lord. 
Lroi. Come kifs, and Jet us part. 
Paris within, Brother Troilus. 
roi, Good Brother, come you hither, 
And bring eEneas and the Greciiin with you. 
Cree My Lord, will you be true ? 
Troi. VVho [2 Alas, it is my Vice, my faule : 
While others fith with Craft for great Opinion, 
1, with great truth, catch meer Simplicity : 
While fome with cunning gild their Copper Crowns, 
With truth and plaihnefs Ido wear mine bare. 
Enter Aneas, Paris, and Diomedes. 
Fear not my Truth; the Moral of my Wit 
Is plain and true, there’s all the reach of it. 
Welcome, Sir Diomede, here is the Lady, 
Which for Anthenor we deliver you. 
At the Port (Lord) I'll giveher to thy Hand, 
And by the way poffefs thee what the is. 
Entreat her fair, and by my Soul, fair Greek, 
If e’er thou ftand at mercy of my Sword, 
Name Geffid, and thy Life fhall be as fafe 
As Priam is in Ilion, 
Diom, Fair Lady Creffd, 
So pleafe you, fave the Thanks this Prince expects : 
The luftre in your Eye, Heaven in your Check, 
Pleads your fair ufage, and to Diomede 
You fhall be Miftrefs, and command him wholly. 
Trot. Grecian, thou doft not ufe me courteoufly : 
To fhame the Seal of my Petition towards thee 
By praifing her. [tell thee, Lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-foaring o’er thy Praifes, 
As thou unworthy to be call’d her Servant : 
I charge thee ufe her well, even for my Charge: 
For by the dreadful Pluto, if thou do’ft not, 
(Tho’ the great bulk 4chilles be thy Guard) 
I'll cut thy Throat. , 
Diom. Oh be not mov’d, Prince Troilus 
Let me be privileg’d by my Place and Meflage, 
To bea Speaker free; When I am hence, on 
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1876 Troilus and Creflida, 


I'll anfwer to my Luft: And know, my Lord, 
Pil nothing do on charge; to her own worth 
She fhall be priz’d: But that you fay, be’t fo ; 
I'll {peak 1t in my Spirit and Honour-—— No. 

{voiwCome to the Port----I'll tell thee, Diomede, 
Chis Brayg fhall oft make thee to hide thy Head: 
Lady, give me your Hand And as we walk, 
Yo our own {elves bend we our needful Talk. 

| Sound Trumpet, 








Par. Hark, Heéfor’s Trumpet! | 
eine. How have we {pent this Morning 2 
The Prince muft think me tardy and remifs, 
That {wore to ride before him in the Field. 
Par. "Vis Troilus fault. Come, come to Field with him. 
Dio. Let us make ready ftrait. 
eLne. Yea, with a Bridegroom’s freth alacrity 
Let us addrefs to tend on Heétor’s Heels : 
The Glory of our Troy doth this day lye 
On his fair Worth, and fingle Chivalry. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE Jl. The Grecian Camp. 


Enter Ajax Armed, Agamemnon, Achilles, Patroclus, Me- 
nelaus, Ulyffes, Neftor, Calchas, é&c. 


ga. Here art thou in appointment freth and fair, 
Anticipating Time, With {tarting Courage. 
Give with thy Trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful jax, that the appalled ‘Air 
May pierce the Head of the great Combatant, 
And hale him hither. 

Ajax. Thou Trumpet, there’s my Purfe ; 
Now crack thy Lungs, and {plit thy Brafen Pipe: 
Blow Villain, *till thy fphered bias Check 
Out-fwell*the Cholick of puft Aguilon : 
Come itretch thy Cheft,and let thy Eyes{pout Blood: 
Thou bloweft for Heéfor. i 

Ulyf. No Trumpet anfwers. 

chil, ’Tis but early days. 
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Troilus and Acie 1877 


Enter Diomede and Creflida. 
Aga, Ist not young Diomede with Calchas Daughter? 
Uhfe "Tis he, I ken the manner of his Gate, 
He rifes on his Toe; that Spirit of his 
In Afpiration lifts him from the Earth. 
Aga. Is this the Lady Creffida? 
Dio. Even the. 
Aga. Moft dearly welcome tothe Greeks, fweet Lady. 
Neff. Our General doth falute you with a Kifs. 
Ulf: Yet is your Kindnefs but particular; *twere, better 
fhe were kift in general. | 
Neff. And very courtly Counfel: Til begin. So much for 

Neftor. 

Achil, Vil take that Winter from your Lips; fair Lady, 

Achilles bids you welcome. 

Men. I had good Argument for kifling once. 
Patr. But that’s no Argument for kiffing now; 

For thus pop’d Paris in his Hardiment. 

Ulf. Oh deadly Gall, and theme of all our Scorns, 

For which we lofe our Heads to gild his Horns. 

Patr. The firft was Adenelaus kifs----this mine---- 

Patroclus kifles you. 

Men, O this is trim, 

Patr. Paris and I kifs evermore for him. 

Men. Vil have my kifs, Sir: Lady, by your leave. 
Cre. In kiffing do you render, or receive ? 

Patr. Both take and give, 

Cre. I'll make my match to give, 

The kifs you take is better than you give ; therefore no kifs. 
Men. I'll give you boot, I'll give you three for one, 
Cre. You are an odd Man, give even, or give none. 
Men. An odd Man, Lady 2? every Man ts odd. 

Cre. No, Paris is not; for you know ‘tis true, 
That you are odd, and he is even with you. 
Men. You fillip me o’th’ head. 
Cre. No, Vl be {worn. 
Ulyf; It were no match, your Nail againft hig Horn: 
May I, fweet Lady, beg a kifs. of you? 
Cre. You may. 
Vhf- I do defire it, 
Z 3 “Cre 
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(1878 Troilus and Creflida. 


| Cre. Why beg then, ; 
1 a ie Ulf. Why then, for Venus fake give me a kifs: 
Mee wR Wheh Helen is a Maid again, and his 
mM Cre. I am your debtor, claim it when ’tis due. 
Ulf, Never’s my Day, and then a kifs of you. 
Dio. Lady, a word——I’ll bring you to your Father—— 
Weft. A Woman of quick Senfe. 
| Diomedes leads out Creffida, then returns, 
lyf. Fie, fie upon her: : 
There’s Language in her Eye, her Cheek, her Lip: 
Nay, her Foot fpeaks, her wanton Spirits look out 
At every joint, ‘and motive of her Body : 
Oh thefe Encounters, are fo glib of ‘Tongue, 
hat give a coating welcome e’er it comes; 
And wide unclafp the Tables of their Thoughts, 
Lo every tickling Reader: Set them down, 
For fluttith fpoils of Opportunity, 
And Daughters of the Game. 
£xter Hector, Paris, Troilus, Aineas, Helenus, and Attendants, 
All, The Trojans Trumpet. 
é4ga. Yonder comes the Troop. 
eEne. Hail all you ftate of Greece; what thall be done 
To him that Vidory commands? or do you purpofe, 
A Victor hall be known : Will you, the Knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Purfue each other, or fhall be divided 
By any Voice, or order of the Field: Hettor bad ask? 
Aga, Which way would Heéfor ha:e it2 
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Hele ‘ ial eine. He cares not, he’l] obey Conditions. 
RAPA a. “ga. "Tis done like Hefor, but fecurely done, 
4k | A little proudly, and great deal defpifing 
i The Knight oppos’d. 


ene. If not Achilles, Sir, what is your Name? 
Achil, Uf not Achilles, nothing. 
ene. Therefore Achilles; but whate’er, know this, 
fs the extremity of great and little : 
Valour and Pride excel themfelves in Hecfor ; 
The one almoft as infinite as all, 
he other blank as nothing; weigh him well; 
And that which looks like Pride, is Curtefie; 


1 ‘i a This Ajax is half made of Heétor’s Blood, ; 
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Troilus and beoftia, 1879 


In love whereof, half Heétor ftays at home: 

Half Heart, half Hand, half Heétor, comes to feek 

This blended Knight, half Trojan and half Greek, 

Achil, A Maiden Battel then 2 O, I perceive you. 
Aga. Here is Sir Diomede: Go, gentle Knight, 

Stand by our Ajax; as you and Lord e£xeas 

Coofent upon the order of their Fight, 

So be it; either to the uttermoft, 

Or elfe a breach, the Combatants being Kin, 

Hal! ftints their Strife before their ftrokes begin. 
lyf. They are oppos’d already. | 
Ajax. What Trojan is that fame that locks. fo heavy 2 
Ulyf. The youngeft Son of Priam, 

And a true Knight; they call him Troilzs; 

Not yet mature, yet matchlefs, firm of Word, 

Speaking in Deeds, and deedlefs in his Tongue ; 

Not foon provok’d, nor being provok’d, foon calm’d. 

His Heart and Hand both open, and both free; 

For what he has he gives, what thinks he fhews ; 

Yet gives he not ’tili Judgment guide his Bounty, 

Nor dignifies an impair Thought with Breath ; 

Manly as Hettor, but more dangerous, 

For Heétor in his blaze of Wrath fub{cribes 

To tender Objects; but he in heat of Action 

Is more vindicative than jealous Love. 

They call him 7roilas, and on him erect 

A fecond hope, as fairly built as Hector. 

Thus fays e4xeas, one that knows the Youth, 

Even to his Inches; and with private Soul, 

Did in great //ion thus tranflate him to me. [ Alarum. 
Aga, They are in Action. | Hector and Ajax fight. 
Neff. Now Ajax hold thine own. 

Troi. Heétor thou fleep’ft, awake thee. 

ga. His Blows are well difpos’d; there jax. [Trumpets 
Dio. You mutt no more. ceafe. 
eine. Princes, enough, fo pleafe you. 

Ajax. Lam not warm yet, let us fight again. 

Dio. As Heétor pleafes. 

Hett, Why then, will I no more 

Thou art, great Lord, my Father’s Sifter’s Son ; 

A Coufin German to great Priam’s Seed: 

“4 The 
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AG Troilus and Creflida. 


The obligation of our Blood forbids 
A gory Emulation twixt us twain ; | ; 
Were thy Commuixion Greek and 7 rojan 10, 
That thou could’ft lay, this Hand is Grecian all, 
And this is 7rejan3 the Sinews of this Leg 
All Greek, and this all Troy: My Mother’s Blood 
Runs on the dexter Check, and this Sinifter 
Bounds in my Father’s: By Fove multipotent, 
Thou fhould’it not bear from me a4 Greeks {> Member 
Wherein my Sword had not impreflure made 
Of our rank feud;: bat the juft Gods gainlay, 
That any drop thou borrow’ft from thy Mother, 
My facred Aunt, fhould by my mortal Sword 
Be drain’d. Let me embrace thee, Ajax: 
By him that Thunders, thou haft lufty Arms; 
Heitor would have them fal] upon him thus—— 
Coufin, all honour to thee, 
Ajax. I thank thee, Heéor: 
hou art too gentle, and too free a Man: 
I came to kill thee, Coufin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy Death. 
Heit. Not Neoptolemus fo mirable, 
On' whofe bright Creft, Fame with her loud’{t O yes, 
Cries, This is he could promife to himfelf 
A thought of added Honour torn from Heféfor. 
e£ne. There is expectance here from both the fides: 
What further you will do, 
Hett, We'll anfwer it: 
The iffue is Embracement: Ajax, farewel, 
“4jax. IfI might in Entrearies find fuccefs, 
As feild I have the chance; I would defire 
My famous Coufin to our Grecian Tents, 
Dio. “Vis Agamemnon's with, and great 4chilles 
Doth long to fee unarm’d the valiant Fettor. 
Fett. eneas, call my Brother Troilzs to me: 
And fignifie this loving Interview 
To the expectors of the Trojan Part: 
Defire him home. Give me thy Hand, my Coufin: 
I will go cat with thee, .and {ee your Knights, 
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Troilus and ida. 1881 


Agamemnon and the reft of the Greeks come forward, 
Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 
Heét. The worthieft of them, tell me name by name; 

But for Achilles, mine own fearching Eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly fize. 
4ga. Worthy of Arms; as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of fuch an Enemy. 
But that’s no welcome: Underftand more clear, 
What’s paft, and what’s to come, is {trew’d with husks 
And formlefs ruin of Oblivion: 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain’d purely from all hollow bias drawing, 
3ids thee with moft: divine Integrity, 
From Heart of very Heart, great Heétor, welcome. 
Heé?, I thank thee, moft Imperious Agamemnon. | To Troi 
Aga. My well fam’d Lord of Troy, nolefsto you. 
Men. Let me confirm my Princely Brother’s Greeting, 
You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 
Het. Whom muft we anfwer?2 
eine. The Noble Menelaus. 
Fett, OQ----you my Lord----by AZars his Gauntlet, thanks, 
Mock not, that I affe@ th’ untraded Oath, 
Your guandom Wife {wears {till by Venus Glove, 
She’s well, but bad me not commend herto you. 
Men. Name her not now, Sir, the’s a deadly Theme. 
Heét, O pardon I offend. 
Neft. Uhave, thou gallant Trojan, feen thee oft 
Labouring for Deftiny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greekif/b Youth; and I have feen thee, 
As hot as Perfews, {pur thy Phrygian Steed, 
And feen thee fcouring Forfeits and Subduements, 
When thou haft hung thy advane’d Sword i'th’ Air, 
Not letting it decline on the declined: 
That Ihave faid unto my Standers-by, 
Lo, Jupiter is yonder dealing Life. 
And I have feen thee paufe, and take thy Breath, 
When that a Ring of Greeks have hem’d thee in, 
Like an Olympian wreftling. ‘Thus I have feen, 
But this thy Countenance, {till ftock’d in Steel, 
I never faw ’till now. Eknew thy Grandfire, 
And once fought with him; he was a Soldier good, 
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(1 gB2 Troilus aud Creffida. 


But by great AZars, the Captain of us all, 
Never like thee. Let an old Man embrace thee, 
And, worthy Warrior, welcome to our ‘Tents, 
eine. *Tis the old Neffor, 
Heét. Let me embrace thee, good old Chronicle, 
That haft fo long. walk’d Hand in Hand with time: 
Molt reverend Neffor, I am glad to clafp thee. 
Neft. I would my Arms could match thee in Contention, 
As they contend with thee in Courteéfie, 
flect, I would they could. 

Neft. Ha? by this white Beard I'd fight with thee to 
Morrow, Well, welcome, welcome; Vhaye feen the time~-- 
Uhf. I wonder now how yonder City ftands, | 

When we have here the Bafe and Pillar by us. 
Feit. I hnow your favour, Lord Clyffes, well. 
Ah, Sir, there’s many a Greek and Trojan dead, 
Since firft I faw your felf and Diomed; 
In Zion, on your Greeki fh Embaffie. 
Obj. Sir, [foretold you then what would enfue, 
FA My Prophefie is but haif his Journey yee, 
Gieere, | For yonder Walls that partly tront your Town; 
: Yond Towers, whofe wanton tops do bufs the Clouds, 
Mutt kifs their own Feet. 
fect. I muft not believe you: 
There they ftand yet ; and modeftly I think, 
The fall of every Phrygian Stone will coft 
A drop of Grecian Blood ; the end crowns all, 
And that old common Arbitrator, Time, 
Will one Day end it. 
Oly. Soto him we leavé it. 
Mott gentle, and moft valiant flector, welcome; 
After the General, I befeech you next 
To feaft with me, and fee me at my Tent. 
Achil. I thall foreftal thee, Lord Uipffes, thou: 
Now Heétor, I have fed mine Eyes on thee, 
I have with exa@ view Perus’d thee, Hefor, 
And quoted joint by joint, 
flett. Is this Achilles 2 
Achill. I am Achilles. 
Fett. Stand fair, I prithee, let me look on thee. 
“chil. Behold thy fil). tie 
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Troilus and Crefiida. 1883 


Heit. Nays Uhave done already. 
Achil, Thou arttoo brief, 1 willthe fecond time, 

As I would buy thee, view thee, limb by limb, 

Hett. O, like a Book of Sport thou’lt read me o’er: 

But there’s more in me than thou underftand’ft, 

Why doft thou fo opprefs me with thine Eye 2 

Achil, Tellme, you Heavens, in which part of his Bod 
Shall I deftroy him? Whether there, or there, or there, 
That I may give the local Wound a name, 

And make diftin@ the very breach, where-out 
Hettor’s great Spirit flew. Anfwer me, Heavens, 

fect. It would difcredit the bleft Gods, proud Man, 
To anfwer fuch a Queftion: Stand again, 
hink’{t thou to catch my Life fo pleafantly, 

As to prenominate in nice ConjeQure, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead? 

Achil, I tell thee, yea 

Hett, Wert thou the Oracle to tell me fo, ' 
I'd not believe thee: Henceforth guard thee well, 
For Pll not kill thee there, nor thete, nor there, 
But by the Forge that ftythied Azars his Helm, 
I'll kill thee every where, yea o’er and o’er. 
You wifett Grecians, pardon me this brag, 
His Infolence draws folly from my Lips, 
But I'll endeavour Deeds to match thefe Words, 
Or may I never 

“jax. Do not chafe thee, Coufin; 

And you, Achilles, let thefe Threats alone 

“Till accident or purpofe bring you to’t. 

You may have ev’ry day enough of Heéfor, 

If you have Stomach. The general State, I fear, 
Can fcarce intreat you to be odd with him. 

Hett. I pray you, let us fee you in the Field, 
We have had pelting Wars fince you refus’d 
The Grecian’s Caule. 

Achil, Dott thou intreat me, Hector? 

To Morrow do I meet thee, fell as Death; 
To Night, all Friends. 

Het. Thy Hand upon that match. 

Aga. Firtit, all you Peers of Greece gotomy Tent, 
There in the full convive you; afterwards, 
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18 Troilus and Creflida. 


As Heétor’s Leifure, and your Bounties thall 
Concur together, feverally intreat him. 
Beat loud the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow; 
That this great Soldier may his welcome know. [ Exennt, 
Manent Troilus and Ulyffes. 
Troi. My Lord Ulyfes, tell me, I befeech you, 
In what place of the Field doth Calchas keep? 
Ulf. At Adenclaus Tent, moft Princely Troilus; 
There Diomede doth feaft with him to Night ; 
Who neither looks on Heav’n, nor on Earth; 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Creffid. 
~Yroi. Shall I, {weet Lord, be bound to thee fo much, 
After we part from Agamemuon's Tent, 
To bring me thither ¢ 
Gly. You fhall command me, Sir: 
As gently tell me, of what Honour was 
This Creffida in Troy; had the no Lover there, 
That wails her abfence 2 
Tra O Sir, to fuchas boafting thew their Scars, 
A mock is due: Will you walk on, my Lord 2 
She was belov’d, the lov’d: the is, and doth. 
But till, fweet Love is Food for Fortune’s tooth. [ Exeust, 
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SCENE Jdefore Achilles Tent in the Grecian 
Camp. 


Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 


Achil. LL heat his Blood with Greekifh Wine to Night, 
Patroclus, let us Feaft him to the height. 
Patr. Here comes Therfites. 
Enter Therfites. 

Achil. How now, thou core of Envy ? 
Thou crufty batch of Nature, what’s the News 2 

Ther, Why, thou Pi@ure of what thou feem’{t, and Idol 
of Idiot-worihippers, here’s a Letter for thee, 


Achil, From whence, Fragment? 
Ther. 
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Troilus and Creflida. 1835 


Thir. Why, thou full difh of Fool, from Trey. 

Patr. Who keeps the Tent now 2 

Ther. The Surgeon’s Box, or the Patient’s Wound. 

Pair. Well faid, Adverfity; and what need thefe Tricks? 

Ther. Prithee be filent, Boy, I profit not by thy talk, 
thou art thought to be dchilles’s Male-Varlet. 

Patr. Male-Varlet, you Rogue? What’s that 2 

Ther. Why, his mafculine Whore. Now the rotten Dif- 
eafes of the South, Guts-griping, Ruptures, Catarrhs, loads 
o’ Gravel i’th’ Backs, Lethargies, cold Palfies, and the like, 
take and take again fuch prepofterous Difcoveries. 

Patr. Why, thou damnable Box of Envy, thou, what 
mean’{t thou to Curfe thus 2 

Ther. DoI Curfe thee ¢ 

Patr. Why no, you ruinous Butt, you whorefon imdi- 
{tinguifhable Cur. 

Ther. No? Why art thou then exafperate, thou idle im- 
material Skein of fley’d Silk; thou green Sarcenet flap for a 
fore Eye; thou Taffel of a Prodigal’s Purfe, thou? Ah, 
how the poor World is peftred with fuch Water-flies, dimi- 
nutives of Nature. 

Patr. Out Gall! 

Ther. Finch Egg ! 

Achil. My fweet Patroclus, 1 am thwarted quite 
From my great purpofe in to morrow’s Battel : 

Here is a Letter from Queen Hecuba, 

A Token from her Daughter, my fair Love, 

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 

An Oath that I have fworn. I will not break ir, 

Fall Greek, fail Fame, Honour, or go, or ftay, 

My major Vow lyes here; this I'll obey : 

Come, come, Therfites, help totrim my Tent; 

This Night in Banqueting mutt all be fpent. 

Away, Patroclus, Exét. 

Ther. With too much Blood, and too little Brain, thefe 
two may run mad: But if with too much Brain, and too 
little Blood, they do, PN be a Curer of Mad-men. Here’s 
Agamemnon, an honeft Fellow enough, and one that loves 
Quails, but he has not fo much Brain as Ear-wax ; and the 
good Transformation of ‘Fxpiter there his Brother, the Bull, 
the primitive Statue, and oblique Memorial of Cuckolds, 
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; | 1886 Troi : ‘effi: 
| ilus and Creflida. 
le eee 

a thrifty fhooting-horn ina Chain, hanging at his Brother's 
Leg; to what Form, but that he is, thould Wir] 
oe i oe | ; it larded with 
i Malice, and Malice forced with Wit turp him to? to an Af 
were nothing, he is both Afsand Ox ; toan Ox were Seki 7 
he is both Ox and Afs; to be a Dog, a Mule, ac : 
é Fitchew, a Toad, a Lizard, an Ow} P a 
F #6 ! ; » a Puttock, or a Her. 
! ring without a Roe, I would not care: But to b MM, 
A las, 1 would confpire againft Deftiny. Ask m MB 6 
I would be, if I were Therfitess for 1 care nog ea 
Lowfe of a Lazar, fo I were not Menelaus. Woyed "S : 
F rits and Fires, bg or 
: Enter Hector, Ajax, Againemnon, Ulyffes, Neftor and 
Diomede, with Lights, desc 

: ga. We go wrong, we go wrong, 


«Yjax. No, yonder’ tis,there where we fee the]; 
fect. 1 trouble you, gy tne light, 
Ajax. No, not a whit. 
is _ Enter Achilles, 
Ul/. Here comes himfelf to guide you. 
Achil. Welcome brave Heéfor, welcome Princes al] 
“Aga. So, now fair Prince of 770 » I bid good Niche 
io Oe the Guard to tend on you PA 
ect. Thanks, and good Night t si 
Aen. Good Night, os Fork eaten eet 
“tl cies Night, fweet Lord Menelaus 
ver. Sweet Draught----f ; 
Poe 2 weet quoth a---weet Sink, fweet 
Achil, Good Night e 
ba ack gat, and welcome, both at Once, to thofe 
tga, Good Night, 
chil. Old Neftor tarries 
» and you to 
Keep Heétor Company an hour bf ies 5 eae 
Dio. I eis Lord, I have important Bufinefs 
= € whereof is now; Good Night, great Heé 
ect. Give me your Hand. x 


Uf. Follow his Torch, he fees to Calchas’s Tent’ 
3 


7 
UJ 
a 
} 
5 
it 
: i] 
iy ii 
i 
me 
; 
yj 4 
f 
; 
{ 
‘ 
zy 


5% 0 Mr ees age ct 
ae. . 


—~, 


~~ 
- 


———— 
eee 
- 


SETS 
ee 
a: 


aes 


TS 


= a pata Pee Sh TS 


= 


er a ~ - Eh : : = = ee — =. aes 2 ei =" Se: = 7 ~— — . 
p>; —* gn pe dager Sie : 2 =a a a = age Ex a — g = = - : — = - 
-- = - =< = - 2 2 , eT: ee -_ —- a > SS > —— = 7 pare ——— S 
ri? ~ en ed - 5 i. s c <.. = . ———- = ~ : > * << 
mete . ~ . “ ~~ Pe x a ae _——_— - a a - oe a 9 I < 
— 7 ~ oe 7 = = : ~~ . x as Sf we “F - ~ <r = a se - ee ~~ Sr. . _ es a a 
” = - - 7 ae an. e . : - . ie fe —r . = > » a eo ; - 
= iat 4 eae . on a as = . : + ———<> a - — ° = om 
= a re ; a . = <=. oe > - = E 7 —— = —— — = = => 
- c pe) mien ow Cael J : 7 re a ee | th wig - - iw + fea =~sS > ; = 3 ; =s 
, . a ——- <1 SN << ORSAY * ems rs > ee >= 2. 
a : - Soe ee i it , ea rt Se Ses =: a a = Fy eee —— ; - : 4. - =—+ - — sean : 


oe 


ed 
> a 
~e 


—s 
a) 
ye 
Qu 


a 
el 
=e 
7 eS 


a Sar Seta oer 


| th Pll keep you Compan ' 
Bh) Troi. Sweet Sir, saehoail he | 70 Troilus, 
‘ i Fett. And fo good Night. 
7 “chil, Come, come, enter my Tént, FExeant 
Ther. 
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Troilus and Creflida, 1884 


Ther. That fame Diomede’s a falfe-hearted Rogue, a moft 
unjuft Knave ; I will no more truft him when he leers, than 
I will a Serpent when he hiffes : He will fpend his Mouth 
and Promife, like Brabler the Hound ; but when he per- 
forms, Aftronomers foretel it, that it is prodigious, there 
will come fome change: The Sun borrows of the Moon, 
when Diomede keeps his Word. I will rather leave to fee 
Hettor, than not to dog him: They fay, he keeps a Trojaz 
Drab, and ufes the Traitor Calchas hisTente Ill after 
Nothing but Lechery ; all incontinent Varlets. — [ Exesnt. 





SCENE Ul. Calchas Tenr. 


Enter Diomede. 

Die, What are you up here, ho ? fpeak. 

Cal. Who calls 2 

Dio. Diomede; Calchas, I think; where’s your Daughter? 

Cal. She comes to you. 

Enter Troilus and Ulyfles, after them Therfites, 

Ulyf. Stand where the Torch may not difcover us. 
Enter Creflid. 

Troi. Creffid, come forth to him! 

Dio. How now, my charge ? 

Cre. Now my {weet Guardian; hark, a word with you. 


| Whifpers. 
Troi. Yea, fo familiar 2 
Vly. She will fing to any Man at firft fight. 
Ther. And any Man may find her, if he can take her 
life: fhe’s noted. | 
Dio. Will you remember? 
Cre. Remember? yes. | 
Dio. Nay, but do then; and Jet your mind be coupled 
with your words, 
Troi. What fhould fhe remember 2 
Vly. Lift, 
Cre. Sweet, Hony Greek, tempt meno more.to Folly, 
Ther. Roguery—— . 
Dio. Nay, then. 
Cre. I'll tell you what. 
Dio. Fo, fo, come tell a pin, you ate a forfWornennmmn 
Gre, 
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1888 Troilus and Creflida, 


Cre. In Faith I cannot : what would you have me do? 
ther. A jugling Trick, to be fecretly open, 
Dio. What did you {wear you would beftow on me? 
Cre. I prithee do not hold me to mine Oath ; 
Bid me do any thing but that, fweet Greek, 
Dio. Good Night. 
Troi. Hold, Patience 
Of. How now, Trojan ? 
Cre. Diomede. ? 
Dio. No, no, good Night: T’llbe your Fool no more, 
Troi. Thy better muft. 
Cre. Hark, one word in your Ear. 
Tro. O Plague and Madnefs ! 
Uly/. You aremov'd, Princes let us depart, I pray you, 
Left your difpleafure fhould enlarge it felf 
To wrathful Terms: this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly : I befeech you go. 
Zroi. Behold, I pray you-—— 
Ulf. Nay, good my Lord 20 off : 
You flow to great diftra@ion : Come, my Lord. 
Troi. T pray thee ftay 2 
Ulyf. You have not patience; come. 
Troi. I pray you ftay ; by Hell, and all Hell’s Torments, 
I will not {peak a word. 
Dio. And fo good Night. 
Cre. Nay, but you part in anger. 
Troi, Doth that grieve thee 2 O wither'd truth! 
Ulf. Why, how now, Lord2 
Troi. By Fove, I will be patient. 
Cre. Guardian——why, Greek 
Dio, Fo, fo, adieu, you palter, 
Cre, In Faith, I do not: come hither once again, 
Ulf. You thake, my Lord, at fomething; will you go? 
You will break out. 
Troi. She ftroaks his Cheek. 
Ulf. Come, come. 
Troi. Nay, ftay; by Fove, I will not {peak a word. 
There is between my Will, and all Offences, 
A guard of patience, ftaya little while. 
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Troilus and Creffida. 1889 


Ther. How the Devil Luxury with his fat Rump, and 
Potato Finger, tickles thefe together: Fry, Letchery, fry. 
Dio. But will you then 2 
Cre. In Faith I will come; never truft me elfe. 
Dio. Give me fome token for the furety of it. ‘ 
Cre. I'll fetch you one. | Exit. 
Ulyf- You have {worn patience. 
Troi. Fear me not, {weet Lord, 
I will not be my felf; nor have cognition 
Of what I feel:: I am all Patience. 


Enter Creflida. 


Ther. Now the Pledge, now, now, now. 

Cre. Here, Diomede, keep this Sleeve. 

Troi. O Beauty ! where is thy Faith? 

Ulyf. My Lord. 

Troi. I will be patient, outwardly I will. 

Cre. You look upon that Sleeve ; behold it well :--- 


He lov’d me:---O falfe Wench :----Give’t me again. 


Dio. Whofe was’t 2 
Cre. It is no matter now I have’t again, 
{ will not meet with you to morrow Night : 
I prithee, Diomede, vifit me no more. 
Ther. Now the fharpens: well faid Whetftone. 
Dio. I fhall have it. 
Cre. What, this 2 
Dio. Ay, that. 
Cre. Oall you Gods——O pretty, pretty Pledge; 
Thy Matter now lyes thinking in his Bed, 
Of thee and me, and fighs, and takes my Glove, 
And gives memorial dainty Kiffes to it: | 
As I kifs thee. 
Dio. Nay, do not {natch it from nw 
Cre. He that takes that, takes my Heart withal. 
Dio. I had your Heart before, this follows it. 
Troi. I did {wear Patience. 
Cre. You fhall not haveit, Diomede > *Faith you fhall not, 
Pll give you fomething elfe. | 
Dio. I will have this: Whofe was it? 
Cre. It is no matter. 
Vou. IV. Aa Dio. 
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1890 Troilus and Creflida. 

Dio. Come tell me whofe it was @ 

Cre. ’T was one that lov’d me better than you wilh 
But now you have it, take it. 

Dio. Whofe was it 2 

Cre. By all Diana’s Waiting-women yonder, 
And by her felf, I will not tell you whofe. 

Dio. Lo morrow will I wear it on my Helm, 
And grieve his Spirit that dares not challenge it. 

Troi. Wert thou the Devil, and wor’ft it oa thy Horn, 
It fhould be challenged. 

Cre. Weil, well, ’tis done, tis paft; and yet it is not—— 
Iwill not keep my word. 

Dio. Why then farewel, 
Thou never fhalt mock Diomede again. 

Cre. You fhall not go; one cannot fpeak a word, 
But it ftreight fares you. 

Dio. I do not like this fooling. 

Ther, Nor I, by Pluto : But that that likes not me, plea- 
fes me beft. 

Dio. What, fhall I come? the hour. 

Cre. Ay,come :---O Fove!---do, come:---I fhall beplagu’d. 

Dio. Farewel till then. | Exit, 

Cre. Good Night: I prithee come : . 
Troilus, farewel ; one Eye yet looks on thee, 
But with my Heart, the other Eye doth fee 
Ah poor-our Sex; this fault in us I find, 
The error of our Eye, dire&s our Mind. 
What Error leads, mufterr: © then conclude, . 
Minds fway’d by Byes, are full of turpitude. [ Exit. 

Ther. A:proof of ftrength fhe could not publifh more ; 
Unlefs the fay, my Mind is now turn’d Whore. 

Ulyf. All’s done, my Lord. 

Troi. It is. 

Ulf. Why flay we then 2 

Troi, To make a recordation to my Soul, 
OF every Syllable that here was {poke : 
But if I tell how thefe two did co-adt, 
Shall I not lie in publifhing a Truth? 
Sith yet there is a credence in my Heart, 
An efperance fo obftinately ftrong, 
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Troilus avd Creflida. 


That doth invert that teft of Eyes and Ears; 
As if thofe Organs had deceptious Funétions, 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Creffid here 2 
Uf. I cannot conjure, Trojan. 
Troi. She was not fure. 
Ulf. Moft fure fhe was. 
Troi, Why, my Negation hath no tafte of Madnefs. 
Ulyf; Nor mine, my Lord: Creffid was here but now. 
Zroi. Let it not be believ’d for Woman-hood: 
Think we had Mothers; do not give advantage 
To ftubborn Criticks, apt without a Theme 
For depravation, to fquare the general Sex 
By Creffid’s Rule. Rather think this not Creffid. 
) Uf. What hath fhe done, Prince, that can foil our Mo- 
thers ¢ 
Troi, Nothing at all, unlefs that this were fhe. 
Ther. Will hefwagger himfelf out on’s own Eyes? 
Troi. This fhe? no, this 1s Diomede’s Creffid : 
If Beauty have a Soul, this is not fhe: 
If Souls guide Vows, if Vows are Sanctimony, 
If San&imony be the Gods delight, 
If there be Rule in Unity it felf, 
This is not fhe. O madnefs of Difcourfe ! 
That Caufe fetsup, with and againft thy felf, 
By foul Authority; where Reafon can revolt 
Without Perdition, and Lofs affume all Reafon, 
Without Revolt. Thisis, and is not Creffid. 
Within my Soul, there doth commence a fight 
Of this ftrange Nature, that a thing infeparate 
Divides more wider than the Sky and Earth, 
And yet the fpacious breadth of this Divifion 
Admits no Orifice for a point, as fubtle 
As Ariachne’s broken woof, to enter } 
Inftance, O inftance ! ftrong as Pluto’s Gates; 
Creffid is mine, tied with the Bonds of Heav’n; 
Inftance, O inftance! ftrong as Heav’n it felf; 
The Bonds of Heav’n are flip’d, diffolv’d and loos’d, 
And with another Knot five finger’d tied: 
The fractions of her Faith, orts of her Love, 
Aa 2 



































1392 Troilus and Creflida. 


The fragments, {craps, the bits, and greafie Reliques, 
Of her o’er-eaten Faith, are bound to Diomede, 
Ulf. May worthy Troilus be half attach’d 
With that which here his paffion doth exprefs ¢ 
trot Ay, Greek, and that thall be divulged well. 
In Characters, as red as Afars his Heart 
{ flam’d with Venus rever did young Man fancy 
With fo Eternal, and fo fix’d a Soul 
Hark, Greek, asmuch as I do Crefida love, 
So much by weight hate I her Diomede - 
That Sleeve is mine, that he’]} bear in his Helm: 
Were it a Cask mpos'd by Vulcan’s Skill, 
My Sword thould bite ir: Not the dreadfy] Spout, 
Waich Ship-men do the Hurticano call, 
Conttring’d in Mafs by the Almighty Finger 
Shall dizzy with more Clamour Neptune's Ear 
In his defeent, than tha}! my prompted Sword 
Falling on Diowede. 
Ther. He'll tickle it for his Concupy. 
Troi. QO Creffid! O falfe Creffid! falfe, falfe, falfe! 
Let all Untruths ftand by thy ftained Name, 
And they’ll feem glorious, 
VUhf. O contain your felf: 
Your Paffion draws Ears hither, 
Lxter ZEneas, 
cine. | bave been fecking you this hour, my Lord: 
Fettor by this is arming him in Troy, 
Ajax, your Guard, ftays to Condu& you home. 
froi. Have with you, Prince; my courteous Lord, 
aqcieu, 
Farewel; revolted fair : and, Diomtde, 
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Strand fait, and wear.a Caffle on thy Head. 
Ulf. Vil bring you to the Gates. 


fro, Accept diftractted Thanks, 
|Exeunt Troilus, fE.neas, and Ulyfles. 


Ther, Would Tcould meet that Rogue Diemede, I would 
oooh i fe set ; ; 

croak like a Raven: J] would bo ©¢y | would bode: Patro- 
ft 744 < ‘ . EB y : ; 
Ch45 Will £ive me any thing for the intelligence of this 
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Troilus and ida. 1893 


Whore: The Parrot. will not «do ‘more for an Almond, 
than he for a commodious Drab : Letchery, Letchery, ftill 


Wars and Letchery, nothing elfe holds fafhion, A burning 
Devil take them. [ Exit. 
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SCENE Ill. Troy. 


Enter He&tor and Andromache. 


4nd. When was my Lord fo much ungently tempey’d, 
To {top his Ears againft admonifhment?2 
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to d LV 
ffect, You train me to offend you; get you gone. 
By the everlafting Gods, I'll go. 
Andr. My Dreams will fure prove ominous to the day. 
fect. No more, I fay. 


Enter Caflandra. 


Caf. Where is my Brother Hedor 2 

Andr, Here Sifter, arm’d, and bloody in intent: 
Confort with me in loud and dear Petition; 
Purfue we him on Knees ; for I ‘have dreamt 
Of bloody turbulence; and this whole night 
Hath nething been but thapes and forms of Slaughter. 

Caf. O, ’tis true. 

Heéi, Ho! bid my Trumpet found. 

Caf. No Notes of fally, forthe Heavens, fweet Brother. 

Feti. Be gone, I fay: The Gods have heard me [wear, 

Caf. The Gods are deaf to hot and peevifh Vows; 
They are polluted Offerings, more abhorr’d 
Than fpotted Livers in the Sacrifice. 

Andr. O, be perfwaded, do not count it holy, 

o hurt by being juft; it were as lawful 
For us toj count we give what’s gain'd by Thefts, 
And rob in the behalf of Charity. 

Caf. It is the purpofe that makes ftrong the Vow; 
But Vows to every purpofe muft not hold: 
Unarm, fweet Heéfor. 

He. Hold you ftill, I fay ; 
Ming Honour keéps the weather of my Fate: 

Aa 3 Life 
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| ae} Life every Man holds dear, but the dear Man 


Sarr. 
er 


i if 

it Holds Honour far more precious-dear than Life. 

We | 

Ph) Later Troilus, 
a 

Eaciey Flow now, young man; mean’ft thou to fight to day 2 

| Dik, Anar. Caffandra; call my Father to perfwade. 

aria | Ex:t Caffandra, 


ile 
lh. 
Piet. : Heit. No Faith, young Troilus; doff thy Harnefs, Youth: 
{ea am to day i’th’ vein of Chivalry : 
ae thy Sinews till their knots be {trong, 
i = tempt not yet the brufhes of the War. 
haa ie se cg ae pltae and doubt thou not, brave Boy, 
’ Ie an f r 
ae a Pag for thee, and me, and Troy. : 
ay ie Wh; h ery you have a vice of Mercy 1n you ; 
Re: a ; better fits a Lion, than a Man | 

4 > 7 = ~ 
ett. What Vice is that 2 Good Troilus, chide me for it, 
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. han Even ; rae many times the Captive Grecians fall, 
ao yy ven in the fan and wind of your fair Sword, 
1 You bid them rife, and live. 


1 ma i Ae, O, CIS fair play. 
| eae ge Fools Play, by Heaven, Hettor, 
f ci bh sd) fTeél, How now é how now 2 
eae Saar Troi. For th? ] : 
AMR 58 * Sor th love of all the Gods, 


bates ile Let’s leave the Hermit Pity with our Mothers; 


Wh ee sa ~~ 256s our Armours buckled on, 
#1) ncn engeance ride upon our Swords, 
cM p ¢m to ruful work, rein them from ruth. 

i hake Va ee Fie, Savage, fie, 
Ae Sees Mettor, then ‘tis Wars. 

— Troilus, I would not have you fight to day. 

rot Who fhould with-hold me ? 

Not Fate, Obedience, nor-the Hand of Afars 
Beckning with fiery Truncheon my retire: : 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on Knees, 
We Their Eyes o’er-galled with recourfe of Tears; 
hy Ot Nor you, my Brother, with your true Sword drawn 
Oppos’d to hinder me, fhould ftop my way; ; 
But by my Ruin. . 
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Troilus and Ctetida. 


Enter Priam’ and Caflandra 
Caf. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him faft: 
He is thy Crutch ; now if thou loofe thy ftay, 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee ; 
Fall all together. 
Priam, Come, Heétor, come, go*back: 
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Thy Wife hath Dreamt; thy Mother hath had Vifions ; 


Caffandra doth forefee ; and I my felf, 
Am like a Prophet, fuddenly enrapt, 
To tell thee that this day is Ominous : 
Therefore come back. 

Hett. ~neas is a-field, 
And I do ftand engag’d to many Greeks, 
Even in the faith of Valour, to appear 
This Morning to them. 

Priam, Ay, but thou fhalt not go. 

Heé. 1 mult not break my Faith: 
You know me Dutiful, therefore, dear Sir, 
Let me not fhame refpe&t; but give me leave 
To take that courfe by your Confent and Voice, 
Which you do here forbid me, Royal Priam. 

Caf. O, Priam, yield not to him. 

Andr. Do not, dear Father. 

Hett, Andromache, t am offended with you: 
Upon the love you bear me; get you in. 

| Exit Andromache, 

Troi. This foolifh, dreaming, fuperftitious Girl, 
Makes all thefe bodements. 

Cafe O farewel, dear Hettor : 
Look how thou dieft; look how thy Eyes turn pale; 
Look how thy Wounds do bleed at many vents; 
Hark how TZroy roars; how Hecuba cries out; 
How poor Andromache fhrills her Dolour forth; 
Behold Diftraction, Frenzy and Amazement, 
Like witlefs Anticks, one another meet, 
And all cry, Heftor, Hettor’s dead: O Heftor! 

Troi. Away, 

Caf. Farewel: Yet, foft : Heétor, I take my leave; 
Thou do’ft thy felf, and all our Troy deceive. 


Aas 


[ Exit. 
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Hi 
Brine Heit. You are amaz'd, my Liege, at her Exclaim: 
Nite ie Go in and cheer the Town, we'll forth and fight ; 
| Do deeds of praife, and tell you them at Night, 

Priam, Farewel: The Gods with fafery ftand about thee. 
ee | Alarum. 
nti Troi. They are at it, hark: Proud Diomede, believe 
{ae I come to lole my Arm, or win my Sleeve. 
ae Enter Pandarus. 
i he | Pand. Do you hear, my Lord 2 do you hear ? 
| th: Oe Troi. What now 2 
ye Pand, Here’s a Letter come from yond poor Girl. 
eh Lee | Troi. Let me read, 
LN 3 Pand, A whorfon Ptifick, a whorfon rafcally Ptifick, fo 
roubles me; and the foolith Fortune of this Girl, and what 
ae one thing, and what another, that I thall leave you one 
Nae o’chefe days ; and I havea Rheum in mine Eyes toc,and fuch 
{af an ach in my Bones, that unlefs a-Man were Curft, I cannot 
i ae tell what to thick on’t. What fays fhe, there? 
ae} Troi. Words, Words, meer Words; no Matter from the 
bP ae we Heart, 
Peay et ge? Th’ Effe& doth operate another way. [Tearing the Lette. 
AE Wis ad G» Wind to Wind, there,turn and change together: 
svat ne Niy Love with Words and Errors. ftill the feeds ; 
‘ But edifies another with her Deeds. 

Pand. Why, but hear you 
Troi. Hence, Brothel] Lacquy, Ignomiyy and Shame 
ee Purtue thy Lrfe, and live ay with thy Name. 
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Ther. Now they. are clapper-clawing one another, I'll go 
look on >. That diffembling abominable Varlet,. Diomede, 
has gor that fame fcurvy, doating, foolith young Knave’s 

sieeve of froy, there in his-Helm: { would fain fee them 

seth that, chat samc young Yrojax Als, that loves the 

ye bie these, might fend that Greeki fh Whore-mafterly 
nis Vuilain, with the Sleeve, back to the diflembling luxurious 
Drab, 
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Troilus and ‘@seffida. 


18 97 
Drib, of a fleevelefs Errant. O’th’ vother fide; the Policy 
of thofe crafty {wearing Rafcals, that ftale old Moufe-eaten 


dry Cheefe, Neffor ; and that fame dog-fox Viyffes is not 
prov’d worth a Blackberry. They fet me up in Policy that 
mungril Cur jax, againft that Dog of as bad a kind, .4- 
chiles. And now is the Cur jax prouder than the Cur 4- 
chiles, and will not arm to Day, Whereupon the Grecians 
begin to proclaim Barbarifm, and Policy 2rows into an ill 
Opinion, 
Exter Diomede and Troilus, 

Sof here comes Sleeve, and t’ other. 

Troi. Fly not; for fhould’ft thou take the River Styx, I 
would {wim after. 

Dio. Thou doft mifcall Retire: 
I do not fly, but advantageous care 
Wihdrew me from the odds of Multitude: 
Hare at thee. . | They go off fighting, 

Ther. Hold thy Whore, Grecian: Now for thy Whore, 
Trojan: Now the Sleeve, now the Sleeve. 

Enter He&or. 

Hett. What art thou, Greek? art thou for Hefor’s match? 
Art thou of Blood and Honour? 

dher. No, no: I ama Rafeal; a feurvy railing Knave; a 
very filthy Rogue. 

Heit. 1 do believe thee~——live, [ Exit. 

Ther. God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me; but a 
plague break thy Neck for frighting me  what’s be- 
come of the wenching Rogues? I think, they have fwal- 
lowed one another, I would Jaugh at that Miracle yet 
in < fort, Letchery eats it felf : I'l] feek them. | Exit. 

Enter Diomede and Servant. 

Dio. Go, go, my Servant, take thou Troilus’s Horfe, 
Prdent the fair Steed to my Lady Creffid: 
Fclow, commend my Service to her Beauty : 
Tel her, I have chaftis’d the amorous Trojan, 
Ani am her Knight by. proof. 

Ser, I go, my Lord. 

Ezter Agamemnon. 

Aga. Renew, renew, the fierce Polydamus 

Hah beat down Adenon: Baftard Afarcarelon 
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‘LR Troilus. ang Creflida. 


Hath Dorvexs Prifoner, 
And ftands, Colo//us wife, waving his Beam 
Upon the pafhed coarfes of the Kings : 
Epiftropus and Cedus: Polyxines js fleie 
Amplimachus and Thous deadly hurt; 
Patrocius taenor flain, and Relanetiles, 
Sore hurt and bruifed; the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our Numbers, hafte we, Diemeate : 
To Reinforcement, or we perith all, 
Enter Neftor 

Neft. Go bear Patroclys’s feta Achill 
And bid the Snail-pac’d Ajax arm for th Sag 
There are a thoufand Heétors in the Field. 
Now here he fights on Galarhe his Horfe, 
And there lacks work; anon he’s there sate 
And there they fly or dyes dike fcaled gi 
Before the belching Whale - Then is he f 
And there the ftraying Greeks, ripe for "a ly 
Fall down before him, like the Mower’s Sy at 
Here, there, and every where, he le edtircr: 
Dexterity fo obeying Appetit : partes 
That what he will, he - 
That Proof is call’d leociion einin —_ 

dIty. 
Exter Ulvy flee 
bf. Oh, Courage, Courage Sears Ui. 
Is arming, weeping, curfing.. vow; ap a 
Patroclus’s Wounds | pudidkate hs phe 
“2 Ne unbas Nave rouz'd his drowfie Blood 
Together with his mangled ALyrmidons er 
That nofelefs, handlefs, hackt and chipt fi i 
Crying on Heétor, “jax hath loft-a F end. ae 
And foams at Mouth, and he js aS pa has 
Roaring for Troilus, who hath don Pha 
ee and fantaftick Execution, ee 
sngaging and redeemin imfe 
With fuch a carelefs aoa hele gre 
As if that Luck, i 9 {pi as oe: 
» In very {pight of Cunning, bad hj 
Eas See : 1m win all, 


jax. Troilus, thou Cow: Te 
| ard, 7 
Dio. Ay, there, there. sic teas | Exit. 
Neft. So, fo, we draw together, fE 
XCUNt. 
Enter 
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Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Where is this Hector? 
Come, come, thou Boy-killer, fhew thy Face: 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 
Hettor, where’s Hector? I will none but Heétox. [ Exit. 
Enter Ajax. 
“yax. Troilus, thou Coward Troilus, thew thy Head. 
Enter Diomede. 
Dio. Troilus, Ufay, where's Troilus? 
Mjax. What would’ft thou? 
Dio. I would corre& him. 
Ajax. Were I the General, 
Thou fhould’ft have my Office, 
E’er that Correction: Trotlus, I fay, what, Troilus? 
Eater Troilus. 
Troi. Oh Traitor Diomede! 
Turn thy falfe Face, thou Traitor, 
And pay thy Life, thou oweft me for my Horfe. 
Dio. Ha, art thou there? 
Ajax.-1'll fight with him alone, ftand, Diomede. 
Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon. | 
Troi. Come, both you cogging Greeks, have at you both. 
| | Exennt fighting. 
Enter Hector. 
Hett. Yea, Troilus? O well fought, my youngeft Brother. 
Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Now do I fee thee; have at thee, Heor. 
Heit, Paufe, if thou wilt. | Fight. 
Achil. 1 do difdain thy Courtefie, proud Trojaz, 
Be happy that my Arms are out of ufe; 
My reft and negligence befriend thee now, 
But thou anon thalt hear of me again : 
Till when, go feek thy Fortune. 
Heit. Fare thee well; 
I would have been much more a frefher Man, 
Had I expected thee; how now, my Brother? 
Enter Troilus, : 
Troi. Ajax hath ta’en e£xeas; fhall it be? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious Heaven 
He fhall not carry him: I'll be taken too, 
































| Pots Troilus and Cref(ida. 


Or bring him off: Fate, hear me what I fay ; 
I wreak not, though thou end my Life to Day. ees 
Enter one in Armor. sre 
Heét. Stand, ftand, thou Greek, 
Thou art a goodly Mark : 
No? wilt thou not ? I like thy Armour well 
Til fruth it, and unlock the Rivets all, 
3ut Til be Maiter of it; wilt thou not, Beaft, abide 2 
Why then fly on, T'll hunt thee for thy Hide. [Exit 
Enter Achilles with M yrmidons., wn 
Achil. Come here about me, you my A4yrmideus : 
Mark what I fay, attend me where I wheel; 
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Strike not a itroke, but keep your felves in Breath; 
And when I have the bloody Heétar found, 
Empale him with your Weapons round about : 

In felleft manner. execute your Arms, 

Follow me, Sirs, and my proceeding Eye; 


0 OS O- SE 2- O- o— e OP OP oS owe o 


It is decreed He é#or the Great muft die. [ Exit 
Exter Therfites, Menclaus and Paris. 
Ther. The Cuckold, and the Cuckold-maker are at it: 


Now Bull, now Dog; "loo, Paris,loo; now my double hen’d 
Sparrow; ‘loo, Paris, "loo; the Bull has the Game: ware 
Horns; ho. [Exit Paris and’ Menelaus. 
Exter Baftard, 

: Bajt. Turn, Slave, and fight. 

4 Ther. What art thou2 

a Baft. A. Baftard Son of Priam’s. 

Ther. T-am a Baftard too, I love Battards, I am a Ba- 

{tard begot, Baltard inftru@ted, Baftard in Mind Baftard 
in Valour, in every thing Illegitimate: One Bear will not 
bite another, and wherefore fhould one Baftard 2? Take 
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Hh Baft. Vhe Devil take the Coward. [ Exeunt 


os __ £xter Heéor. 
__Hett. Mott putrified Core! fo fair without -———_ 
“hy goodly Armor thus hath coft thy Life, 
Now is my day’s work done; Vil take S00d Breath « 
; “A Hof : 7 
elt Sword, thou haft thy fill of Blood and Death. 
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Troilus and Creflida. 


Exter Achilles, and his Myrmidonse 
Achil. Look, Heétor, how the Sun begins to fet ; 
How ugly Night comes breathing at his Heels: 
Even with the veil and darking of the Sun, 
To clofe the Day up, Heétor’s Life is done. * 
| They fall upon Hektor and kill him. 
Hett. I am unarm’d, forego this vantage, Greek, 
Achil. Strike, Fellows, ftrike, this isthe Man I feek. 
So, Jlion, fallthou: Now, Troy, fink down: 
Here lies thy Heart, thy Sinews and thy Bone. 
On, ALyrmidons, cry you all amain, 
Achilles hath the mighty Heétor flain. [ Retreat. 
Hark, a Retreat upon our Grecian part. 
Adyr. The Trojan Trumpets found the like, my Lord. 
Achil. The dragon Wing of Night o’er fpreads the Earth, 
And, Stickler-like, the Armies feparates ; 
My half fupt Sword, that frankly would have fed, 
Pleas’d with this dainty Bit, thus goes to Bed. 
Come, tye his Body to my Horfe’s Tail: | 
Along the Field, I will the Trojax trail. [ Exeunt. 
| Sound Retreat.  Showt. 
Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Neftor, Diomede, 
and the reft marching, 
Aga. Hark, hark, what fhout is that¢ 
Neft. Peace, Drums. 
Sol. Achilles! Achilles! Heétor’s flain, Achilles ! 
Dio. The Bruit is, Heéfor’s flain, and by Achilles. 
Ajax. If it be fo, yet braglefs let it be: 
Great Heélor was as good a Man as he. 
ga. March patiently along; let one be fent 
To pray Achilles fee us at our Tent. 
If in his Death the Gods have us befriended, 
Great Troy is ours, and our fharp Wars are ended. 
| Exeunt. 
Enter ALneas, Paris, Antenor azd Deiphobus. 
ene. Stand ho, yet are we Maftersof the Field, 
Never go home, here ftarve we out the Night. 
Exter Troilus. 
7roi. Heétor is flain. 
ll. Hettor! the Gods forbid! 





a ‘ - rons eae " G = pa 
= : sce : go = a — = * 
= —— es “o — = aS “ . - — 
= <2-s <a . = “ vt a? o- = + ~ “36> 
Se  —— — - _— — = > _ = a E 
=tZ = = - . - 4 -;..= Ek oan 


~ 
- te Pewee oS —_ 4 = 
. aie caret she 
SSS SSS 
, 





































CSP OS og, 


E> C2 SE O- FE 2 8 SP Ow oa 2 Se oe CSP oS, 


% 
fi 
ey 
4ap 
ae 
nig 
bite 
q 
at 
é ry 
bi 
i 
{ 
iF 
t 
vi 
if 
h 
| 
a 
i | 
| 
* 


a Ss : J re 


—- 


a a! 


Se ee ae Rory 


= A> te — 


— — 
See ee 


ee 





wre ~ = - ——. a OO ee 
on Og x > —~— =. = 


wee is 
age: — 
pit. ae 
Lampe meee 
a aie 


— 


Sign a 
ae a I Ee 
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Trot. He’s dead, and at the Murtherer’s Horfe’s Tail, 
In beaftly fore drage’d through the thameful Field, 
Frown on, you Heavens, effed your rage with fpeed: 
Sit Gods upoh your Thrones, and {mile at Troy. 
I fay at once, let your brief Plagues be Mercy, 
And linger not our fure Deftru@ions on. 
eine. My Lord, you do difcomfort ali the Hoft, 
Zroi. You underftand me not, that tell me fo: 
I do not {peak of flight, of fear, of Death, 
But dare all imminence, that Gods and Men 
Addrefs their Dangers in. Heétor is gone: 
Who fhall tell Priam { ¢ or Hecuba2 
Let him that will a Scrietch-Ow] ay be call’d, 
Go In to Troy, and fay there, Fleétor’s dead : 
There is a word wil! Priam turn to Stone ; 
Make Wells, and Wiobes of the Maids and Wives; 
Cool] Statues of the Youth; and, in 4 Word, 
Scare Troy out of felf. Burt march away, 
flettor is dead : There is no more to fay, 
Stay yet, you vile abominable Tents, 
Thus proudly pight upon our Parygian Plains 
Let Titan rife, as early as he dare, 
Pil through and through you. And thoy great fiz’d Coward 
No {pace of Earth fhall funder our two Hates, 
I'll haunt thee, like a wicked Confcience {till, 
That mouldeth Goblins fwift as Frenfies thoughts, 
Strike a free march to Troy, with comfort 20: 
Hope of revenge hall hide our inward Woe, 
Enter Pandarus, 
Pan. But hear you, hear you? 
Troi. Hence, Brothel, Lacky, Ignominy and Shame 
: | Strikes him, 
Purfue thy Life, and live aye with thy Name, [ Exennt, 
Pam. A goodly med’cine for mine aking Bones: Oh 
World! World! World! thus is the Poor Agent defpis’d . 
Oh, Traitors and Bawds; how earneftly are you fet at Work, | 
and how ill requited 2 why fhould our Endeavour be {6 de- 
fir’d, and the Performance { loath’d 2 What Verfe for it? 
what inftance for it2——T ¢ Me [ee————___, | 


Full 














Troilus and Creflida. 


Pull merrily the Humble Bee doth fing, 

"Till he bath loft his Hony and his Sting ; 

Burt being once fubdu’d in armed Tail, 

Sweet Hony and fweet Notes together fail, 

Good Traders in the Fleth, fet this in your painted Cloathes; 
As many as be here of Pazdar’s Hall, 

Your Eyes half out, weep out at Pizdar’s Fall ; 

Or if you cannot weep, yet give fome groans, 

Though not for me, yet for your aking Bones. 

Brethren and Sifters of the hold-door Trade, 

Some two Months hence, my Will fhall here be made : 

It fhould be now, but that my fear is this, 

Some galled Goofe of Wincheffer would hifs ; 

Tillthen, Pll fwear, and feek about for Eafes, 

And at that time bequeath you my Difeafes. | Exewnt. 
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Dramatis Perfone. 
M E N. 


“NAius Martius Coriolanus, 2 Nod/ Roman, 
hated by the Common People. 


Titus Lartius, | Generals againft the Volfcians, and 


Cominitis, Jj Friends to Coriolanus. 
Menenius Agrippa, Friend te Coriolanus. 
Sicinius Velutus,1 Tridunes of the People, and E- 
Junius Brutus, f memies to Coriolanus 

Tullus Aufidius; General of the Volf{cians. 
Lieutenant to Aufidius. 

loung Martius, Sox to Coriolanus. 


W OM E N. 


Volumnia, Mother to Coriolanus. 

Virgilia, W2fe to Coriolanus. 

Valeria, friend to Virgilia. 

Roman and Vol{cian Senators, ¢ AAdiles, Littorss 


Soldiers, Common People, Servants to Aufidius, 
aud other Attendants. 


The SCENE is partly in Rome and partly 
in the Territory of the Vol{cians 


CORIO. 
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CORIOCLANUS. 
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Enter aCompany of Mutinous Citizens, with Staves, 
Clubs, and other Weapons. 


i Gel 7.7 oN. 





———ea] E FORE we proceed any further, hear me 
4) Poa ie fpeak. 

All. Speak, {peak. 

r Cit. You‘are all refolv’d rather to die than 
to famifh 2 

All. Refoly’d, refolv’d. 

1 Gr. Firft, you know, Caius Adartius is chief Enemy to 
the People, 

Ali, We know’t, 

Cit. Let us kill him, and we'll have Corn at our own 
Price. Is’t a VerdiG@2 

All, No more talking on’t, let it be done, away, away. 

2 Cit. One word, good Citizens, 

1 Cit. We are accounted poor Citizens; the Patriciahs 
good : What Authority furteits on, would relieve us: If they 
would yield us but the fuperfluiry, while it. were wholfome; 
we might guefs they relieved us humanly: But they think 
We arétoo dear; the leannefs that 2fliGs us, the obje@ of our 
Mifery, is as an Inventory to particularize their Abundance; 
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1905 Coriolanus. 


our fufferance is a gain to them. Let us revenge this with 
our Pikes, e’er we become Rakes: For the Gods know, I 
{peak this in hunger for Bread, not in thirft for Revenge. 
2 Cit. Would you proceed efpecially againit Caius Afar- 
tins ? 
All. Againit him firft : He’s a very Dog to the Com- 
monalty. 
_ 2 C#, Confider you what Services he has done for his 
Country ? 
t Cit, Very well: and could be content to give him good 
Report for’t; but that he pays himfelf with being proud. 
“All. Nay, but fpeak not malicioufly. 
_F Git. I fay unto you, what. he. hath done famoufly, he 
did it to that end; though foft confcienc’d Men can be con- 
tent to fay it was for his Country, he did it to pleafe his 
Mother; and tor be partly. proud, which heis, even to the 
altrtude of his Virtue. 
2Gr, What he cannot help in his Nature, you account a 
atl Vice in him: You muft in no way fay, he is Covetous. 

1 Cit. If I muft not, I need not be barren of Accufations ; 

he hath Faults, with furplus, to tire in Repetition. 
| Shouts within. 
What Shouts are thofe 2 The other fide o’th’ City is rifen, 
why ftay we prating here? To th’ Capitol 

All, Come, come. 

1 Cit, Soft ———who comes here2 

| Enter Menenius Agrippa. 

2 Cit, Worthy Adenenius Agrippa; one’ that hath always 
lov’d the People. 

1 Cit, He's one honeft enough, would all che reft were fo. 

Men. What work’s, my Countrymen, in hand? 

Where go you with your Bats and Clubs? The Matter-— 
Speak, I pray you. 

2 Gt. Our Bufinefs is not unknown to the Senate, they 
have had inkling, this Fortnight, what we intend to do, 
which now we’ll fhew’em in Deeds: They fay, poor Suit- 
ers have {trong Breaths, they fhall know we have {trong 
Arms too. 
| Aen, Why Mafters, my good Friends, mine honeft 

Neighbours, will you undo your felves2 mee 
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2 Cit. We cannot, Sir, we are undone already. 
Men. I tell you, Friends, moft charitable. care 
Have. the Patricians of you: for your Wants, 
Your fuffering in this Dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the Heaven with your Staves, as lift them 
Again(t the Roman State; whofe courfe will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thoufand Curbs 
Of more ftrong link’d afunder, than can ever 
Appear in your Impediment. For the Dearth ; 
The Gods, not the Patricians, make it; and 
Your Knees to them, not Arms, muft help. Alack, 
You are tranfported by Calamity 
Thither, where more attends you; and you {lander 
The Helms o’th’ State, who care for you, like Fathers, 
When you curfe them as Enemies. 
2 Cit. Care for us!--»-True indeed, they ne’er cared for us 
et. Suffer us to famifh, and their Store-houfes cramm’d 
with Grain: Make Ediéts for Ufury, to fupport Ufurers ; 
repeal daily any wholfom AG eftablifhed againft the Rich, 
and provide more piercing Statutes daily, to chain up and 
re{train the Poor. If the Wars eat usnot up, they will, and 
there’s all the love they bear us. 
Men. Either you muft 
Confefs your felves wond’rous malicious, 
Or be accus’d of Folly. I fhall tell you 
A pretty Tale, it may be you have heardit, 
But fince it ferves my purpofe, I will venture 
To {cale’t a little more. 
2 Cir. Well, 
I'll hear it, Sir——yet you muft not think 
To fob off our Difgrace with a Tale: 
But, and’c pleafe you, deliver. 
Men. There was a time when all the Bodies Members 
Rebell’d againft the Belly; thus accus’d it-—— 
That only like a Gulf it did remain 
I’th’ midft o’th’ Body, idle and unadctive, 
Still cubbording the Viand, never bearing 
Like labour with thereft: whereth’ other Inftruments 
Did fee, and hear, devife, inftru@, walk, feel, 
And mutually participate, did minifter 


Unto the Appetite, and Affection common 
Bb 3 Of 
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O. the whole Body. The Belly anfwer’d.——__—« 


2 Gt, Well, Sir, what anfwer made the Belly 2 
Aden. Sir, I thal] tell | you with a kindof fmile, 
W hich ne’er came from 1 the Lungs, | but even thus-——— 
(For look you, 1 may oes oe Belly {mile 
(peak) itftauntingly reply’ d 
To the duicontented Mer tare the mutinous. Parts 
That envied his Receit; even fo moft fitly, 
As you malign our Senators, for that 


As well a: 


I hey are not fuch es you———+_ 
CH, taps Belly’s anitwer-———What 
- ‘he King ny crown ‘d Head, the vigilant Eye, 
e Counfellor Heart, the “Arm our Soldier, 
ice Stee id the Leg, the ¥ bs ongue our rumpeter ; ; 


ILD AS 


With other Muniments and petty Helps 
In this our Fabrick, if that they 

Aten, What then 2 For me'this Fellow fpeaks. 
Whatthene what then ? : 











a AG B45 
Cir. Should | by t the Cormorant Belly be reftrain’d, 
Wha ” & ay 4 iy | 
VV aa 4 @: 1S tne i] Dx O th’ Body 
7 i 


Aden. Well > ———— what then ? 
2 Gt. The former Agents, if they did complain, 
What could the Bs ly anfwer 
Men. tw! ys ou, 
if you fiche aimall (of what you have little) 
Patience, a while; you’ft hear the Belly’s anfwer, 
2 Cit, Y’are long about it. 
Men. Note me this, go od Friend ; 
Your moft 9 grave Belly was deliberate, 
Not rafh, like his Aeearees and thus anfwer’d; 
True is it, my incorporate Friends, ‘quoth he, 
That I receive the general Food at firft 
Which you do live upon; and fit‘itis, 
Becaufe I I am the Store Hoafé, and the Shop 
Of the whole Body. ~ Bur if you do remember, 
I fend it through the Rivers of your Blood 
Even to the Court, th’ Heart,’ to th’ feat o’th’ Brain 
And through the Cranks and Officesof Man, 
‘The ftrongeft Nerves, and {mall inferior Ving 
From me receive that natural competency 
Whereby they live, And though that all at once, 
Fou, 


i i ee ee 
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——_— 
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You, my good Friends, (chis fays the Belly) mark me—~— 
2 Cit. Ay, Sir, well, well. 
Men, Though all at once, cannot 
See, what I do deliver out to each, 
¥et I can make my Audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the Flow’r of all, 
And leave me butithe Bran. “What fay you to’r? 
2 Gt. It wasan anfwer how apply you this? 
Aen. The Senators of Rome are this good Belly, 
And you the mutinous Members; for examine 
Their Counfels, and their Care; digeft things rightly, 
Touching the Weal o’th? Common, you fhall find 
No publick Benefit which you receive, 
But it proceeds or comes from them to you, 
And no way from your felves. What do youthibk ? 
You, the great Toe of this Affembly 2 
2 Cit. I the great Toc! Way the great Toe? 
Aten. For that being one o’th’ lowelt, bafelt, pooreft 
OF this moft wife Rebellion, thou goeft formoft: 
Thou Rafeal, that art worft in Blood to run, 
Lead’ft firft to win fome vantage. 
But make you ready your {tiff Bats and Clubs, 
Rome and her Rats are at the point of Battel: 
The one fide muft have Bail. 
Exter Caius Martius: 
Hail, Noble AZartins. 
Mar. Thanks. What's the Matter, you diffentious Rogues? 
That rubbing the poor itch of your Opinion, 
Make your felves Scabs. | 
2 Cit, We have ever your good. Word. , 
Mar. He that will give good Words to thee, will flatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, ye Cuts, 
That like not Peace, nor War? The oneaffrights you, 
The other makes you proud, He that trufts to you, 
Where he fhould find you Lions, finds you Hares 
Where Foxes, Geefe'you are: No furer, no, 
Than ts the coal of Fire upon the Ice, 
Or Hailftone inthe Sun. Your Virtue is, 
Lo make him worthy, whofe Offence fubdues him, 
And curfe that Juftice, did-it. Who deferves Greatnefs, 
Deferves your Hate; and your Affections are 
Bb 4 ’; 
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A fick Man’s Appetite, who defires moft that, 
Which would encreafe his Evil. He that depends 
Upon your Favours, fwims with fins of Lead, 
And hews down Oaks with Rufhes, Hang ye-----truft ye! 
With every Minute you do change a Mind, 
And call him Noble, that was now your Hate, 
Him vile, that was your Garland. What’s the Matter, 
That in the feveral Places of the City, 
You cry againft the Noble Senate, who 
(Under the Gods) keep you in awe, which elfe 
Would feed on one another 2 What’s their fecking?2 
Men. For Corn at their own Rates, whereof they fay, 
The City is well ftor’d. 
Mar. Hang ’em: They fay! 
They’ fit by th’ Fire, and prefume to know 
What’s done ith’ Capitol; who’s like to rife, 
Who thrives, and. who declines: Side Factions, and give out 
Conjectural Marriages ; making Parties ftrong, 
And feebling fuch as ftand not in their liking, 
ot Below their cobled Shoces. They fay, there’s Grain enough! 
fi Would the Nobility lay afide their Ruth, 
And let me ufe a Sword, I’d make a Quarry 
With thoufands of thefe quarter’d Slaves, as high 
As I could pitch my Lance. 
Men, Nay, thefe are almoft throughly perfuaded : 
For though abundantly they lack Difcretion, 
a: Yet are they pafling cowardly. . But, I befeech you, 
di What fays the other Troop? 
a Mar. They are diffolv’d ; hange’’em, 
» They faid they were an nungry, figh’d forth Proverks; 
| Lhat Hunger broke Stone. Walls that Dogs muft eat,—— 
‘ ‘That Meat was made for Mouths that the Gods fent not 
| Cors for the Rich Aten only With thefe fhreds 
They vented their Complainings; which being anfwer’d, 
And a Petition granted them, a {trange one, 
To break the Heart of Genzrofity, 
And make bold Power look pale; they threw their Caps 
As they would hang them on the Horns oth’ Moon, 
Shooting their Emulation. 
44en. What is granted them? 
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Coriolatras. \ 19L8 
Mar. Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar Wifdoms, 
Of their own choice. One’s Funius Brutus, 
Sicinins Velutus, and I know not. — $’death, 
The Rabble fhould have firft unrooft the City 
E’er fo prevail’d with me; it will in time 
Win upon Power, and throw forth greater Themes 
For Infurrections arguing. 
Men, This is ftrange, 
Mar. Go get you home, you Fragments. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef: Where’s Cains AZartius? 
Mar. Here what’s the Matter? 
Me. The News is, Sir, the Yol/cies are in Arms, 
Mar. 1am glad on’t, then we fhall have means to vert 
Our mufty fuperfluity, See, our beft Elders 
Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutus, Cominius, Titus 
| Lartius, 2th other Senators, 
1 Sen. Adartins, “tis true, that you have lately told us, 
The Folfcies are in Arms. 
‘Mar. They have a Leader, 
Tullus Aufidins, that will put you to’t. 
I fin in envying his Nobility : 
And were I any thing but what I am, 
I could wifh me only he. 
Com. You have fought together? 
Mar. Were half to half the World by th’ Ears, and he 
Upon my Party, I’d revolt, to make 
Only my Wars with him. He is a Lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 
t Sen. Then worthy AZartius, 
Attend upon Cominius to thefe Wars. 
Com. It is your former promife, 
Mar. Sis, it is; 
And f.am conftant: Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt fee me once more ftrike at Tullus’s Face. 
What, art thou ftiff 2 Stand’ft out 2 
Tits Nos Caius Martins, 
Pil lean upon one Crutch, and fight with t’other; 
E’er {tay behind this Bufinefs. a8) 
Aden. Oh truebred, 
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1 Sex. Your Company to th’ Capitol ; where I know 
Our greateft Friends attend us. 

Zit. Lead you on; follow Cominius, we muft follow you, 
right worthy your Priority. 

Com. Noble AdZartius. 

1 Sen. Hence to your Homes——~be gone. [To the Citizens, 

Mar. Let them follow, 

The Yol/cies have much Corn; take thefe Rats thither 

to gnaw their Garners, Worfhipful Mutineers, 

Your Valour puts well forth; pray follow. | Exeunt. 
| Citizens flealaway.  Atanent Sicinius and Brutus. 

Sic. Was ever Man fo proud as is this AZartins ? 

Bru, Ye has no equal, 

Sic. When we were chofen Tribunes for the People——. 

Bru. Mark’d you his Lip and Eyes? | 

Sic. Nay, but his Taunts. 

Bra, Being movd, he will not {pare to gird the Gads. 

Sic. Be-mock the modeft Moon, 

Bru. The prefent Wars devour him, he is grown 
Too proud to be fo valiant, | 

Sic. Such a Nature, tickled with good Succefs, difdains 
the Shadow which he treads on at Noon, but I do wonder, 
his Infolence can brook to be commatded under Cominins? 

Bru. Fame, atthe which he aims, 

Jn whom already he is well grac’d, cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain’d than by 
A place below the fift; for what mifcarries 
Shall be the. General's fault, tho’ he perform 
To the utmoft of a Man; and giddy cenfure 
Will chen cry out of AZartius: Oh, if he 
Had born the Bufinefs 

Sic. Befides, if things go well, 
Opinion, that fo fticks on AZarzins, fhall 
OF his demerits rob Cominius. 

Braz. Come; half all Cominius’s Honours are to Adartins, 
Though Martius earn’d them not; and all his Faults | 
fo Martins hall be Honours, though indeed | 
in ought he merit not. 

Site. Let’s hence, and hear 
Eiow the difpatch is made, and in what fafhion, 
More than his fingularity, he goes 
Upon this prefent Action. z 





Brn. 
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Bru. Let’s along. 


SCENE II. Coriolus. 
Enter Tullus Aufidius sith Senators of Coriolus. 


1 Sen. So, your Opinion is, Axfidius, 
That they of Rome are entred in our Counfels, 
And know how we proceed. 

Auf. Is it not yours? 
Whatever hath been thought on in this State, 
That could be brought to bodily a@, e’er Rome 
Had Circumvention? ’tis not four Days gone 
Since I heard thence----thefe are the Words----I think 
I have the Letter here, yes here it is ; 
They have preft a Power, but it is not known 
Whether for Eaft or Weft; the Dearth is preat, 
The People Mutinous; and it is rumour’d 
Cominius, Adartius your old Enemy, 
(Who is of Rome worfe hated than of you) 
And Titus Lartius, a moft valiant Roman, 
Thefe three lead on'this Preparation. 
Whither ’tis bent moft likely, *tis for you : 
Confider of it. 

1 Sex. Our Army’s in the Field : 
We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready 
To anfwer us. 

Auf. Nor did you think it folly 
To keep your great pretences veil’d, ’till when 
They needs muft thew themfelves, which inthe hatching 
It {cem’d appear’d to Remé. By the difcovery, 
We fhall be fhortned in our aim, which was 
To take in many Towns, e’er (almoft) Rome 
Should know we are afoot. 

2 Sen. Noble _dufidius, 
Take your Cormmiffion, hie you to your Bands, 
Let us alone:to guard Coriolus, 
If they {et down before’s : for the remove 
Bring up your Army: But, I think, you'll find 
Lhey’ve not prepar’d for us, 

Axf. O, doubt nor that; 








I fpeak from Certainties, Nay more, 
seme parcels of their Power are forth already; And 


) [Exennt, 
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1916 Coriolanus. 
“And only hitherward. I leave your Honours, 
If we and Caius Martius chance to meet, 
Tis {worn between us, we fhall ever ftrike, 
‘Till one can do no more. 
_ All, The Gods affift you. 
Auf. And keep your Honours fafe. 
1 Sen. Farewell. 
2 Sen, Farewel. 
il, Farewel, [ Exennt, 


SCENE IL Rome. 


Enter Volumnia and Virgilia, They (er them down on nyo low 
Stools, and Sew, 
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Vol, \ pray you, Daughter, Sing, or exprefs your felf in 
a more comfortable fort: If my Son were my Husband, I 
would freelier rejoice in that abfence wherein he won Honour, 
than in the Embracements of his Bed, where he fhould fhew 
moft love. When yet he was but tender-bodied, and the 
only Son of my Womb; when Youth with Comlinefs pluck. 
ed all gaze his way; when for a Day of Kings Entreaties, 
a Mother fhould not fell him an hour from her beholding, 
I, confidering how Honour would become fuch a Perfon, 
that it was no better than Pi@ure-like to hang by th’ Wall, 
if Renown made it not ftir, was pleas’d to let him feek Dane 
ger where he was like to find Fame: To a cruel War I fent 
him, from whence he return’d,. his Brows bound with Oak, 
I tell thee, Daughter, I fprang no more in Joy at firft hear- 
ing he was a Man-child, than now in firft feeing he had pro- 
ved himfelf a Man. 

ae But had he ‘died in the Bufinefs, Madam, how 
then ? 

Vol. Then his good Report fhould have been my Son; I 
therein would have found Iffue. Hear me profefs fincere- 
ly: had I a dozenSons each in my love alike, and none lef 
dear than thine, and my good A4artins, I had rather eleven 
dye nobly for their Country, than one voluptuoufly furfeit 
out of Action. 
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Enter a Gentlevoman. 
Gent. Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to vifit you. 
Vir. Befeech you, give me leave to retire my felf. 
Vel. Indeed thow: fhalt not: (As 
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Coriolanus. 1917 
Methinks I hear hither your Husband’s Drum : 
I fee him pluck dufidius down by th’ Hair: 
(As Children from a Bear) the Yol/cies fhunning him: 
Methinks I fee him ftamp thus and call thus—— 
Come on, ye Cowards, ye were got in fear 
‘Fhough you were born in Rome; his bloody Brow, 
With his mail’d Hand, then wiping, forth he goes 
Like to a Harveft-Man, that’s task’d to mow, 
Or all, or lofe his hire. 
Pir. His bloody Brow! Oh Jupiter, no Blood. 
Vol. Away, you Fool; it more becomes a Man 
Than gilt his Trophy. The Breaft of Hecuba, 
When fhe did fuckle Heéfor; look’d not lovelier 
Fhan Heéfor’s Forehead, when it fpit forth Blood 
At Grecian Swords contending; tell Valeria | 
We are fit to bid her Welcome. | Exit Gene. 
Vir. Teavens blefs my Lord from fell 4efidins. 
Vol. He'll beat Aufidins’s Head below his Knee, 
And tread upon his Neck. 
Enter Valeria with anv fher, and a Gentlewoman. 
Val. My Ladies both, good Day to you. 
Fol. Sweet Madam 
War. I am, glad to fee your Ladifhip——= 
Val. How do you both? Yow are manifeft Houfeskeep- 
ers. What are you fewing here 2 A fine {pot in good faith. 
How does your little Son ? 
Vir. (thank your Ladifhip: Well, good Madam. 
Pol. He hadtrather fee the Swords, and hear a Drum, than 
look upon his School-mafter. 
Val. A my Word, the Father's Son : Tl f{wear ’tis a very 








pretty Boy. A my troth I look’d on him a Wednefday half 


an hour together---- h’as fuch a confin’d Countenance. IF Taw 
him run aftera gilded Butterfly, and when he caughtit, he 


let.1¢ go again, and after it again, and over and over he 
comes; and up again, and caught it again ; or whether his 


fall enrae’d him, or how, *twas, he did fo fet his Teeth 
and did tear it. Oh, £ warrant how he mammockt it. 
Vol. One o’s Father’s Moods. 
Vul. Indeed la, *tis a Noble Child: 
Vir. A Crack, Madam. ier es 
Wal. Come, lay afide your ftitchery, I muft have you 
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play the idle Hufwife with me this Afternoon. Vir. 
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1918 Coriolanus. 


Vir. No, good Madam, 
I will not out of Doors, 

Vale Not out of Doors2 
| Vol. She thall, the thall. | 
Rae Vir. Indeed no, by your patience ; I'll not over the Thref- 
ty hold, ’till my Lord return from the Wars, 
ee Val. Fie, you confine your felf moft unreafonably : 
Come, you muft go vifit the good Lady that lyes in, 

Yir. I will with her {peedy Strength, and vifit her with 
it | my Prayers, but I cannot go thither, 

opis. Vol. Why, I pray you? 
eeu Vir. *Tis not to fave Labour, nor that I want Love, 

Val. You would be another Penelope; yet they fay, all 
the Yarn the fpun in Obffes's abfence, did but fill Z+haca full 
of Moths. Come, I would your Cambrick were fenfibleas 
your Finger, that you might leave pricking it for pity. Come, 
you fhall go with us. 

| tes No, good Madam, pardon me, indeed I will not 
ev: Beck forth. 

N BaP ed Val. In truth la, go with me, and I'll tel] you excellent 
ee tier ati News of your Husband. 

a A eae Vir. Oh, good Madam, there can be none yet. | 
Tayi ed Val. Verily I do not jeft with you; there came News from 
He ky ee him laft Night. 

ert Vir. Indeed Madam 
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’ Val. Xn earneft it’s true, I heard a Senator fpeak it. 
mii Thus it is«--the Folfcies have an Army forth, againft whom 
ete Cominius the General is gone, with one Part of our Roman 
Power. Your Lord, and Titus Lartius are fet down before 
their City Coriolus, they nothing doubt prevailing, and to 
make it brief Wars. This is true, on my Honour, and fo, 
I pray, go with us. 
Vir, Give me excufe, good Madam, I will obey you in 
every thing hereafter. 
Th Vol. Let her alone, Lady, as fhe is now, 
She will but difeafe our better Mirth, 
Val. In troth, I think the would: 
Fare you well then. Come, good fweet Lady, 
Bas ede Prithee, Virgilia, turn thy folemnef$ out a Door, 
Cn ams cea And go along with us. 3 
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Vir, 








wilt 
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Troilus and Creflida. 


Virg. No: 
At a word, Madam; indeed I muft not, 
I wifh you Mirth, 


Val, Well, then Farewel. | Exennt. 


SCENE IV. The Walls of Coriolus. 


Enter Martius, Titus Lartius,, with Drum and Colosrs, with 
Captains and Soldiers: To themea Adeffenger. 


Mar. Yonder comes News : 
A Wager they have met. 

Lart. My Horfe to yours, no. 

Mar. *tis done. / 

Lart. Agreed. 

Mar. Say, Has our General met the Enemy 2 

Mef. They lyein view; but have not fpoke as yet. 

Lart. So, the good Horfe is mine. 

Mart. Vil buy him of you. 

Lart: No, Vllnot fell, nor give him: Lend him you, I will, 
For half an hundred Years: Summon the ‘Town. 

Mar. How far off lye thefe Armies 2 

Mef; Within a mile and half. 

Mar. 'Then fhall we hear their Larum, and they Ours. 
Now JéZars, I prithee make us quick in work; 
That we with fmoaking Swords may march from hence, 
To help our fielded Friends, Come, blow the blaft. 


They found aParley, Enter two Senators with others on theWalts. 


Tullus Aufidius is he within your wallsé 

1 Senat. No, nor a Man that fears you lefs than he, 
That's leffer than a little: 
Hark, our Drums 
Are bringing forth our Youth : We'll break our Walls 
Rather than they fhall pound us up; our Gates, 
Which yet feem fhut, we have but pinn’d with Rufhes, 
They'll open of themfelves. Hark you far off. 


| | Alarum far off. 


There is Aufidius. Lift, what work he makes 
Amongft your cloven Army, ; 

Mar, Oh, they are at it. 

Lart. Their noife be our inftruction.’ Ladders, ho. 


[ Drum afar off. 


Entet 
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Enter the Vol{cies. 

Mar. They fear us not, but iffue forth their City. 
Now put your Shields before your Hearts, atid fight 
With Hearts more proof than Shields, 

Advance, brave Titus, 
They do difdain us much beyond our Thoughts, 
Which makes me fweat with Wrath. Come on, my Fellows; 
He that retires, I'll take him for a Volfcie, | 
And he fhall feel mine Edge. 
Alarum the Romans are beat back to their Trenches. 
Enter Martius. 

{Mlar. All the contagion of the South, light on you, 
You fhames of Rome ; you Herd of Biles and Plagues, 
Plaifter you o’er, that you may be abhorr’d 
Farther than feen, and oneinfe& another 
Againft the Wind a Mile: You Souls of Geefe, 

That bear the fhapes of Men, how have you run 
From Slaves, that Apes would beat? Pluto and Hell! 
All hurt behind, Backs red, and Faces pale 
With flight and agued fear 2 mend,and charge home, 
Or by the Fires of Heaven, I’ll leave the Foe, 
And make my Wars on you: Look to’t, come on; 
If you'll ftand faft, we'll beat them to their Wives, 
As they us to our Trenches followed. 
Another Alarum, and Martius follows them to 
the Gates, and is {hut in. 
So, now the Gates are ope: Now prove good Seconds, 
Tis for the Followers, Fortune widens them, 
Not for the Fliers: Mark me, and do the like. 
| He Enters the Gates: 
1 Sol. Fool-hardinefs, not I. 
2 Sol. Nor I. 
Sol. See, they have thut him in: | Alarum continues: 
“ll. To th’ pot, I warrant him. 
Enter Titus Lartius. 
Lart. What is become of AZartius 2 
<4l]. Slain, Sir, doubtlefs. 
¥ Sol. Following the fliers at the very Heels, 
With them he enters; who upon the fudden 
Clapt to their Gates: He is himfelf alone, 
To anfwer all the City. 
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Lart. Oh noble Fellow ! 
Who fenfibly out-dares his fenfelefs Sword, 
And when it bows, ftands up: Thou art left, AZartins_—_ 
A Carbuncle intire, as big as thou art, 
Were not fo rich a Jewel, Thou waft a Soldier 
Even to Calvus with, not fierce and terrible 
Only in ftroaks, but with thy grim looks, and 
The Thunder-like percuffion of the Sounds, 
Thou mad’ft thine Enemies fhake, as if the World 
Were feverous, and did tremble. 
Exter Martius bleeding, affaulted by the Enemy. 
1 Sol. Look, Sir. ‘na 2 
Lart. O, ’tis AZartinus. 
Let’s fetch him off, or make remain alike, 
| They fight, and allenter the City. 
Enter certain Romans with Spoils. 
1 Rom. This will I carry to Rome. 
Rom, And I this, 
Rom. A Murrain on’t, I took this for Silver, | Exeunt. 
| dlarum continues ftill afar off. 
Enter Martius avd Titus Lartius, with a Trumpet. 
Mar. See here thefe Movers, that do prize their Hours 
At a crack’d Drachm : Cushions, leaden Spoons, 
Irons of a Doit, Doublets that Hangmen would 
Bury with chofe that wore them, thefe bafe Slaves, 
B’er yet the Fight be done,pack up; down with them. 
And hark, what noife the General makes! To him, 
There is the Man of my Soul’s hate, Aufidins, 
Piercing our Romans: Then Valiant Titus take 
Convenient Numbers to make good the City, 
Whilft I, with thofe that have the Spirit, will hafte 
To help Cominius. 
Lart. Worthy Sir, thou bleed’tt ; 
Thy Exercife hath been too violent, 
For a fecond Courfe of Fight. 
Mar. Sir, praife'me not: 
My Work hath yet not warm’d me. Fare you well: 
The Blood I drop, is rather Phyfical 
Than dangerous tome. To Aufidins, thus I will appear 
Lart. Now the fair Goddefs Fortune, (and fight. 
Fall deep in Love with thee,and her great Charms 
Waa A Ve 2. Cc Mif- 
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; 1a ae : 1922 Coriolanus. | 
f i ‘id | Mifguide thy Oppoters Swords: bold Gentleman! 
A Hi) Hi Profperity be thy Page. 
; ay al Mar. Thy Friend no lefs, 
oe | We Than thofe the placeth higheft: So farewel. 

Binh Lart. Thou worthieft AZartizs, 


Go found thy Trumpet in the Market-places 
| Call thither all the Officers o’th’ Town, | 
ie ne Where they fhall know our Mind. Away. | Exeunt. | 
i ahs Enter Cominius Retreating, with Soldiers. 


4 iW. : tes 
lie Com, Breath you, my Friends, well fought,we are come 
ita Like Romans, neithet foolifh in our Stands (off 


Nor cowardly in Retire: Believe me, Sirs, 

We fhall be charg’d again. Whiles we have ftruck, 

: Abie Reith BY interims and conveying euits, we have heard 

fhe The Charges of our Friends. ‘The Roman Gods 
ae Lead their Succeffes, as we wifh our own, 
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ae That both our Powers, with {miling Fronts encountring, 
lt : May give you thankful Sacrifice. ‘Thy News ¢ 
Aho Pa ai Enter a Meffenger. 
Bua ne we Mef. The Citizens of Coriolus have iffued, 
om Tee tae And given to Lartius and to Adartius Battel. 
hits Baa ae I faw our Party to their Trenches driven, 
Phi] ssa And then I came away. | 
WPL att Com. Tho*thou fpeakeft Truth, if : ‘ 
et bi Feel Methinks thou fpeak’ft not well. How long is’t fince ? | 
Pet 4 ea Mef. Above an Hour, my Lord | 
Nabe: fi Com.’ Tis notaMile: Briefly we heard their Drums. 
bb; Bets How could’ft thou in a Mile confound an Hour, 
ii, Wie | And bring the News fo late ? 
t) a ek Mef. Spies of the Vol/cies 
i aa | Held me inchafe, that I was fore’?d to wheel 
yey Three or four Miles about, elfe had I, Sir, 
tiie | Half an Hour fince brought my Report. 
Bae Enter Martius. 
ii i __ Com. Who's yonder, 
A Fy That does appear as he were Flea’d? O Gods, 
16 i f He has the ftamp of AZartins, and 1 have 
ih a Before time feen him thus. 
SOR. bi dali Mar. Come I too late 2 | 
ae Bene | Com. The Shepherd knows not Thunder from a Taber; 
i cil oe More than I know the Sound of AZartias’s Tongue 
a From 
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From every meaner Man. 
“dar, Come I too late 2 
Com. Ay, if you come not in the Blood of others, 
But inantled in your own, 
Mar. Oh ! let me clip ye : 
In Arms as found, as when I woo’d in Heart ; 
As merry, as when our Nuptial Day was done, 
And Tapers burnt to Bedward. 
Com. Flower of Warriors, how is’t with Tites Lartixs ? 
“dar. As with a Man bufied about Decrees; 
Condemning fome to Death, and fome to Exile, 
Ranfoming him, or pitying, threatning th’ other; 
Holding Coriolas in the name of Rome, 
Even like a fawning Grey-hound in the Leaf, 
To let him {lip at wil, 
Com. Where is that Slave 
Which told me they had beat you to your Trenches? 
Where is he? Call him hither. 
“Mar. Let him alone, . 
He did inform the truth: But for our Gentlemen, 
The common file, (a Plague! Tribunes for them!) 
The Moufe ne’er fhunn’d the Cat, as they did budge 
From Rafcals worfe than they. 
Com. But how prevail’d you? 
Mar. Will the time ferve totell? I donot think 
Where is the Enemy 2 Are you Lords o’th’ Field? 
If not, why ceafe you till you are fo 2 
Com. Martins, we have at difadvantage fought, 
And did retire to win eur purpofe. 
Mar. How lics their Battel?. Know you on what fide they 
have plac’d their Men of truft. 
Com. As I gues, AZartius, 
Their Bands i’th’ Vaward are the Ancients 
Of their beft truft: O’er them Anfidius, 
Their very heart of Hope. 
Mar. I do befeech you, 
By all the Battels wherein we have fought, 
By th’ Blood we have thed together, 
By th’ Vows we have made 
To endure Friends, that you direétly fet me 
Againtt ufidius, and his -Antiats ; 
And that you not delay the prefent, but 
ee > ee Filling 
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h me Filling the Air with Swords advane’d, and Darts, 

; We prove this very hour, 

; ve Com. ThoughI could with 

i Ie i iy You were conducted to a gentle Bath, 

; A And Balms applied to you, yet dare I never 

6 He Jeny your asking; take your choice of thofe 

Pen Kee &: That beft can aid your Action, 

f 1 Mea Mar. Thofe are they 

pie 1; That moft are willing; if any fuch be here, 

A it ie (As it were fin to doubt) that love this Painting 

- ao fed Wherein you fee me fmear’d; if any fear 

a Lefs for his Perfon, than an ill Report : 

: i) dae ‘i If any think, brave Death out-weighs bad Life, 

) And that his Country’s dearer than himfelf, 

i ia Let him alone, (or, fo many fo minded) 

; iis Wave thus to exprefs his difpofition, 
Bt ee And follow AZartius. 
ae They all Shout and wave their Swords, take him up in their 
4 Sane “irms, and caft up their Caps. 
ei | et Oh! me alone, make you a Sword of me: 
PRM, abt If thefe thews be not outward, which of you 
ae i: { But is four Vol/cies 2? None of you, but is 
‘hae: Able to bear againft the great Aufidins, 
i ip! aad A Shield as hard as his. A certain number, 
Wel aS ea hh (Tho’ thanks to all) muft I fele@ from al]: 
st Ge ee The reft fhall bear the bufinefs in fome other Fight 
Lana aay erie As caufe will be obey’d: Pleafe you to March, 

ie Se ane And four fhall quickly draw out my Command, 
it eat Which Men are beft inclin’d. 


Ki 


4 
“" i 
+ 


Com. March’on my Fellows: 

Make good this oftentation, and you fhall 

Divide in all, with us. [ Exeunt. 

Titus Lartius having fet a Guard upon Coriolus, going 
with Drum and Trumpet toward Cominius, and Caius 
Martius, Exters with a Lieutenant, other Soldiers, and 4 
Scout. 
Lart. So, let the Ports be guarded ; keep your Duties 

. As I have fer them down. If I do fend, difpatch 

‘Ae Thofe Centuries to our aid, the reft will ferve 
Wea For a fhort holding ; if we lofe the Field, 

We cannot keep the Towr. 
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Coriolatms. 1925 
Liew, Fear not our Care, Sir. 
Lart. Hence, and fhut your Gates upon’s: 
Our Guider come, to th’ Roman Camp condué& us. [ Exit. 
| Alarum asin Battel. 
Enter Martius and Aufidius, at feveral Doors. 
Mar. Vil fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee 
Worfe than a Promife-breaker. 
Auf. We hate alike: 
Not 4frick owns a Serpent I abhor 
More than thy Fame and Envy; Fix thy Foot. 
Adar. Let the firft Budger die the other’s Slave; 
And the Gods doom him after. 
Auf. If I fly, Afartius, hollow me like a Hare. 
Mar. Within thefe three Hours, Talus, 
Alone I fought in your Coriolus Walls, 
And made what work I pleas’d: Tis not my Blood, 
Wherein thou fee’{t me mask’d; for thy Revenge 
Wrench up thy power to th’ higheft. 
Auf. Wert thou the Heétor, 
That was the Whip of your bragg’d Progeny, 
Thou fhould’ft not *fcape me here. 
[Here they fight, and certain Vol{cies come to the aid of 
Aufid. Martius fights ’till they be driven in breathle/s. 
Officious and not Valiant!—— you have fham’d me 
In your condemned Seconds. 


Flouvifh, -Alarum, 4 Retreat is founded. Enter at one 
Door Cominius, with the Romans: At another Door 
Martius, with his Arm in a Scarf. 


Com. If I fhould tell thee o’er,this thy’ day’s work, 
Thou'lt not believe thy Deeds: But I'll report it, 
Where Senators fhall mingle Tears with Smiles; 
Where great Patricians fhall attend, and fhrug ; 
I’ch’ end admire ; where Ladies fhall be frighted, 
And gladly quak’d, hear more; where the dull ‘Tribunes, 
That with the fulty Plebeians, hate thine Honours, 
Shall fay againft their Hearts, we thank the Gods 
Our Rome hath fuch a Soldier. 

Yet cam’ft thou to a Morfel of this Feaft, 
Having fully Din’d before. 


Cc 











































4 926 Coriolanus. 


Enter Titus Lartius with his Poater, from the Pur{uit 
Lart. O General, 
Here is the Steed, we the Caparifon: 
Had{ft thou beheld | 
Adar, Pray now, no more: 
My Mother, who hasa Charter to exto] her Blood, 
When fhe does praife me, grieves me: 
i have done as you have done, that’s what I Can, 
Induc’d as you have been, that’s for my Country: 
He that has but effe@ed his good Will, 
Hath overta’en mine AG. 
‘a 
_ Com. You fhall not be the Grave of your defervine 
Rome mutt know the value of her own © oh 
i were a Concealment worfe than 4 Theft, 
No lefs than a Traducement, 
cee your doings, and to filence thar, 
Me iF to the {pire and top of Praifes vouch’d, 
Ould feem br ft: Theref of 
hide : ting modeft: Therefore, I befeech you, 
§2 OF what you are, not to reward 
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up What you have done, before our Army hear me. 

Lal aie | Adar. I have fome Wounds upon me, and they fmart 
sia To hear themfelves remembred. . : 
pit Com. Should they nor, 
oly Well might they fefter *eainft Incratitude 
; i And tent themfelves with Death : OF all he Horfes 
Pull W hereof we have ta’en good, and good ftore, Of all 

Ue ae The Treafure in the Field atchiev'd, and City, 

byt Pea ea We render you the tenth, to be ta’en forth, 


Before the common diftribution, 

At your only choice, 

| Mar. J thank you, General: 

ei But cannot make my Heart confent to take 
| A Bribe, to pay my Sword: I do refufe it 

And ftand upon my common part with thofe 

Chat have beheld the doing, 

i long Flours fh. They all ery, Marttus! Martius! caf ap 
their Caps and Launces - ‘Cominius ana Liativs ftand 
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Cor iolat Ts: 


When Steel grows foft, as the Parafites Silk, 
Let him be made an Overture for th’ Wars: 
No more, I fay, for that I have not wafh’d. 
My Nofe that bled, or foil’d fome debile Wretch. 
Which without note, here’s many elfe have done, 
You fhout me forth in Acclamations hyperbolical, 
As if [ lov’d my little fhould be dieted 
In Praifes, fauc’d with Lies. 

Com. Too modelt are you: 
More cruel to your good Report, than grateful 
To us, that give youtruly : By your Patience, 
If againft your felf you be incens’d, we'll.put you 
(Like one that means his proper harm) in Manacles, 
Then Reafonfafely with you: Therefore be it known, 
As to us, to all the World, that Caius Adartins 
Wears this War’s Garland: In token of. the which, 
My noble Steed, known to the Camp, I give to him, 
With all his trim belonging, and from this time, 
For what he did before Coriolus, call him, 





_ With all th’ applaufe and clamour of the Holt, 


Ciins Martius Coriolanus. Bear th’ addition Nobly eV¢l: 
Flowrifh. Trumpets found, and Drums. 
Omnes. Cains Martius Coriolanus ! 
Mar. 1 will go wath: 
And when my Face is fair, you fhall perceive 
Whether I bluth, or no. Howbeit, I thank you. 
I mean to ftride your Steed, and at all times 
To under-creft your good Addition, 
To th’ fairnefs of my Power. 
Com. So, to our Tent: 
Where, e’er we do repofe us, we will write 
To Rome of our Succefs: You Titus Lartins 
Mutt to Coriolus back; fend us to Rome 
The beft, with whom we may articulate, 
For their own good, and ours. 
_Lart. I fhall, my Lord. 
Mar. The Gods begin to mock mé; 
I that but now refus’d moft Princely Gifts, 
Am bound to beg of my Lord General. 
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Com. Take’t, ‘tis yours ; What is’t 2 
Mar, I fometime lay here in Corolins, 
At a poor Man’s Houfe : He us’d me kindly. 
He cry’d to me: I faw him Prifoner: 
But then Aufidins was in my view, 
And Wrath o’er-whelm’d my Pity: I requeft you 
To give my poor Holt freedom. 
Com. O well begg’d : 
Were he the Butcher of my Son, he fhould 
Be free as is the Wind: Deliver him, Titus. 
Lart. Martius, his Name. 
Mar. By Fupiter, forgot: 
I am weary ; yea, my Memr'’y is tir'd: 
Have we no Wine here 2 
Wert 2 we to our Tent: 
he Blood upon your Vifage dries. ’tis tj 
It fhould be look’ to: Gone. eee | Exeunt 
<4 Flourifh. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius bloody with 
two or three Soldiers, 
pid ee Town is ta’en. 
a. > Twill be delivex’d back on iti 
Bt ane oF good Condition. 
I would I were a Roman, for I cannot, 
Me a Being a Vol/cie, be, that I am. Conditjon 2 
bide ieee What good Condition cana Treaty find _ 
i ch’ pare that is at Mercy ¢ Five times, Azartius 
I have fought with thee; fo often haft thou beat me: 
And would’ft do fo, I think, fhould we encounter 
As often as we Eat. By the Elements 
a If eer again I meet him Beard to Beard. 
| He’s mine, or I am his: Mine Emulation 
Hath not that Honour in’t it had - For where 
ape ue him in an equal Force, 
rue sword toSword; Vl potch 3 
Or Wrath, or Craft may ae co race pt 
Mn 8 the Devil. | 
Auf. Bolder, tho'inot fo fubtle: ’s poifon’ 
With only fuffering Stain by him, ifs. Sirs» 
Shall flie out of it felf; nor Sleep, nor San@uar 
Being Naked, Sick, nor Fane, nor Capito] e 
The Prayers of Priefts, nor time of Sacrifice : 
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Embarkments all of fury, thall lif: up 

Their rotten Privilege, and Cufton gaintt 

My hate to Adartius. Where find him, were it 
At home, upon my Brother's Guard, even there 
Again{t the Hofpitable Canon, weuld I 

Wath my fierce Hand in’s Heart. Go you to the City, 


Learn how ’tis held, and what they are that mutt 
Be Hoftages for Rome, 


Sol, Will not you go? 


Auf. Lam attended attheCyprdsGrove, I pray you 
( Tis South the City Mill) bring me word thither 
How the World goes, that to the pace of it 
I may fpur on my Journey. 


Sol, I thall, Sir. [ Exennt. 





SE ee SN Ne Ea 
Ake tde dk GCE NE I. 
SCENE Rome. 


Enter Menenius wih Sicinius, 


Men. HE Augurer tells me, we fhall have News to 
Night. 

Bru. Good or bad 2 

Men, Not according to the Prayer of the People, for they 
love not Martius. 

Sic. Nature teaches Beafts to kiow their Friends. 

Men. Pray you, who does the Wolf love? 

Stc. The Lamb, 

Men. Ay, to devour him, as the hungry Plebecians would 
the noble AZartixs. | 

Bru. He's a Lamb indeed, that baes like a Bear. 

Men. He's a Bear indeed, that lives like a Lamb, 


_ You two are old Men, tell me onc thing that I fhall ask 


ou. 
Both. Well, Sir. 


Men. Yn what Enormity is Martivs poor in, that you two 
have not in abundance 2 


Bru. He’s poor in no one Fault, but ftor’d with all. 
Sic. Efpecially Pride. 
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<4 30 Coriolanus. 


Bru. And topping all others in boaft, 

Men, This is ftrange now! Do you two know how you 
are cenfured here in the City, I mean of us o’th’ right hand 
File, do you? : 

Bru. Why----how are we cenfur’d2 

Men. Becaufe you talk of Pride now, will you not be 
angry ¢ 

Both. Well, well, Sir, well. 

Men. Why, ‘tis no great matter; for a very little Thief 
of Occafion will rob you of a great deal of Patience sumac 
Give your Difpofitions the Reins, and be angry at your 
pleafures, (at the leaft) if you take itas a pleafure to you, in 
being fo you blame Adartius for being proud, 

Bru. We do it not alone, Sir, 

Men. 1 know you can do very little alone, for your helps 
are many, or elfe your AGions would grow wondrous fingle; 
your Abilities are too Infant-like, for doing much alone, 
You talk of Pride——Oh, that you could turn your Eyes 
towards the Napes of your Necks, and make but an interior 
furvey of your good felves, Oh that you could! 

Bru. What then, Sir 2 

Men, Why then you fhould difcover a brace ‘of as uns 
meriting, proud, violent, telty Magiftrates, alias Fools, as 
any in Kome. 

Sic. Adenenius, you are known well enough too, 

Men. I am known to be a humorous Patrician: and one 
that loves a Cup of hot Wine with not a drop of allaying 
Tiber in't : Said to be fomething imperfe& in favouring the 
firft Complaint, hafty and Tinder-like, upon to trivial "Mo- 
tion: One that converfes more with the Buttock of the 
Night, than with the Forehead of the Morning. What I 
think [ utter, and fpend my Malice in my Breath. Meet- 
ting two fuch Weals-men as you are (I cannot call you Ly- 
curgujjes) if the Drink you give me touch my Palate adver- 
fly, I make a crooked Face at ir, I can fay, your Worfhips 
have deliver’d the Matter well, when I find the Af in com- 
pound with the Major part of your Syllables. And tho’ I 
muft be content to bear with thofe that fay you are Reve- 
rend Grave, yet they lye deadly that tell you have good 
Faces ; if you fee this in the Map of my Microcofm, fol- 
lows it that I am known well enough too? What harm can 

your 
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Men. You know neither me, your felves, 
you are ambitious for poor Knaves Caps a 
wear out a good wholfom Forenoon, in hear 
tween an Orange-wife and a Faufet-feller, 
journ the Controverfie of Three Pence to 
of Audience. 
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your Befom ConfpeQuities glean out of this CharaGer, if I 


be known well enough too 2 
Bru. Come, Sir, come, we know you well enough. 


nor any thing; 
nd' Legs: You 
ing a Caufe be- 

and then re- 


a fecond Day 
When you are hearing a Matter between 


a Party and Party, if you chance to be pinch’d with the 
Cholick, you make Faces like Mummers, fet up the bloody 


Flag againft all Patience——and in roari 
pot, difmifs the Controverfie Bleeding, the 
led by your hearing : 
Caufe, is calling both the Parties Knaves. 
of ftrange Ones. 

Bru. Come, come, you are well 


ng for a Chamber- 


more intang= 
All the Peace you make in their 


You are a pair 


underftood to be per= 


fe&ter Gyber for the Table, than a necefflary Bencher in the 


Capitol. 


Men. Our very Priefts muft become Mockers, if they 


fhall encounter fuch ridiculous Sub 
you {peak beft unto the Purpofe, it 


jects as you are; when 
Is not worth the wag- 


ging of your Beards, and your Beards deferve not fo ho- 
nourable a Grave, as to ftuff a Botcher’s Cufhion, or to 


be intomb’d in an Affes Pack-faddle, 


Yet you mutt be fay- 


ing, Martius is proud ; who in a cheap Eftimation, ‘is 
worth all your Prodeceflors fince Deucalion, though perad- 


venture fome of the beft of ’em were heredi 
Good-e’en to your Worthips ; 
would infe& my Brain, being the Herdfmen of th 
Plebeians. 1 will be bold to take my leave of you. 


tary Hangmen. 
more of your Converfation 


e beaftly 


'| Exennt Brutus and Sicinius, 


Enter Volumnia, Virgilia and Valeria, 


How now (my as fair asnoble) Ladies, and the Moon were 


fhe Earthly, no Nobler; whither do 


fo falt2 


you follow your Eyes 


Vol. Honourable Adenenius, my Boy Martius approaches; 
for the love of Fuzo let’s go. 
Men, Ha! Martius caming home? | 


Vol. AY, worthy ALenenins, 


probation. 


_ 


and with moft profperous Ap- 


Aen. 
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1932 Coriolanus. 


Men. Take my Cap, Fupiter, and I thank thee-———=hoo» 
Martius coming home? 

Both. Nay, ’tis true. 

Vol. Look, here’s a Letter from him, the State hath ano- 
ther, his Wife another, and, I think, there’s one at home 
for you. 

‘den. I will make my very Houfe reel to Night: 

A Letter for me2 

Vir. Yes, certain, there’s a Letter for you, I faw’t. 

Aen. A Letter for me? it gives me an Eftate of feven 
Years health; in which time I will make a Lip at the Phy- 
fician: The moft Sovereign Prefcription in Galez is but Em- 
perictick, and to this Prefervative, of no better report than 
a Horfe-drench. Is he not wounded? he was wont to come 
home wounded 2 

Vir, Oh no, no, no, 

Vol. Oh, he is wounded, I thank the Gods for’r. 

Men. So do I too, if he be not too much; brings a Vi- 
Ctory in his Pocket? the Wounds become him. 

Vol. On’s Brows ; Menenius, he comes the third time 
home with the Oaken Garland. 

Men Has he difciplin’d Aufidius foundly2 

Vol. Titus Lartius writes, they fought together, but yx 
jidius got off, 

Men. And twas time for him too, I'll warrant him that ; 
and he had ftaid by him, I would not have been fo fiddiou- 
fed for all the Chefts in Coriolus, and the Gold that’s in them. 
Is the Senate poffeft of this2 

Vol. Good Ladies, let’s go. Yes, yes, yes: The Senate 
has Letters from the General, wherein he gives my Son the 


whole Name of the War, he hath in this AGion out-done 


his former Deeds doubly. 

Val. Introth, there’s wondrous things {poke of him. 

Men. Wondrous! Ay, I warrant you, and not without 
his true Purchafing, 

Vir. The Gods grant them true. 

Vol. True ? pow waw. 

Aden. True? V'll be fworn they are true, where is he 
wounded, God fave your good Worthips? AZartius is co- 
ming home; he has more caufe to be proud: Where is he 
wounded? | 
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Vol. Vth’ Shoulder, and i’th’ lefe Arm, there will be 
large Cicatrices to fhew the People, when he fhall ftand for 
his place; he receiv’d in the Repulfe of Tarquin feven hurts 
ith’ Body. 

Men. One ith’ Neck, and two i’th’ Thigh; there's nine 
that I know. 

Vol: He had, before his laft Expedition, twenty five 
Wounds upon him. 

Men. Now it’s twenty feven, every path was an Ene- 
my’s Grave. Hark, the Trumpets. | .4 Shont and Flourifh. 

Vol. Thefe are the Ufhers of AZartias; 

Before him he carries Noife, 

And behind him he leaves Tears: 

Death, that dark Spirit, in’s nervy Arm doth lye, 
Which being advanc’d, declines, and then Men dye. 


A Sonnet. Trumpets found. Enter Cominius the General, and 
Titus Lartius ; between them Coriolanus, crown'd with an 
Oaben Garland, with Captains and Soldiers, and a Herald, 


Her. Know, Rome, that all alone A4Zartins did fight 
Within Coriolus Gates, where he hath won, 
With Fame, a Name to Caius Martius. 
Thefe in Honour follows, Caius Martins, Coriolanns. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus. 
| Sound. Flonri fh. 
All, Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus. 
Cor. No more of this, it does offend my Heart ; pray 
now no more. 
Com. Look, Sir, your Mother. 
Cor. Oh! you have, I know, petition’d all the Gods for 
my Profperity- | Kneels. 
Vol. Nay, my good Soldier, up: 
My gentle AZartins, worthy Cains, 
And by deed-atchieving Honour newly nam’d, 
What is it, Coriolanus, muft I call thee 
But oh, thy Wife, 
Cor. My gracious filence, hail : 
Would’ thou have laugh’d, had I come coffin’d home, 
That weep’ft to fee me Triumph? Ah, my Dear, 
Such Eyes the Widows in Coriol#s wears 


And Mothers that lack Sons. 
Men. 
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1934 Coriolanus. 


Men, Now the Gods crown thee. 
Com. And live you yet? Oh my {weet Lady, pardon. 
Vol. I know not where to turn, 
@h welcome home; and welcome General, 
And y’are welcome all. 
“Men. A hundred thoufand welcomes : 
I could weep, and I could laugh, 
I am light and heavy; welcome: 
A Curfe begin at the very root on’s Heart 
That is not glad to fee thee. 
You are three that Rome fhould dote on: 
Yet by the Faith of Men, we have 
Some old Crab-trees here at home, 
That will not be grafted to your Relith, 
Yet welcome Warriors ; 
We call a Nettle, but a Nettle, 
And the faults of Fools, but Folly, 
Com. Ever right. 
Cor. Menenins, ever, ever, 
Her, Give way there, and go on. 
Cor. Your Hand, and yours. 
E’er in our own Houfe T do fhade my Head, 
The good Patricians muft be vilited, 
From whom I have receiv'd not only Greetings, 
But with them, change of Honours 
Fol. I have lived, 
To fee inherited my very Withes, 
And the Buildings of my Fancy; 
Only there’s one thing Wanting, 
Which, I doubt not but our Rome 
Will caft upon thee. 
Cor. Know, good Mother, 
I had rather be their Servant in my way, 
an {way with them in theirs, 
Com. On, to the Capitol, 


| Flour: fh Cornets, 


Exeunt in State. as before, 
Enter Brutus and Sicinius. 
_ Bra. All Tongues {peak of him, and the bleared fights 
Are fpe@acled to feehim. Your Pratling Nurfe 
Into a Rapture lets her Baby cry, 


While the chats him: The Kitchin Maukin pins 
= - Her 
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Her richeft Lockram ’bout her reechy Neck, 
Clambring the Walls to eye him; 
Stalls, Bulks, Windows, are fmother’d up, 
Leads fill’d, and Ridges hors’d 
With variable Complexions ; all agreeing 
In earneftnefs to fee him : Seld-fhown Flamins 
Do prefs among the popular Throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar Station; our veil’d Dames 
Commit the War of White and Damask 
In their nicely gawded Cheeks, to th’ wanton Spoil 
Of Phebus burning Kiffes; fuch a pother, 
As if that, whatfoever, God, who leads him, 
Were flily crept into his human Powers, 
And gave him graceful pofture. 
Sic. On the fudden, I warrant him Conful. 
Bra. Then our Office may, during his Power, go fleep. 
Sic. He cannot temp’rately tranfport his Honours, 
From where he fhould begin and end, but will 
Lofe thofe he hath won. 
Bru. In that there’s Comfort. 
Sic. Doubt not, 
The Commoners, for whom we ftand, but they 
Upon their ancient Malice. will forget, 
With the leaft Caufe, thefe his new Honours; 
Which that he will give them, make I as little queftion 
As he is proud to do’r. 
Bru. 1 heard him {wear 
Were he to ftand for Conful never would he 
Appear i’th’ Market-place, nor on him put 
The Naplefs Vefture of humility, 
Nor fhewing, as the manner is, his Wounds 
To th’ People, beg their ftinking Breaths. 
Sic. "Tis right. 
Bra, It was his word: 
Qh he would mifs it, rather than carry it, 
But by the fuit of the Gentry to him, 
And the defire of the Nobles. 
Sic. I with no better, than have him hold that purpofe; 
and to put it in Execution. SS Por ss 
Brn. ’Tis moft like he will 
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Ne | | Sic. It fhall be to him then, as our good wills ; 
yee A fure Deftruction. 


Bru. So it muft fall out 
To him, or our ‘Authorities, for an end. 
We mutt fuggeft the People, in what hatred 
Hy a). He {till hath held them ; that to’s Power he would 
thd jt | Have made them Mules, filenc’d their Pleaders, 
And difproportioned their Freedoms; holding them, 
In human A@ion and Capacity, 
| ee Of no more Soul nor fitnefs for the World, 
ae | Than Camels in their War, who have their Provand 
nil Only for bearing Burthens, and fore Blows 
For finking under them. 
Sic. This, as you fay, fuggefted, 
(ae At fome time,’ when his foaring Infolence 
ik Shall teach the People; which time fhall not want, 
i If he be put upon’r, and that’s as eafie, 
As to fet Dogs on Sheep; we'll be his Fire 
To kindle their dry Stubble; and their Blaze 
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of ES Shall darken him for ever. 
. hig R i | Enter a Meffenger. 
41 ae Tt? 
CoML ae te Bru. What’s the Matter ? 
na ie MMef, You are fent for to the Capitol: 
Bt ae il °Tis thought that AZartins fhall be Conful: 
| teeta et I have feen the dumb Men throng to fee him, 
Pa And the blind to hear him fpeak; Matrons flung Gloves 
. Bain Ladies and Maids their Scarfs and Handkerchiefs,” 


beta Upon him, as he pafs’d; the Nobles bended 
He As to Fove’s Statue, and the Commons made 
A Shower and Thunder, with their Caps and Shouts = 
4 I never faw the like. 
— Let’s to the Capitol, 
| And carry with us Ears and Eyes for th’ time 
But Hearts for the Event. : 
Sic. Have with you E 
° xeunt. 
One two Officers, % lay Cufbions, as in the celal 
1Uz7. Come, come; they are almoft here; 
= Coritulthins’s y ere; how many ftand 
2 Off. Three, they fay; but tis thought of every one,. 
Coriclanas will carry it. : [ 
| 1 Of. 
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1. Of. That's a brave Fellow, but he’s-vengeance proud, 
and loves not the Common People. 

2+ Of. ’Faith, there have been many great Men that have 
flatter’d the People, who ne’er lov’d them, and there. ‘be 
many thatthey have loved, they know not wherefore; {0 that 
if they love they know not why, they hate upon no better 1 
Therefore, for Corielanus neither to care whe- ee 
ther they love, or hate him, manifefts the true Knowledge he ', 
hasin their Difpofition, and out of his noble Carelef{nefs lets } 
them plainly fee’r. Bi): 

1, Of. It he did not care whether he had their love, or no, ‘i 
he waved indifferently, *twixt doing them neither Good, a) 
nor Harm: But he feeks their Hate with greater Devotion, | 
than they can render it him; and leaves nothing undone, that 
may fully difcover him their Oppofite.. Now to feem to 
affe& the Malice and Dijpleafure of the People, is as bad as 
that which he diflikes, to flatter them for their love. aM 

2. Of. He hath deferv’d worthily of his Country: And | ae 
his Afcent is not by fuch eafié Degrees as thofe, who have a 
been fupple and courteous to the People, Bonnetted, with- ah 
out any further Deed, to have them at all into their Efti. ; 
mation and Report: But he hath fo planted his Honours in it 
their Eyes, and his Actions in their Hearts, that for their ‘ae 
Tongues to be filent, and not confefs fo much, were a bot. 
kind of ingrateful Injury; to report otherwife, were a Bai 
Malice, that giving it felf the Lie, would pluck Reproof He |: 
and Rebuke from ev’ry Ear that heard ic. 

1. Of. No more of him, he is a worthy Man: Make 
way, they are coming. 


a Ground. 


“4 Sonnet. Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the Peo i 
ple, Liétors before them; Coriolanus, Menenius, Comini- a 
us the Conful: Sicinius and Brutus take their Places by igh | 
themfelves. + a 
Men, Having determin'd of the Yol/cies, i re 

And to fend for Titus Lartius; it remains, ae 

As the main Point of this our after-meeting, | i" 

To gratifie his noble Service, that hath rh 

Thus ftood for his Country. Therefore, pleafe you, mn. 

Moft Reverend and Grave Elders, to defire ed 


The prefent Conful, and laft General, He ' 
Vol. IV. Dd Ta van | 
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In our well-found Succeffes, to report 

A little of that worthy Work perform’d 

By Cains Adartinus Coriolanus; Ww hom 

We met here, both to thank, and:to remember 
Wich Honours. like himfelf. 

1 Sea. Speak, good Cominius : 

Leavenothing out for length, and make us think 
K ather our State’s defeGive for Requi ta al, 

Than we to {tretch it out. .Mafters 0’ th’ People, 
We do requeft your kindeft Ear, and. after, 
Your oh ving Moti ion toward the common Body, 
To yield what. pafles here. 

Sic. We are convented .upon..a_pleafing Treaty, and 
have Hearts inclinable to Honour, and advance the Theam 
ing our Affembly. 

. Which the: rather we fhall be bleft to do, if he re- 
a kinder Value of the People, than he hath hither- 
priz’d them ate 

A That’soff,. that’s off: I wou’d you rather had, been 
filent : Pleafe you, to-heat Cominins {peak? 

Bru Mott willingly: But yet my Caution was more per- 

ent than the Rebuke you give, it. 

ny em. He loves your People, but. tye him not to be eet 
Beédfellow: W orthy, Cominius, {peak 

| Coriolanus. rifes, and offers to go away. 
Nay, keep your Place. 

1 Sen. Sir Coriolangs, never. {hame.to. hear 

W oe you have:nobly done. 
Your aids Lr’s Pat rdon: 


yan hear fay h how 7 sot them. 
Bru, Sir, I haope my Words dif-bench’d you not? 
Cor. No, Sir; yet oft, 
Whi n Blows: have made me ftay, I fled from Words, 
‘ou footh'd not,, therefore hurt nots But your People, 
i io' ve them as che ey weigh 
Aten. Pray BOW sp. fit down, 
Cer. I had rather have :one feratch 5 Head ath’ Sun, 
When'the Alarum were. {truck, than id] 
To hear my Nothings monfter’d 





red Goriolanus. 


Men 
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MMe, Matters of the People, 
Your multiplying Spawn how can he flatter, 
That’s thoufand to one good one? when you now fee 
He had rather venture all. his Limbs for Honour, 
Than one of’s Ears to hear ir, Proceed, Cominins. 

Com. 1 fhall lack Voice: The Deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be utter’d feebly. It is held 
That Valour is the ‘chiefeft Virtue, and 
Molt dignifies the Haver: If ir be, 
The Man I {peak of cannot’ in the World 
Be fingly counter-pois’d. ‘At fixteen ‘Years; 
When Tarquin made a Head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the Mark of others: Our then DiGator 
Whom with all Praife'T point at, faw him fight, 
When with his Amazonian Chin he drove 
The briftled Lips before him: He beftrid 
An o’er-preft Roman, and/i’th’ Conful’s: view 
Slew three Oppofers: Targuin's felf he met, 
And ftruck him on his Keee: In that Day’s Feats, 
When he might a&@ the Woman inthe Scene, 
He prov’d beft Man i’th’ Field, and for his Méed 
Was Brow-bound with the Oak. His Pupil-age 
Man-enter’d thus, he waited like a Sea, 
And in the Brunt of feventcen Battéls fince, 
He lurcht all Swords o’th’ Garland. For this laft. 
Before, and in Coriolus, let me lay 
I cannot {peak him home: He ftopt' the* Fliers, 
And by ‘his rare Example, made the Coward 
Turn Terror into Sport: As Waved before 
A Veffel under Sail, fo Men obey’d, 
And fell below his Stem: His Sword (Death’s Stamp) 
Where it did mark, it took from Face to Foot: 
He was a thing of Blood, whofe every Motion 
Was trimm’d with dying Cries: Alone hé entred 
The mortal Gate o’th’ City, which he painted 
With fhunlefs Defamy: Aidlefs came off, 
And with a fudden Re-enforcement ftruck 
Coriolus, like a Planet. Nor all’s this; 
For by and by the Din of War ‘gan pierce 
His ready Senfe, when {treight his doubled Spirit 


Requickn’d what in Fleth was fatigate, 
3 DFS And 
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ee | i ! | And to the Battel came he; where:he did 
Y aT i Run recking o’er the Lives of Men; ‘as if 
i f were a perpetual Spoil; and ‘till we call’d 
; ee Both Field and City ours, he never ftood 
| To eafe his Breaft with panting. | 
f Men. Worthy Man! 
an | mae | 1 Sex. He cannot but with meafure ft the Honours | 
ie Which we devife him, | | 
A Bie Com. Our Spoils he kick’d at,  s 
E aed And look’d upon things precious, as they were 
; i The common Muck o’th? World: He covets lefs ( 
4 ae Than Mifery it felf would give, rewards:his Deeds i] 
‘ ie With doing them, and is content 
i he To {pend his Time to end it. 
Me Aten. He’s right Noble; let him ‘be -call’d. for, 
4) Sen. Call Coriolanus. . 
Oeste Of. He doth appear. 
{hee ate Enter Cortolanus, 
1 bain Sad Aten. The Senate, Coriolanusy are well pleas’d to make thee 
Pew) ree ag nat Conful. , 
Pail Page ee | Cor. I do owe them ftill my Life, and Services. ; 
Ch ye Men, It then rémains that you do {peak to the Peo- Ki 
if Ae} eth | | ple. Hi 
bit oee cack Ci Cor. I do befeech you, ee 
en ieee let me oerleap that’ Cuftom; for I cannot 7 
Nha ae Put on the Gown, ftand naked, and entreat them ; 
Hck MEE ; , fl 
twee Bits For my Wound$ fake, to give their Suffrages : 
ti aS Pl<afe you that I may pals this-doing. a 
Hh AY Ga | Sic. Sir, the People muft have their Voices; be 
Ha! | Neither will they Bate one jot of Ceremony. 
bast Men. Put them not to’t: i 
Ati Pray you go fit ‘you to the Cuftom, : 
. Na And take to you, as your Predeceflors have, " 
Ly abe Your Honout with your Form. : 
Vi, Cor. It is a Part that I fhall bluth in AGing, i 
ite eae And might well be taken from the People. : 
sie q Bru. Mark you that. ‘Bis 
Ay Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did, and thus, 
A ae | Shew them th’ unaking Scars, which I would hide, 5 N 


As if I had receiv’d them for the Hire 
Of their Breath only. 
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Men. Do not ftand upon’t: 
Werecommend to you, Tribunes of the People, 
Our purpofe to them, and to our noble Conful 
With we all Joy and:Honour. 

Sen. To Coriolanus come all Joy. and Honour, 

| Flourifh Corners. Then Exeunt. 
Manent Sicinius 4nd Brutus. 

Bru. You fee how he intends to ufe the People. 

Sic. May  they:perceive’s Intent: He will require them 
As if he did contemn, what he requefted, 
Should be.in them to give. 

Bru, Come, we'll inform:them 
Of our proceedings here on th’) Market-place, 
I know they do attendwus. | Exentt. 


Enter feven or eight Citizens. 


1 Cit. Once if hedo: require,our Voices, we ought not 
to deny him. 

2 Cit. We may,. Sir, if we will. 

3 Gt. We have power incourfelves to do it, but it is a 
power that wehave°no:power:to.do: For, if he fhew us his 
Wounds, and tell us his Deeds, we are to put our Tongues 
into thofe Wounds, and {peak for them:, So, if he teils us 
his noble Deeds, we muft alfo tell him. of. our noble Accep- 
tance of them. Ingratitude is monftrous, and for the Mul- 
titude to be ingrateful, were to make a Monfter of the Mal- 
titude; of the which, we being Members, fhould bring our 
felves to be monftrous Members. 

1 Gt. And to make us:no,better thought, of, a little help 
will ferve: For oncecwhen ‘we dtood.up about the Coro, 
he himfclf ftuck nor to callius the many-headed Multitude. 

3 Cit. We have'been’call’dfoof, many, not that our Heads 
are fome Brown, fome Black; fome. Auburn, fome Bald; 
but that our Wits are fo diverfly,Golour’d; and truly, I 
think, if all our*Wits were to iffue out of.one Scull, they 
would flye Eaft, Weft, North, South, and their Confent 
of one dire Way, would. be at once. to all Points o'th’ 
Compafs. 

2 Cit. Think you fo? Which Wey do you judge my 
Wit would flye? 
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| 3. Cit. Nay, your Wit will. not fo foon out as another 


Man’s. will, ’tis {trongly wedg’d up in a Block-head: But 

if it were at Liberty, ‘twould fure Southward. 

Cit, Why that way 

Cit, To lofe it felf in a Fog, where being three parts 

melted away with rotten Dews, the fourth would*return 

for Confcience fake, to help to ect theea Wife. Py 
2 Cit. You are never without your Tricks, ——~ you may, 
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| you may,_—. " 
; 3 Cit, Are you all refolved to give your Voices? But | 
; that’s no matter, the greater part carries it, I fay. If he i 
: would incline to the People, there was nevera worthier Man, iz 
t Exter Coriolanus in a.Gowy of Humility, with Menenius, fhe 
i Here he comes, and in the Gown of Humility, mark his 1 Si 
A behaviour: We are not to ftay all together, but to come by | 
fi him where. he: ftands, by one’s;9by twos, and by threes, i 
5 He’s to make his requelts by, Particulars,, where every one my 
oF us has a fingle Honoutj.in giving him our ewn Voices ; 
with ourown Tongtes: therefore follow me, and I'll. dire 
a you how you shall go by him. 
Pam Be il, Content, content. | Exeunt, 
: ga | A4ems Oh, Str; “you are. fot right; ihaye you not known ( 
a awtad The worthieft: Men-shave-done’t2 Vo 
tiiae Cor, What mutt I fay, I pray, Sir? Go 
aan Plague upon’t, I cannot bring 
a My Tongue to fuch a pace. Look, Sit my Wounds—— hve 
il ¥ got them in my Country’s Service,: when , C 
ae Bi Some certain of your. Brethren roar’d, and ran ‘ 
Sy hl Pe duae From the noifé.of our own Drums, bet 
Aeoi o ae et Men, Oh metheGods! you muft not fpeak of that, ee 
ee ah You mutt defire them to think upon you, ( 
i | Cor. Think ‘upon me? Hang ’em. have 
i ih I wou’d they wou’d forget me, like the Virtues wor 
nie Which our Divines lofe by *em. | tis 
ih Aten. You'll mar ali. ft 
ie I’!l leave you: Pray you fpeak to’em, I pray you, S| 
‘il ti, wholefome manner, [ Exit. wih 
hia Enter tao of the Citizens. ff 
in bien or. Bid them wath. their Faces, The 
Me ae ave set chéir: Teetheclean —— So. here cdmecia braces r 
| Fit 3 y tne Caufe, Sirs, of my ftanding here. | * 
il 1 Cit. et 








Corolhays 1943 


1 Cit. We do, Sir; tell us what hath brought you to’t. 

Cor. Mine own Deferr. 

2 Cit, Your own Defert:? 

Cor. Ay, not mine own Defire. 

t Cit. How, not your own Defire ? 

Cor. No, Sir, ‘twas never my defire yet to trouble the 
Poor with Begging. 

r Cit You mult think, ifrwe give you any thing, we hope 
to gain by you. 

Cor, Well then I prays: your Price o’th’ Confulfhip? 

t Cit. The Price*is; ‘to et it kindly. 

Cor. Kindly, Sirjs TP pray let me chit: T have’ Wounds to 
fhew you, w! hich fhall be yours in'private: Your good Voice, 
Sir; what fay you? 

2 C#:°You fhall ha’s, worthy Sir, 

Cor. A’ Match, Sir  there’s “in ‘all two vearthry Voice 
bege’dy IT have your Alms, Adieu, 

v Cit. ‘But this is fomething odd, 

2\Cit. And’twere'to give again: 





Buto’tisno-matter. 
eabaibase 
Exter two other Citizens: 

Cor, Pray "you now, if it may ftand with che tune of your 
Voices, that I may be Conful, ‘Ihave here! the cuftomary 
Gow le 

1 Cit. You have deferved Nobly of your Country; and you 
have not deferved Nobly. 

Cor. Your Ainigma 2 

1Cit, You have been’ a Scourge to ‘her Enemies;you have 
been a Rod to her Friends; you have not indeed loved the 
Common People. 

Cor. You fhould account me the more Virtuous; thar I 
have not been common in. my Love ; Powill; Sir; flatter my 
fworn Brother, the People, to. earn'a dearer eftimation of thar, 
tis a condition they account gentle : And -fince the wifdom 
of their Choice, is rather to have my Hat, than my Heart, I 
will practife the infinuatitie Nod,and bé off to them moft coun- 
terfertly ; that is, Sir, I will counterfeit the bewirchment 
of fome popular Man, and’ give it bountiful co the defirers: 
Therefore, befeech you I may be Conful, 

2Cit. We hopeto find you our Friend'y and therefore give 
you our Voices heartily. 

Dd 4 1 Gi, You 
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i —% 44 Coriolanus. 


1 Cit. You have received: many Wounds for your Coub- 
| try. 
ee "Cor. I will not feal your Knowledge with fhewing' them. 
a aa ie I will make much of your: Voices, and fo trouble yoll no 
i further. 
Both. The Gods give you: Joy, Sirs heartily...” [ Exenor. 
Cor. Molt {weet Voices 
Better it is to die; better to ftarve; 
Than cravethe Hire, which firft we'do deferve. 
Why in this Woolvith Gown fhould I ftand here; 
To beg of Hob and Dick, .that.do:appear; 
Their needlefs Voucher? Cuftom callsime tot 
What Cuftom wills in all things, :fhould we dot? 
The Duft on antique Time would byearnfwept, 
And mountainous Error be too highly heapr, 
For Lruth to o’er-peer... Rather than foobit fo; 
Let the high Office and the Honour £0; 
To one that. would:do thus. 2m half through, 
The one part fuffer’d, the other wi I dé. 
Enter three Citizens more; 
a Here come more Voices. 
a Your. Voices For your Voices Ihave fought, 
| Watch'd for your Voices; for:your: Voices, bear 
a Of Wounds, two dozen: and odd + Battéls; thrice fix 
baat I have feen, and heard-of: >For your Voices; 
bel Have done many things, fome lefs, {ome more : 
ea Your Voices:_—— For indeedI: would be Conful. 
baggy eet a 1 Cit. He has done nobly, and: cannot go without any 
ae. eat honeft Man’s Voice. wa W 
NS Aah 2 Cit. Therefore lethim be Conful’: The Geds ive him 
Bae |i Joy, and make him'a good:Friend to the People, i 
Rae ae “ll, Amen, Amen;;God fave thee,Noble Conlul.[ Exeane 
aha Cor. Worthy Voices | 
Enter Menenits, with Brutus, and Sicinius. 
Aten, You have ftood your Limitatiob : 
And the Tribunes-endue you with the Peoples Veice. 
Remains, that in th’ Official Marks invelied, =f 
You anon do meet the Senate. 
Cor. Is this done 2 
Sic. The Cuftom of Requeft you have difchare’d ; 
The People do-admit you, and are-fummon’d 
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Coridtanus. 1945 


To.meet anon upon .your Approbarion. 
Cor. Where? at the Senare-houle?2 
Sic.c There, Gortolanus, 
Cor, May I change thefe Garmerts 2 
Sic. You may, Sir. 
Cor. That Till: ftrait°’do: And knowing my felf again, 
Repair to th’ Senate-Houfe, 
Men. Vl keep you company. Will you along? 
Bru. We tay here for the People, 
Sic. Farewell, [| Exeunt Coriol. and Men, 
He has it now, and:by:his Looks, methinks 
°Tis warm. at’s Heart: 
Bru. Witha proud: Heart he wore his humble Weeds : 
Will you difmufs the People? 
Enter the Plebeians, 
Sic. How now, my :Mafters,:have you-chofe this Man 2 
1 Cit. He has our Voices; Sirs 
Bru. We. pray the Godsshe may: deferve your: Loves. 
2 Cit. Amen, Sir! To my poor unworthy ‘notice, 
He mock’d us, when he begg’d our: Voices; 
3 Cit. Certainly he flouted us down-righr, 
1 Cit, No, ’tis his kind of Speech, hé did not mock us, 
a Cit. Not one amongft.us; fave-yout felf} but fays 
He us’dus fcornfully:: He fhou’d shave thew’d us 
His Marks of Merit, Wounds receiv’d for's ‘Country, 
Sic. Why fo he did, I am fure, 
All, Nosno; no Manfaw ’em,. 
3 Cit. He faid-he had, Wounds, 
Which he could fhew in private : 
And with his Hat, thus waving it in Scorn, 
I would be Conful, fays he: Aged Cuftom, 
But by your Voices, will not fo permit me; 
Your Voices therefore: When we granted thar, 
Here was--- I thank you for your Voices+-- thank you--- 
Your moft {weet Voices--- Now youhave left your: Voices, 
I have nothing further with you, » Was not this Mockery ? 
Sic. Why, either were. you ignorant to fee’r2 
Or feeing it of fuch childifh Friendlinefs, 
To yield your Voices 2 
Br#. Could you not have told him, 
As you were leffon’d; when he had no Power, ‘ 
ut 


St 
ee ee 


{ 
} 
i] 
i 
7 
+ 
") 
‘ i" 
od 
.4 
wo 
At 
+ 
yi 
nee 
* 
Z F 
nF, | 
Be TY. 
Deal y 
it 
af 
>it 
ay 
” 
t 
i 
‘> 
hile? 
Biaeth. 
Wade 
ha 
eee 
Bah 
‘ * 
‘ 
pil ie 
a 
. be 
| 
fa 
ean 
Bf 
of 
bil he 
ea 
i 
i ) 
Phd he) 
a 
Hi} 
" 
1] 


i 
bi 
Md 
i 

t 


a 
SS rs SS 


_—— 
<< oat -<—_. 

STS = 
a es 
hehe “ —_——— - - sees ~= -- 
i ee ee 
SS =e am 





> C-E 2 > SP 0 > O— as oO o- 2 OS 0-0-0 = oe =— 


Sy Soe H- 


Nee i 
) I 
py f 
my 4 
) 4] 
: 
y 1 ‘| 
1 
‘ie 
i) RAR 
Pb ee 
4 
: 
AN PAE 
as 
\ i] 
HY) thea” 
4 
; 
aie 
‘ . ? 
Ma iif 
1) 
{ | 
; 
a, 
ui ap 
' at 
iF : 
‘ 4 
me nd 
ll 
he . 
oy |. 
te cy 
iJ 
Py 
ut 
wai mi 
i WT 
A, 
{ | y 
} th 
j 
ny ‘ 
iy heey 
| By 
1 
' 
H 
BEN of 
i 
hy? 
{ ate! 

f 4 
Li. 
it 

Ww 
f ; 
i J 
| ; te 
Ay 
i 
, A | 
hy iy 
4 4 bs 
i MS 
“ey $ 
Oe 
Bi 
Pe . 
Ti y 
ee 
7 
’ 
4 
Me Ae 
te an 
's ; 
f ; , 
Woe 
nae et 
ts 
i) { ‘ 
y 
45 if 
Min 
ia 
5 
Ahad 
Ye 
D itm bh 
: 4 
hay 
Bh | 
t 
: 
i LE 
» 
; y 
i eR 
1 stale 
- re 
it 
i 
\ ee | 
e ; 
i 
AN 
i ¥ 
i} 
Ee 
ity | 
ae 
oe 
i 
+ ie 
i” 
ay 
h ion Bh 
ie 
i 4 
ar. 
Mj 
> 
it 
+ ? 
Fee ye 
ai 
: 5 
ie 


| 
84 
3 rh 
at ee, 
ta 
mm iets 
¢ 
7 i 
a) 
Rh, 
+ Ope 
ai 
hh 





- gf’ iret : make 
14 G \_ OF] yanUs. 


But was a petty Servant to the State, 
He was your Enemy, ever fpake againft 
4 


Your Liberties, and the Charters that you bear 
I’th’ Body of the Weal: And now arriving 
At place of Potency, and {way o’th’ State, 
lt he fhould fill malignantly remain 
Falt Foe to th’ Plebeians, your Voices might 
Be Curfes to your felves. Youvfhould have faid, 
That as his worthy Deeds did claim no lefs 
Than what he ftood for; fo’ his gracious Nature 
Would think upon you for your: Voices, and 
Tranflate his Malice towards you; into Love, 
Standing your friendly Lords 

Sic. Thus to have faid, 
As you were foresadvis’ds had touch’d his. Spirit, 
And try’d his Inclination; from ‘him pluckt, 
Either his gracious Promife, which you might, 
As caufe had cali'd you up, have’ heldbhim to; 


Or elfe it would h ad Shy 
Jr elie 1€ would have galla his furly Natures 
WJ Lia af : > SULT} i c ure 

UXT ht I ies 2s ‘ tee J if 3 
Which eafiiy endures not: Article, 

rm . g ¢ 1 e . : 

VINE Im ro monte 1c littine 
‘ying him to ought; fo putting him'to Rage, 


4 pe Ih AY 1 i ose yl ashe 4 > ]. ; : - 
tou ine uid nave La em th advantage of his Choler, 


\ 


And pafs’d him unclected. 

_&ra, Did you perceive, 
rte did follicit you in. free Contempt, 

When he did need your Loves?) And do you think 
That his Contempt fhall not be bruifing to you, 
When he hath power to crufh? Why had your Bodies 
No Heart among you # Or had you Tongues,to ery 
Againft the Rectorthip of Tudgment? q 

Sic. Have you, e’er now, deny’d the Asker: 

And, now again of him that did not ask, but mock, 
Beftow your fu’d-for Tongues 2 


3. Cit, He's not confirm’d, we may deny him yet, 
’ 


_ 2 Cit. And will deny him : 
Lil have five hundred Voices of that Sound, 


™ A 8 s> 2 . > 
t Gir. Ay,twice five hundred, and their Friends to piece “em. 
_ ; : t > ; 
Bru. Get you hence inftantly, and tell thofe Friends, 


They have chofe a Conful that will from them take 
Their Liberties, make them.of no mote Woice 
ian Dogs, that are as often beat for Barking 
As therefore kept to do fo. 


Corioky 18. 1947 


Sic. Let them affemble; and ona fafer Judgment, 
All revoke your ignorant Ele@ion: Enforce his Pride, 
And his old Hate unto you ; befides, forget not, 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 
How in his Suit he {corn’d you: But your Loves, 
Thinking upon his Services, took from you 
Thy Apprehenfion of his prefent portance, 
Which moft gibingly, ungravely, he did fathion 
After the inveterate Hate he bears you. 

Bru. Lay a fault onus, -your Tribunes, 
That we labour’d (no: impediment between ) 
But that you muft caft your Ele@ion on him. 

Sic. Say, you chofe him, more after our Commandment, 
Than as guided by your own true Affe@tions, and that 
Your Minds, pre-occupied with what you rather mutt do, 
Than what you thould; made you againft the erain 
To Voice him. Conful... Lay the fault on ius, 

Brus Ay, {pare-us not: Say, we read Le@ures to you, 
How youngly he began toferve his Country, : 
How long continued, and what Srock he {prings of, 
The Noble Houfe o’th’.Aéartians; from whence came 
That -dncus Adartius, Numa’s Daughter’s Son, 
Who after great Hoffilivs here was King: 
Of the fame Houfe Publius and Quintus were, 
That our beft Water brought by: Conduits hither, 
And, nobly nam'd: AZartins; foy twice being Cenfor, 
Was his great Anceftor. 

Sic, One thus defcended, 
That hath befide well in his Perfon wrought, 
To be fet high in Place, we did commend 
To your remembrances 5 but you have found, 
Scaling his prefent bearing with his paft, 
That he’s your fixed Enemy, and revoke 
Your fudden Approbation. 

Bru. Say, you ne’er had don’t, 
(Harp on that ftill) but by our. putting on; 
And prefently, when you have drawn your Number, 
Repair to th’ Capirol. 

ll, Wewillfo; almoft all repent in their Ele@tion, 

| Exveunt Plebeians. 
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1948 Coriolanus, 
Bru. Let them go on : 
This Mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Than ftay paft doubt. for greater: 
If, as his Nature is, he fall in rage 
With their refufal, both obferve and anfwer 
The vantage of his anger. 
Sic. To th’ Capitol, come: 
We will be there before the {tream:.o’th’ People: 
And this fhall feem, as partly ’tis, their,own, 


Which we have goaded onward. LE xeunt. 
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AGe bd. slide. Db be ite oe 
SCENE Rome: 
Cornets. .- Enter, Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Titus 
Lartius,..ana other. Senators, 





Cor. Ullus Aufidius then had madé’ new’ Head? 
Lart. He had, my Lord; and that it was which caus'd 
Our. fwifter Compofition. 

Cor. So then the Yol/cies ftand but as at firft, 
Ready when time fhall prompt them,’ ‘to makeR oad 
Upon’s again, 

Com. They are worn, Lord Confal;“fo, 

That we fhall hardly in our Ages fee 
Their Banners wave.again. 

Cor. Saw you Aufidius ? 

Lart. On fafe-guard he came to me,’ atid did cunfe 
Againit the Yol/cies, for they had fo vilely 
Yielded the Town ; he ‘is retired to Antium. 

Cor. Spoke he of me? 

Lart. He did, my Lord. 

Cor. How! what! __—— 

Lart. How often he had met you Sword to Sword: 
That of all things upon the Earth he hated 
Your Perfon moft : That he would pawn his Fortunes 
To hoplefs Reftitution, fo he might 
Be call’d your Vangquifher. | 

Cor. At Antium lives he? 

Lart. At Antiuns, 
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‘Coriolanus. 1949 


Cor. I wifh I had-acaufe to feck him there, 
To oppofe his Hatred fully, Welcome homes 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 
Behold,’ thefe are’ the ‘Tribunes of the People, 
The Tongues o’th’ Common Mouth, Ido defpife them : 
For they do prank them in Authority, 
Againft all noble Sufferance. 
Sic. Pafs nofurther. 
Cor, Hah! what is that! —____— 
Bra. It will be dangerous to go on 
Cor, What makes this Change @ 
Aten. The Matter? 
Com. Hath he not pafs’d the Nobles, and the Commons? 
Bru. Cominius, NOs 
CarsHave I had Childrens Voices 2 
Sen. Tribunes, give way; he fhall to th’-Market place. 
Bru. The People are incens’d again{t him. 
Sic. Stops ‘or all. will fallin Broil. 
Cor. Are thefe your Herd? 
Mutt thefe have Woices, that can yield them. now, 
And ftraight difclaim their Tongues? What are your Offices? 
You being their Mouths, why rule you not their Teeth? 
Have you not fet them on¢ 
Men. Be calm, be calm. 
Cor, It is a purpos’d thing, and grows by Plot, 
To curb the Will of the Nobiliry: 
Suffer’t, and live with fuch as cannot Rule, 
Nor ever will be ruled. 
Bru. Call’t not.a Plot: 
The People cry..you mock’d them; ard of late, 
When Corn was given them, gratis, you repin’d, 
Scandal’d the Suppliants for the People, call’d them 
Time-pleafers, Flatterers, Foes to Noblenefs. 
Cor. Why this was known before. 
Bru. Not to them all. 
Cor. Have you inform’d them fithence?® 
Bru. How! I inform them! 
Com. You are like to do fuch Bufinefs. 
Bru. Not unlike, each way, to better yours. | 
Cor, Why then fhould I be Conful? By yond ay) 
8 








No further. 
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HW ie 1950 Coriolanus. 


Let me deferve fo ill as you, and make me 

Your fellow Tribune, 

paige Sic. You thew too much of ‘that, 

For which the People ftir; if you will pafs 

To where you are bound 
. u are bound, yot 

oie imuft enquire your way, 

hich you are out of, witha gentler Spirit, 

Or never be fo Noble as 4 Conful, 

Nor yoak with him for Tribune. 

Men. Leit’s be calm. 

Com. Fhe People are abus’d, fee ons “this paltring 

ecomes Not Aome: Nor has Coriolanys 

eae t Deterv'd this fo difhonour’d Rub; ‘laid falfly 

ahs Ith’ plain way of his Merit, 

Nev Cor. Tell me. of Corn! this was my Speech 

Bek And I will {peak’t again 

i Men. Not now, not now: 

mau | Sen. Not in this Héat;: Sir; now. 

Cor. Now, as 1 live; I will- i 

My Nobler Friends, I crave their Pardons: 

- = ae 4 ? 

Ht For the mutable rank«fcented Many, 

he Let them regard me, as Ido:not flatter, 

| And therein behold themfelves: I fay again, 

Ae eR ga them, ‘we nourifh ’gainft our Senate 

fie, a e Cockle of Rebellion, Infolencé, Sedition 

at Dine | a4 ae a a ? 

Ale cai hich we our {elves have Plow’d for, fow’d and {catteyd 
Nae nay ed | d : . 
ee = mingling them with us, the honour’d Number , 
4, 10 Jack not Virtue, no, nor Power, but t] 5, 

0 ic 8r4 2 Whi h h ; ‘ Se ee 

a Which they have given to Beggars 

é igh 
4 Men. Well, no more—— 
Sen. No more Words, we befeech you—___. 
Cor. How !———no ‘more! 

air As for my Country: Dhave thed my Blood 

Ha Not fearing outward) force fo fhall : 

4 Coin Warde ‘iit she: Ha my Lungs 
in Words "till their decay, againft thofe Meafles 

Which we difdain thould Tetter us, ‘yet feek 

aa he very way to catch them, 

bap ig va Bru. You {peak o’th’ 

5 | e qT > ‘ C 

ne Porat p h People, asif you were a God 

ae Punith, not a Man of their Infirmity 
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Coriolanus. 1951 


Cor. Choler! were. I.as patient as th midnight Sleep, 
By Jove, *twould be my Mind, 

Sice It isa Mind that thall remain.a Poifon 
Where it is, not poifon any further. 

Cor. Shall remain? , 

Hear you this Tritoz of the Minnoues? Mark you 
His abfolute Shall 2 

Com. ’I'was from the Canon. 

Cor. Shall !----O God !--but moft unwife Patricians; why 
You Graye,. but .wreaklefs Senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to.chufe.an Officer, 

That with his:peremprory. Shall, being but 

The Horn and Noife o’th’ Monfters, ‘wants not Spirit 
To fay, he'll turn, your Current in a Ditch, 

And make your Channel his? If he have Power, 
Then vail your Ignorance: If none, awake 

Your dangerous Lenity : Ifyou are: Learned, 

Be not as common Fools; if you are-not,) 

Let them have Cuthionsby yous Yow are Plebeians, 
If they be Senators ; and-they are no lefs, 

When both your Voices-blendeds:the greateft: Tafte 
Mott palates theirs... They chufe theix Magiftrate, 
And fuch a one.as he, who:putsiin his Shall, 

His popular Shall, againft a graver Berich 

Than. ever frown’d in Greece. By Fove himfelf, 
It makes the Confuls bafe.; and my Soul akes 

Lo know when. two Authorities are up, 

Neither Supream, how foon Confufion 

May enter ‘twixt the gap of both, and take 

The one by th’ other. 

Com. Wcll——on to th’ Market-place. 

Cor. Who ever gave that Counfel, to’ give forth 
The Corn o’th’ Storehoufe, gratis, .as “twas us’d 
Sometime in Greece-——— 

Méen.. Well, well, no more of that, 

Cor, Though there the People had ‘more abfolute Power ; 
I fay, they nourifh’d. Difobedience, fed the ruin of the 
.< , 
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iva. Why fhall the People give, 
One that {peaks thus, their Voice? 
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1952 Coriolanus. 
Cor. I'll give my Reafons, 
More worthy than their Voices. They know the Corn 
Was not our recompence, refting well affur’d 
They ne’er did Service fort, being preft to th’ War, 
Even when the Navel of the State was touch’d, 
They would not thred the Gates: This kind of Service 
Did not deferve Corn gratis. Being i’th’ War, 
heir Mutinies and Revolts, wherein they fhew’d 
Moft Valour, {poke not for them. Th’ Accufation 
Which they have often made againft the Senate, 
All caufe unborn, could never be the Native 
Of our fo frank Donation. Well, what then 
How thall this Bofom-multiplied, digeft 
The Senate’s courtefie? Let Deeds exprefs 
What’s like to be their Words= - We did requeft it--- 
Weare the greater Poll, and in true fear 
They gave us our Demands.:--- Thus we debafe 
The Nature of our Seats, and make the Rabble 
Call our Cares, Fears; which will in time 
Break open the Locks o’th’ Senate, and bring in 
The Crows to peck the Eagles 
Men, Come, enough. 
Brn. Enough, with over-meafure. 
Cor. No, take more. 
What may be {worn by, both Divine and Human, 
Seal what I end withal, This double worthip, 
Where one part does difdain with caufe, the other 
Infult without all feafon; where Gentry, Title, Wifdom, 
Cannot conclude, but by the Yea and No 
Of general Ignorance, it muft omit 
Real Neceflities, and give way the while 
Yo unftable Slightnefs: Purpofe fo barr’d, it follows, 
Nothing is done to purpofe. Therefore, befeech you, 
You that will be lefs fearful than difcreet, 
That love the Fundamental part of State 
More than you doubt the change of’t; that prefer 
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A noble Life before a long, and with 

To jump a Body with a dangerous Phyfick, 

That’s fure of Death without it; at once pluck out 
The Multitudinous Tongue, let them not lick 

The {weet which is their Poifon. Your difhonour 
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Coriolanus. — 


Mangles true Judgment, and bereaves the State 
Of that Integrity which thould become it : 
Not having the Power to ‘do the good it would 
For th’ ill which doth controut it, 

Bru. Has faid enough, 

Sic. Has fpoken like a Traitor, and fhall anfwer 
As Traitors do. 

Cor. Thou Wretch! defpight o’er-whelm thee !-- 
What fhould the People do with thefe bald Tribunes? 
On whom depending, their Obedience fails 
To th’ greater Bench, in a Rebellion : 

When what’s not meer, but what muft be, was Law, 
Then were they chofen; in a better Hour, 
Let what is meet, be faid, it muft be meet, 
And throw their Power i’rch’ Duft. 
Bra, Manifeft Treafon 
Sic. This a Conful? No. 
Enter an FEdile 

Bru. The e4diles, ho; let him be appreherded, 

Sic. Go call the People, in whofe Name my {elf 
Attach thee as a Traiterous Innovator: 

A Foe to th’ Publick Weal. Obey, I charge thee, 
And follow to thine anfwer. ” [Laying hold on Coriolanus, 

Cor. Hence, old Goat. 

All, We'll furety him. 

Com. Aged Sir, Hands off. 

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, orI fhall fhake thy Bones 
_ Out of thy Garments. 

Sic. Help me, Citizens, 

Enter a Rabble of Plebeians with the ACdiles. 

Men. On both fides more refped. 

Sic. Here's he, that would take from you all your 
Power. 

Bru. Seize him, e£diles. 

All, Down with him, down with him. 
2 Sen. Weapons, Weapons, Weapons ; 
| They all buftle about Coriolanus, 
Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens what hoc— 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, Citizens, 











All, Peace, peace, peace, ftay, holds peace, 
Vor, IV. | Ee 
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1954 

Aten, What is about to be ¢——_I am out of Breath 
Confufion’s near——lI cannot {peak.—_— You- Tribunes 
To th People----Coriolannts-~-. patience---{peak, good SiCUiNS, 

Sice Hear me, People-——peace 

All, Let’s hear our Tribune 
{peak. | 

- — *4 . 

Sic. Yow are at point to lofe your Liberties: 
Martius would have all from you; Azartius, 
Whom late you have nam‘d for Conful, 

Men, Fie, fie, fie, this is the way to: kindle, not to 











Peace; {peak,. {peak, 


quench, 
Sen, To unbuild the:City, and to lay all flat. 
Sic. What is the Crry, but the People? 
All, True, the People are the Gity. 
Bru. By the confent of all, we were eftalithed the Peo- 
pies Magittrares, 
#1, You fo remain. 
Aten, And fo are like to do. 
Com. That isthe way to lay the City flar, 
To bring the Roof to the Foundation, 
And bury all, which yet diftinctly ranges, 
In heaps and piles of Ruin. is 
Sic. This deferves Death. 
Bra, Or let us ftand to-our Authority, 
Ox let us lofe it; we do here pronounce, 
Upon the part o’th’ People, in whofe Power 
We were elected theirs, AZarrins is worthy 
Of prefent Death, : 
Sic. Therefore lay hold on him; 
Bear him to th’ Rock Tarpeian, and frony thence 
Into DeftruGtion caft him. 
Bru, -#diles, feize him. 
All Ple. Yield, Adartizs, yield. 
_ 4den. Hear mea word, *befeech you Tribunes, hearme 
but a word 
eailes. Peace, peace. 
Mien. Be that you feemy truly your Country’s:Friends, 
And temp’rately proceed to’ what you would 
i hus violently redrefs. 
Bra, Sir, thofe cold w 
That {eem like prudent helps, are v 
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Coriolanus. ¥955 
Where the difeafe is violent, Lay hands upon him, 

And bear him to the Rock. 
Cor. No, I’]] dye here; 
There’s fome among you have beheld me fighting, 

Come try upon your felves, what you have feen me. 
Aten. Down with that Sword, Tribunes withdraw a 
while. 

Bru. Lay Hands upon him. 
Men. Help Afartius, help---you that be noble, help him 
young and old. 
ll, Down with him, down with him. [ Exeunt. 
| uz this Adutiny, the Tribunes, the c&.diles; and the 
People are beat in. 
Men. Go, get you'to your Houle; be gone, away, 
Al] will be naught elfe. 
2 Sew. Get you gone. 
Com. Stand faft, we have as many Friends as Enemies. 
4en, Shall it be put to that? 
Sen. The Gods forbid: 
I prithee, noble Friend, hometo thy Houfe, 
Leave us to cure this Caufe. 
Men. For “tis a Sore upon us, 
You cannot Tent your felf; begone, “befeech you. 
Com. Come, Sir, along with us. 
Jen. 1 would they were Barbarians, as they are, 

Though in Rome litterd ; not Romans, as they are nof, 

Though calved in the Porch o’th’ Capitol: 

Begone, put not your worthy Rage into your Tongue, 

One time will owe another, 

Com, On fair Ground I could beat forty of them. 

Men, 1 could my {elf take up a Brace o’th’ beft of them, 
yea, the two Tribunes, | 

Com. But now ’tis odds beyond Arithmetick, 

And Manhood is call’d Fool’ry when it ftands 

Againtt a falling Fabrick. Wiull you hence, 

Before the Tag return, whofe Rage doth rend 

Like interrupted Waters, and o’er-bear 

What they are us’d to bear. 

Men, Pray you, be gone: 
il try whether my old Wit be in reqneft 
I e 4 Wich 


an 
, -~ J . 
Cor. draws bis Sword. 
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4en, Hear me peak; as I do. know 
@ Conful’s worthinefs, fo can I‘name his Fau] 
Sic. Conful!——what Confale mgt 
eh Men, The Conful Coriolanus ; 
Tae Bra. Ae Confiij!—_ 
th a = No, NO, NO, no, no, 
i , “4em It by the Tribunes leave: 
| And yours, good People, 
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Coriolanus. 1957 


I may be heard, I would crave a word or two, 
The which thall tarn you to no further harm, 
Than fo much lofs of time. 
Sic. Speak briefly then, 
For we are peremptory to difpatch 
This viperous Traitor; to eje& him hence 
Were but one Danger, and to keep himhere 
Our certain Death; therefore it is decreed, 
He dies to Night. 
Aten. Now the good Gods forbid, 
That our Renowned Rome, whofe Gratitude 
Towards her deferved Children, is enroll’d 
In Fove’s own Book, like an unnatural Dan 
Should now eat up her own. 
Sic. He's a Difeafe that muftbe cut away. 
Aten. Oh, he’sa Limb, that has but a Difeafe ; 
Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, eafie. 
What has he done to Rome, that’s worthy Death? 
Killing our Enemies, the Blood he hath loft 
(Which I dare vouch, is more than that he hath, 
By many an Ounce) he dropr it for his Country : 
And what is left, to lofe it by his Country; 
Were co us all that do’t, and fuffer it 
A brand to th’ end o’th’ World. 
Sic. This is clean kam, 
Bru. Meerly awry: 
When he did love his Country, it honour’d him, 
Aten. he fervice of the Foor, 
Being once gangreen’d, is not then refpected 
For what before it was 
Bra. We'll hear no more. 
Purfue him to his Houfe, and pluck him thence, 
Left his InfeGtion, being of a catching nature, 
Spread further. 
Men. One word more, one word: 
This Tiger-footed-rage, when it fhall find 
The harm of unskann’d fwiftnefs, will (too Jate) 
Tye leaden pounds to’s Heels. Proceed by Procefs, 
Left Parties (as he is belov’d) break our, 
And fack great Rome with Romazs, 
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t Mafters, | y down your Weapons, 

Bra. Go-not home, 

Sic. Meet on the Market-place3 .we’llattend you there 
TA? } 2 > f ] epee Need ’ ; . ; 7 . 
iS ee you TINS NOC LZ ATILAS, wel process 
In our firft Ways 

Ji Pw }?? } > 1. : ik 
Men, Pi} bri; £ him to you, 


. 
Let me defire your Company; he mult com 
Or on 1s wortt wl follow, 
> .. j nd 
I Sex. Pray you let’s to him. [Ex Chit 
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m pull all about mine oan prefeatme 
Lorfe 
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Exter Volumnia. 

Noble. Youdo the Nobler. 

Cor. I mufe, my Mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
| at call them Woollen Vaf] is things created 

© buy and fell with Groats, to-thew bare Heads 
In Congrega ions, to Vie: be full, and wonder, 
When one but of my Ordinance ftood up 
To tpeak of Peace, or War. I talk of you, 
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Chicane 1959 


Why did you wifh me milder? Wou'd you haveme 
Falfe to my Nature? Rather fay, I play 
The Man I am. 

Vol. Ob, Sir, Sir, Str. 
I would have had you put your Power well on, 
Before you had worn it out. 

Saf L et *s £0. 

Vol. You might have been enough the Man you are, 
With ftriving lefs to be oe Li fer had been 
The things that thwart y r Difpofitions, if 
You had not fhew’d them este ye were difpos'd 
E’er they lack’d power to crofs you. 

Cor. Let them hang. 

Vol. AYs and burn too. 
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Exter Menenius with the Senators. 


J4en. Come, come, you have been too rous th, fométhing 
too rough: : You may return, and mend it 
Sen. There’ 4 no Remedy; 
Unlefs by not | fo doing, our good City 
Cleave in the midit, aa perifh. 
Vo. Pray be counfell'd; 
I have a lei as Tittle € apt as yours, 
But yet a Brain that leads my. ufe of Anger 
To better vantage 
Men, Well faid, noble Woman: 
Before he fhéuld thus ftcop to th’ faut but that 
The violent Fit o’th’ Times craves it as Phyfick 
For the whole State, T would put mine  AteaouT on, 
Which I can fcarcely bear. 
Cor. What muft.1 do2 
Men. Returnto th’ Tribunes. 
Cor. Well, what then? what then? 
Men. Repent what you have fpoke. 
Cor. For chem 2 2 Icannot do it fog the Gods, 
Mut I then dot to them? 
Vol. You are too abfolute, 7 
Tho’ therein you'can néver be too Noble, 
Bats when Extremities fpeak. I have he: of you fay, 
Honour and Policy, like unfever’d Friends, 
Ich’ Wi t do grow together: Grant that, and tell me 
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Maks 3 bh ( J1960 Coriolanus. 
oi In Peace, what each of them by th’other lofe, 


hat they combine not there? 
| Cor. ‘Tuth, tufh——_—_ 
Pai Men, A good Demand, 
| Vol. If it be Honour in your Wars, to feem 
The fame you are not, which for your beft ends 
You adopt your Policy: How is it lefs or worfe 
That it fhall hold Companionfhip in Peace 
With Honour, asin War; fince that to both 
It ftands in like requeft, 
Cor, Why force you this 
Vol. Becaufe, that 
Now it lyes you on to {peak to the People: 
Not by your own Inftruction, nor by the Matter 
Which your Heart prompts you to, but with fuch Worde 
hat are ‘but roated in your, Tongue: 
Tho’ but Baftards, and Syllables 
OF no Allowance, to your Bofom’s Truth. 
Now, this no miore Difhonours yon at all, 
Than to take in a Town with gentle Words, 
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( ' what is paft. 

hd Yol. I prithee now, my Son, 

Go to them, with this Bonnet in thy Hand, 

And thus far having ftretch'd it Chere e with them) 

Thy Knee buffing the Stones: Eor in fuch Bufinefs 
Aicon is Eloquence, and the Eyes of th’ Ignorant 

aie Mor Learned than the Ears, waving thy Head, 

MAb | Which ofter thus correcting, thy ftout Heart 
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ral a Ri Which elfe would put you to your Fortune, and 
(ih pega The hazard of much Blood. 
th ear lad I would diffemble with my Nature, where 
fe hk Cai My Fortunes and my Friends at Stake, requir'd 
Ni Niiahee fa 8 I thould do fo in Honour. I aminthis 
Heb ae’ Your Wife, your Son: Thefe Senators, the Nobles, 
el i ea And you, will rather fhew our general Lowts, 
ate 4 How you can frown, than {pend a Fawn upon *em, 
Bi) 8 Pa For the Inheritance of their Loves ard Safegard 
% ae Bee OF what that Want mioht ruin, 

ROT Se ae 44en. Noble Lady ! 

anergy Come go with us, {peak fair: You may falve fo, 

f Hi Not what is dangerous prefent, but the lofs 
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Cothlanus 19Gy 


Now humble as the ripeft .M ulberry, 

That will not hold the Handling: Or fay to them, 
Thou art their Soldier, and being bred in Broils 
Haft not the foft way, which thou doft confefs 
Were fit for thee to ufe, as they to claim, 

In asking their good Loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thy felf (forfootii) hereafter theirs fo far, 

As thou haft Power and Perfon. 

Men. This but done, 

Even as fhe fpeaks, why their Hearts were yours: 
Fer they have Pardons, being ask’d, as free, 
As Words to little purpofe, 
Vol. Prithee now, 
Go and be rul’d: Altho’ I know thou had(t rather 
Follow thine Enemy to a hery Gulf, 
Than flatter him in a Bower. 
Enter Cominius. 
Here is Cominius. 

Com. I have been i*th’ Market-place, and Sir, ’tis fic 
You have ftrong Party, or defend your felf 
By Calmnefs, orby Abfence: All’s in Anger. 

Men, Only fair. Speech. 

Com. 1 think *twill ferve, if he can thereto frame his 
Spirit. 

Vol. He muft and will: 

Prithee now fay you will, and go about it. 

Cor. Mult. I go thew them my unbarbed Sconce ? 
Muft I with my bafe Tongue give to my noble Heart 
A Lie, that it mutt bear well? I will do’t: 

Yet were there but this fingle Plot, ro lofe 

This Mould of Martius, they to Duft fhould bring it, 
And throw’t againft the Wind. To the Market-place : 
You have put me flow to fuch 2 part, which never 

I fhall difcharge to th’ Life, 

Com. Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

Vol. Ay, prithee now, fweet Son, as thou haft faid 
My Praifes made thee firft a Soldier; fo 
To have my Praife for this, perform a part 
Thou haft not done before. 

Cor. Well, I mutt do’t: 

Away my Difpofition, and poffefs me 
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J) Coriolanus. 


some Harlots Spirit: My Throat of War be turn’d 
W hich quir’d with my Drum, into a Pipe, ' 
Small as an Eunuch, or the Virgin Voice 
hat Babies lulls afleep; The Smiles of Knaves 
Tent in my Cheeks, and School-boys Tears take up 
The Glaffes of my Sight: A Beggars Tongue 
Make motion through my Lips, and my arm’d Knécs 
Whobow’d but in my Stirrup, bend like his 
That hath receiv’d an Alms. I will not do’t 
Left I {urceafe to honour mine own Truth, 
And by my Bodies A@ion, teach my Mind 
A molt inherent Bafenefs, 
: Val. At thy Choice then» 
T o beg of thee, it is my more Difhonour 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin let 
Thy Mother rather feel thy Pride, chant fear 
Uhy dangerous Stoutnefs: For I mock at Death 
With as big Heart as thou. Doas thou lif 
Uhy Valiantnefs was mine, thou fuck’ft it from me* 
But own thy Pride thy felf. 
Cor. Pray be content: 
a. I am going to the Market-place: 
deme nomore, IJ’ll Mountebank their Loves 
Cog their Hearts from them, and come home belov'd 
Of all the Trades in Rome. Look, I am Oiiib 
Commend me to my Wife, 1’ return Confal, 
Or never trutt to what my Tongue can do 
Ith’ way-of Flatrery further, 
oo sri a, r aipe jos | Exit Volumnia. 
way, tae Tribunes do attend you: Arm your felf 
To anfwer mildly: For they are prepar’d : 
With Accufations, as I hear, more {tron 
Phan are upon you yet. 2 
Cor. The Word is, mildly. Pray you let us go 
Let them accufe me by Invention: I” A 
Will anfwerin mine Honour. 
Men. Ay, but mildly, 
Cor, Well, mildly be it then, mildly. [ Exeunt 
5 ; Hares Sicinius avd Brutus, i 
ee A Le Point charge him home, that he affe&s 
j ca: SOwer: It he evade us there, 
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Costas. 1963 


Inforce him with shis envy to the People, 
And that the Spoil got.on the JAutiats 
Was ne'er diftributed. . What, will he come? 
Enter an eEdile, 
cid. He’s coming, 
Bru. How accompanied 2 
e£d. With old Adexenius, and thofe Senators 
That always favour’d him. 
Sic. Have you a Catalogue 
Of all the Voices that we have procur’d, fet down by th’ 
eid. I have; ‘tis ready. (Poll? 
Sic. Have you colleGed them by Tribes? 
ed. I have; °tis ready. 
Sic. Affemble prefently the People hither 
And when they hear me fay, it fhall befo, 
I’th’ right and ftrength o’th? Commons; be it either 
For Death, for Fine, or Banifhment, then let them, 
If I fay Fine, cry Fine; if Death, cry Death, 
Infifting on the old Prerogative 
And power ith’ truth o’th’ Caufe, 
ed. I will inform them. 
Bru, And when fuch time they have begun to cry, 
Ect them not.ceafe, but. with a din confus’d, 
Inforce the prefent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence, 
ed. Very well. 
Sic. Make them be ftrong, and ready for this hint 
When we {hall hap to giv’r them. 
Bru. Go about it, 
Put himto Choler ftteight, he hath been us’d 
Ever to conquer, and to have his word 
Of Contradi@ion. Being once chaft, he cannot 
Be rein’d again to Temperance; then he {peaks 
What's in his Heart; and that is there, which looks 
Wirh us to break his neck. 
Later Cortolanus, Menenius, and Cominius, with others. 
Sic. Well, here he comes. 
4lden,' Calmly, I do befeech you. 
Cor. Ay, as an Hoftler, that. for thepooreft peice 
Will bear the Knave by th’ Volume: 
Th’ Honoured Gods 
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Keep Rome in Safety, and the Chairs of Juftice 
Supplied with worthy Men, plant Love amongft you, 
Through our large Temples, with the fhews of Peace, 

Cor. And not our Streets with’ War, 

1 Sex. Amen, Amen, 

Men. A noble With. 
Enter the eEdile with the Plebeians. 

Sic. Draw near, ye People. 

ed. Lift to your Tribunes: Audience ; 
Peace, I fay. 

Cor. Firft, hear me {peak 

Both Tri. Well, fay : Peace, ho. 

Cor, Shall I be charg’d no further than this prefent 2 
Mutt all determine here 2 

Sic. I do demand, 

If you fubmit you to the Peoples Voices, 
Allow their Officers, and are content 
To fuffer lawful Cenfure for fuch faults 
A\s fhall be prov’d upon you 2 

Cor. I am content. 

Men. Lo, Citizens, he fays he is content : 
The warlike Service he has done, confider; think 
Upon the Wounds his Body bears, which they 
Like Graves i’th’ holy Church-yard, 

Cor. Scatches with Briars, Scars to move 
Laughter only, 

{i!fen. Confider further : 

That when he fpeaks not like a Citizen, 
You find him like a Soldier ; do not take 
His rougher A@ions for malicious Sounds : 
But, as I fay, fuch as become a Soldier, 
Rather than envy you. 

Com. Well, well, no more. 

Cor. What is the matter, 

That being paft for Confal with full Voice, 
fam fo difhonour’d, that the very hour 
You take it off again 2 

Sic. Anfwer to us. 

Cor. Say thens “tis true, I ought fo. 

Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv’d to takg 
From Rome all feafon'd Office, and to wind ~ 
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Coriolanus. ¢ 1965 


Your felf unto a Power Tyrannical, 
For which you area Traitor to the People. 

Cor. How? Traitor ¢ 

Men. Nay, temperately : your promife, 

Cor. The Fires i’th’ loweft Hell, Fold in the People; 
Call me their Traitor! thou injurious Tribune! 
Within thine Eyes fate twenty thoufand Deaths; 
In thy Hands clutch’d as many Millions, in 
Thy lying Tongue, both Numbers, I would fay, 
Thou lyeft unto thee, with a Voice as free, 

As I do pray the Gods. 

Sic. Mark you this, People 2 

All, To th’ Rock with him. 

Sic. Peace : 

We need not put new Matter to his Charge: 
What you have feen him do, and heard him fpeak, 
Beating your Officers, curfing your felves, 
Oppoting Laws with Stroaks, and here defying 
Thofe whofe great Power muft try him, 

Even this fo Criminal, and in fuch Capital kind, 
Deferves th’ extreameft Death. 

Bru. But fince he hath ferv’d well for Rome—— 

Cor. What do you prate of Service 2 

Bru. 1 talk of that, that know It. 

Cor. You 2 

Men. 1s this the promife that you made your Mother ¢ 

Com. Know, I pray you. 

Cor. I'll know no farther : 

Let them pronounce the fteep Tarpeian Death, 
Vagabond Exile, Fleaing, pent to linger 

But with a'Grain a Day, I would not buy 
Their Mercy, at the price of one fair word, 
Nor check my Courage for what they can give, 
To have’t with faying, Good morrow. 

Sic. For that he has 
(As much as in him lyes) from time to time 
Envy’d again{t the People; feeking Means 
To pluck away their Power; as now at laft, 
Giveg Hoftile ftroaks, and that not in the prefence 
Of dreaded Juftice, but on the Minifters 
That do diftribute it. In the Name o'th’ People, 
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1966 Coriolanus. 


And in the Power of us the Tribunes, we 
(Ev’n from this inftant) banith him our City, 
In peril of Precipitation 
gg off the Rock Tarpeian, never more 
O enter Our Rome’s Gate th’ , 
> er ess I'th’ People’s Na 
I fay it thall be fo, ; bia 
a It thal be fo, it thall be fo: Lethim away: 
| a wn d, and it fhall be fo. 
OW. a a) 
ae WA me, my Matters, and my common Friends-.-. 
- He's Sentene’d: No more Flearing, | 
: ews Let me fpeak : 
Aine been Conful, and can fhew from Rome, 
i te marks upon me. TI do love 
me igi $ good, witha refpe@ more tender, 
a - 0 Y> and profound, than mine own Life, 
ha Aegis eftimate, her Womb’s increafe, 
realure of my Loyns: Then if I would 
Speak thar——___-_ 
os i know your drif-, Speak what 2 
‘s spetieke 3 sigh to be faid, but he is banifh’d 
! 0 the beople, and. his Co 
It thall be fo, ne tor PY, 
- : fhall be fo, it thall be {0, 
or. 'v of 
Prec bie og cry of Si whofe Breath J hate, 
: otten Fenns; whofe Loy ‘: 
i ole Loves I prize 
- Se Carkaffes of unburied Men, . 
: 7 0 corrupt-my Air: I Banith vou 
: nd here remain with Your uncertainty 
— ie feeble Rumour fhake your Hearts: 
oat Sbemies, with nodding of their Plum 
Fan you into Defpair= iI 
+. fk pair: Have the Power fii} 
zs aniih your Defenders, till at: length 
) z [ 
ar Ignorance (which finds not till it feels. 
Miaking but refervation of your {c] 
Still your own F aoe 
bog rown Foes) deliver you 
\s moft abated Captives, to fame Nation 
- ar won you without Blows, defpifing 
ns you the City: Thu; 1 turn my Back 
here is a World elfewhere, peta 
Lxeunt Coriolann ini 
Top beige x - Cortolanus, Cominius, “and others: 
| ) 2 44 throw up their Caps, 
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Coriolanus. 1967 


c4dile, The Peoples Enemy is gone, is gone. 
All, Our Enemy is banifh’d; heis gone. Hoo,hoo. 
Sic. Go fee him out at Gates, and follow him 
As he hath follow’d you; with all defpight, 
Give him defery’d vexation. Leta Guard 
Attend us through the City. 
All, Come, come ; lets {ee him out at the Gates, come. 
The Gods preferve our noble Tribunes, come. 


— 


| Exeunt. 
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SCENE woethout the Walls of Rome. 
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Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, Cominius, 
with the young Nobility of Rome. 
Cor, Ome, leave your Tears: A brief farewel: The Beaft 
With many Heads butts me away. Nay, Mother, 
Where is your ancient Courage: You were us’d 
To fay, Extremity was the Trier of Spirits, 
That common Chances common: Mencould bear; 
That when the Sea was calm, all Boats alike 
Shew’d Mafterfhip in floating. Fortune’s blows 
When moft {truck home, being gentle wounded, craves 
A noble Cunning. You were us’d to load me 
With Precepts that would make invincible 
The Heart that conn’d them, 
Vir. Oh Heavens! O Heavens! 
Cor. Nay, I prithee Woman——— 
Vol. Now the Red-Peftilence ftrike all Trades in Rome, 
And Occupations perifh. 
Cor. What! what! what! 
I fhall be lov’d, when I am lack'd. Nay, Mother, 
RKefume that Spirit, when you were wont to fay, 
If you had been the Wife of Hercules, 
Six of his Labours you’d have.done, and fav’d 
Your Husband fo much Swear: Cominins, 
Droop not; Adieu: Farewel my Wife, my Mother, 
Pil do well-yet... Thou. old and true Menenins, 
Thy Tears are falter than a younger Man’s, 
And venomous.to thine Eycs.. My. (fometime). General, 
have {cen thee ftern, and thou halt oft beheld Heare- 
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1968 Coriolanus, 
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Heart-hardning Spectacles.. Telf thefe fad Women, 
Tis fond to wail inevitable ftroaks, 
As ‘tis to laugh at’em, My Mother, you wot not well 
My hazards {till have been your folacé, and 
Believ’t not lightly, tho’ J 20 alone, 
Like to a lonely Diazon, that his Fen 
Makes fear’d, and talk'd of more than feen: Your SOn 
Will, or excecd the Common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice, 
Vol. My firft Son, 
Whither will you go? Take good Cominius 
With thee a while ; determine on fome courfe 
More than a wild expofure, to each Chance 
Thar farts th way before thee, 
Cor. O the Gods! 
Com. I'll follow thee a month, devife with thee 
Where thou fhalt reft, that thon may’{t hear of us, 
And weof thee. So if the time thruft forth 
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» ae A caufe for thy Repeal, we fhall not fend 

yea ie Tre O’er the vaft World, to feek 4 fingle Man, 

Hae Pal eas And lofe advantage, which doth ever cool 

HU MONTE Saget 3 I’th’ abfence of the needer, 

UG Ag ae Cor. Fare ye well: 

Bed ean Thou haft Years upon thee, and thou art too full 

blah ARR is i OF the War’s furfeits, to go rove with one 

halt is That’s yet unbruis’d ; Bring me but out at Gate. 

Bri bata Come, my {weet Wife, my deareft Mother, and 

Es aC My Friends of Note touch : When I am forth, 

ti caeg | tip Bid me Farewell, and {mile. I pray you, come: 

He anne: Te While I remain above th. Ground, you fhall — 

Hea tame Hear from me ftill, and never of me ought 

1A | i But what is like me formerly. 

htt li Alen. That’s worthily “ 

eh Me As any Ear can bear. C mie, let’s not weep, 

. ea If I could thake off bur one feven Years 

i he | From thefe old Arms and Legs, by the good Gods 

bine oul t I’d with thee eve ry foot, 

ie ci a Cor. Give me thy Hand, come, f Exeunt, 
Yar ea Exter Sicinius and Brutus, with the eEdile. 

h Hit te at Sic. Bid them all home, he’s gone ; and we'll no further. 
; ca ae The Nobility are vexed, whom we fee have fided 

Pe ate In his behalf. Bra: 
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Bru. Now we have thewn our Power, 
Let us feem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was a doing. 

Sic, Bid them home, fay their great Enemy is gone, 
And they, ftand in their ancient {trength, 

Brz. Dilmifs them home. Here comes his Mother, 
Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius, 
dic. Let’s not meet her. 
Brz#. Why ? 
Sic. Uhey fay the’s mad. 
Brn, They have ta’en note of us : Keep on your Way. 
Vol. Oh y’are well met: 
Th’ hoorded Plague o’th’ Gods requite your Love. 
Men. Peace, peace, be not fo loud. 
Vol. If that I could for weeping, you fhould hear ——— 

Nay, and you fhall hear fome. Will you be gone 2 

Virg. You fhall {tay too: I would I had the power 

To fay fo to my Husband. 

Sic. Are you Mankind? 
Vol, Ay, Fool, is thataShame? Note but this Fool, 

Was not a Man my Father? Hadft thou Foxthip 

To banifh him that ftruck more blows for Rome, 

Than thou haft fpoken words 
Sic. Oh bleffed Heavens ! 
Vol. More noble Blows, than ever thou wifeW ords, 

And for Rome’s good I'll tell thee what yct go-——. 

Nay, but thou fhalt ftay too I would, my Son 

Were in Arabia, and thy Tribe before him, 

His good Sword in his Hand. 

Sic. What then? 

Virg. What then? He’d make an end of thy Pofterity. 

Pol. Baftards, and all, 

Good Man, the Wounds that he does bear for Rome. 

Men. Come, come, peace 

Sic. I would he had continued to his Country 
As he began, and not unknit, himfelf, 

The noble Knot he made. 

Bru. 1 would he had. 

Vol. Iwould he had! T'was you incens’d the Rabble. 
Cats, that can judgeas fitly of his Worth, 

As I can of thofe Myfteries which Heayen 
Vor, IV. Ff Will 
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1970 Coriolanus. 


Will not have Earth to know, 
Bru. Pray let’s go. 
Vol. Now, pray Sir, get you gone, 
You have done a brave deed: E’er you go, hear this: 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meaneft Houfe in Rome; fo far my Son, 
This Lady’s Husband here, this (do you {ee) 
Whom you have Banith’d, does exceed you all, 
Bru. Well, well, we'll leave you. 
Sic. Why ftand you to be Baited 
With one that wants her Wits 2 
Vol. Take my Prayers with you. 
I with the Gods had nothing elfe to do, 
But to confirm my Curfes. Could I meet "em 
But once a Day it would unclog my Heart 
Of what lyes heavy to’t. : 
Afen. You have told them home, 
And by my troth you have caufe: You’l] {up with me? 
Vol. Anger’s my Meat, I fup upon my felf, 
And fo fhall ftarve with feeding: Come, let’s 20, 


[ Ex. Tribanes. 


Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, 
in Anger, Juno-like: Come, come, come. 
Fie, fie, fie, | Exeant 


SCENE FL. Antium. 


Exter a Roman and a Vol{cie. 


Rom. I know you well, Sir, and you know me: Your 
Name, I think, is Adrian. 

Vol. Xt is fo, Sir: truly I have forgot you. 

Kom, 1 ata.a Roman, and my Services are as you are 
againft °em. Know you me yet 2 

Vol. INicanor? No, 

Rom. The fame, Sir, 

Vol. You had more Beard when I laft faw you, but 
your Favour is well appear’d by your Tongue. What's the 
News in Rome? Whave a Note from the Vol{cian State to 
find you out here. You have wellfaved mea Day’s Journey. 

Rom. There hath been in Rome ftrange InfurreGi- 
ons: The People s againft the Senators, Patricianis, and 

Nobles. 
nywWol, Hath been ! is it ended then 2 Our State thinks not 
Ur wEOV gee 
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Coriolanus. 1971 
fos they are in a moft Warlike Preparation,and hope to come 
upon them!in the heat of their Divifion. 

Rom. The main blaze of ir is paft, but a fmall thing 
would make it flame again. For the Nobles receiye fo 
to heare the Banifhmnnt of that worthy Coriolangs, that 
they are in a ripe aptnefs, to take all Power from the Peo 
ple, and to pluck from themtheir Tribunes for ever. This 
lies glowing I can tell you, and is almoft mature for the 
violent br: aking out, 

Vol. Coriolanus Banifh’d 2 

Kom. Banith’d, Sir, 


Vol, You will be welcome with this Intelligence, Ni- 
CAnor. 


© tp 


ct as te Ate Ra hate 


« —- 


emerge RTE caterer Al 


a 


; ——— al ad 
SS ie 
~ 4 ig > 7 + 


ita 


apenas 
Mees: 


6 PE COE 2, OE OE EO OE 


ie 


cod 


Kom. Tite day ferves well for them now. I have heard 
it faid, the _fitteft time to corrupt a Man’s Wife, is when 
{he’s fallen out with her Husband. Your Noble Tellus Au- 
fidius will appear well in thefe Wars, his great Oppofer Cori. 
olanus being now in no requeit of his Country. 

Vol. He cannot chufe, I am moft fortunate, thus acci- 
dentally to encounter you. You have ended my Bufinefs, 
and I will m errily accompany you home. 

Kon. I fhall, between this and Supper, tell you mof 
itrange things from. Rome ; all tendiag to the good of their 

dverfaries, Have you an Army ready, fay you 2 

Vol. Amolt Royal one. The Centurions and their Char- 
ges diftinctly billetred already in the entertainment, and to 
be on foot at an hour's warning, 

Kom. 1 am joyful to hear of their readinefs, and am -the 
Mar, I think, that fhall fer them in prefent Action, So, 
Sir, heart’ly well met, and moft giad of your Company. 

Vol, You take my part from me, Sir, I have the moft 


caule to be glad of yours, 


oO 


fc rag 7 tes 


gj 


——s 


yy 

i i 
\ 
1 

\ 

4 

A 

4 
. 
\ 
\ 
\ 

4 
7 
vy 


fi“ 
Oe 


Rom. Well, let us go together, | Exeunt, 
Eater Coriolanus iz mean Apparel, diftnisd and muffled. 

_ Cor, A goodly City is this Autign. City, 

‘Tis I that made thy Widows: Many an Heir 

Of thefe fair Edifices, for my Wars 

Have I heard groan, and drop :: Then know me not, 

Left that thy Wives with Spits, and Boys with Stones, 
In puny Battel flay me. Save you, Sir. 

Enter a Citizen, 


Cit, And you, Ff 3 Cor. 
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Cor. Dire me, if it be your will, where ereat Aujidins 
‘ies: Is hein Antium? 

Cite He 1s, and Feafts the Nobles of the State, at hisHoufe | 
this Night. 

Cor. Which is his Houfe, I befeech you 2 

Cit. This here before you. 

Cor. Thank you, Sir: Farewel. [ Exit Citizen, 
Oh World, thy flippery turns! Friends now faft fworn, 
Whofe double Bofoms feem to wear one Heart, 

Whofe Hours, whofe Bed, whofe Meal and Exercifé 
Are {till together ; who twine (as ’twere) in Love, 
Unfcparable, fhall within this Hour, 

On adiflention of a Doir, break out 

To bittereft Enmity. So felleft Foes, 

Whofe Paffions, and whofe Plots have broke their Sieep 
To take the one the other, by fome chance, 

Some Trick not worth an Egg, thall grow dear Friends, 
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AWM Metis i And inter-join their Iffues. So with me, 

40 eee Be My Birth-place have I, and my Lovers left; upon 

Avni Ae This Enemy’s Town I'll enter, if he flay me; 

ema Sete He does fair Juftice: If he give me way, 

Ha era I'l] do his Country Service. | Exit, 

t i SENEUI 2A Hall in Aufidius’s Houfe. 

} | ay Mujick plays. Enter a Serving-man, 

i Hil t Ser. Wine, Wine, Wine! What Service is here? I 

4 i think our Fellows are afleep. | Exit. 
a | 


Enter another Serving-man. 
2 Sere Where’s Cotus ? My Matter calls for him: Cotus. 


ti 

Hapa of Enter Coriolanus. | Exit. 
fy ue Cor. A goodly Houfe; | 

Dae ae ey The Feaft{mells; but I appear not like a Gueft. - 

tas PM Enter the firft Serving-man, 

. peti) | xr Ser. What would you have, Friend 2? whence are you? 
i | Flere’s no place for you: Pray go to the Door. [ Exit. 
Ad Ea Cor. I have deferv'd no better Entertainment, in being 
An - i Coriolanus. Enter fecond Servant. . 
A eave? -2-Ser, Whence are you,Sir ? Has the Porter his Eyesin 
4 neat i} his Head, that he gives entrance to fuch Companions? 


i Pray get you our. 
Cor, Away! 
2 Ser. Away: Get you away. Cor. 
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Cor. Now thou’rt troublefom. 
2 Ser. Are you fo brave? Pil have you talk’d with anon. 
Enter a third Servant. The firft meets him. 

3. Sere What Fellow’s this 2 

1 Ser. A ftrange one as ever I look’d on: I cannot get him 
out o’th’ Houfe : Prithee call my Mafter to him. 

3. Ser, What have you to do: here, Fellow? Pray you 
avoid the Houfe. 

Cor. Let me but ftand, I will not hurt your Hearth. 

3 Ser. What are you ? 

Cer. A Gentleman. 

3 Ser. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True; fo Iam. 

3 Ser. Pray you, poor Gentleman, take up fome other Sr:- 
tion, here’s no place for you; pray you avoid: Come. 

Cor. Follow your Funétion, go and batten on cold bits. 

{ Pufhes him away from him. 

3. Ser, What, you will not? Prithee tell my Mafter, what 
a itrange Gueft he has here. 

2 Ser. And I fhall. 

3 Ser. Where dwell’{t thou 2 

Cor. Under the Canopy. 

3 Ser. Under the Canopy 2 

Cor. Ay. 

2 Ser. Where’s that 2 

Cor. ['th’ City of Kites and Crows. 

3 Ser. Ith’ City of Kites and Crows? What an AG ic 
is; then thou dwell’ with Daws too? 

Cor. No, I ferve not thy Matter. 

3 Ser. How, Sir ! Do you meddle with my Matter ? 

Cor. Ay, *tis an honefter Service, than to meddle with 
thy Miftrefs: Thou prat’it, and prat’ft; ferve with thy 
Trencher : Hence. | Beats him away. 

Enter Aufidius, with a Serving-man. 

Auf. Where is this Fellow 2 | 

2 Ser. Here, Sir ; I'd have beaten him likea Dog, but for 
difturbing the Lords within. (Nam: 2 


| Exit fecond Serving-man. 


” 
or 


Auf. Whence com’ft thou? What would’ft thou? Thy 
Why fpeak’ft not ? Speak Man: VVhat’s thy Name? 

Cor. If, Tullius, not yet thou know’{t me, and feeing me, 
doft not take me for the Mao I am, necefity commands me 
name my Sel f, Fr 3 Auf. 
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. f i 974 Cotiolanus. 
a Aut. What is thy Name 2 


] ei od 
fae t f at) . ri a Mg 
ae ii! Cor. A Name unmufical to Fol(cians Ears, 


And harfh in found to thine. 
Auf. Say, what’s thy Name? 


tat Thou haft a grim appearance, and thy Face 


: wi . > ; rr 5 
Bears a Command in’t; though thy Tackle’s torn, 
T hou fhew ft ble flels What's J 

nou inew it a noble Veflel: What’s thy Name? 


Cor. Prepare thy Brow to frown; know’ft thou me note 


“uf. I know thee not; thy Name? 


ae) Cor. My Name is Cains AZartius, who hath done 


To thee particularly, and to all the Volfcies, 
Great Hurt and Mifchief ; thereto witnefs may 
M y Sirname, Coriolanus, The painful “rvices 
he extream Dangers, and the drops of Blood 
Shed for my thanklefs Country, are requited 


ae But with that Sirname; a good Memory 


And witnefs of the Malice and Difpleafure 
Which thou could’ft bear me; only that Name remains. 


eae? he Cruelty and Envy of the -eople, 


ee a Permitted by our daftard Nobles, who 
RID ee Have all forfook me, hath devour’d the reft ; 


Lam ape ag ie . 
PS Shih 2 And fuffer’d me by th’ voice of Slaves to be 


a ee Hoop’d out of Rome. Now this extremity 
ee Hath brought me to thy Hearth, not out of hope 
| (Miftake me not) to fave my Life; for if 


Wir iis eae oet Veet 
Ay OS ibiEe J a r “? ; 
db { had fear’d Death, of all the Men ith’ World 
MTB id hs Syiey. ; 74 .@ninded + BR M x 
eee I would have voided thee. But in meer {pite 
AE ve ant To be full quit of thofe my Banithers, 
la a Stand I before thee here: Then if thou haft 
Pith. tae ‘ pata Sere 2 ; r 
be A Heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 
a gh ine Pi culls ; t ; 
Reith: Thine owa particular Wrongs, and ltop thofe maims 
ah OF thame feen through thy Country, {peed thee {traighe 
Baa And make my mifery ferve thy turn: So ufe it, ait 
haan Phat my revengeful Services may prove 
ti Tein eh As Benefi i Ai i 
AN Ra is Benenhits to thee. For I will fight 
heat Againtt my Cankred Country, with the {plcen 
if Hf Of all the under Fiends. But if fo be, 
bap pad a ? > a vs & * 
peel Fhou dar'ft not this, and that to prove more Fortunes 


Thow’rt tird, then in a word, I alfo am 
Longer to live moft weary, and prefent 
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Ade My Throat to thee, and to thy ancient Malice : 
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Which notto cut, would fhew thee buta Fool, 
Since I have ever follow’d thee with hate, 
Drawn Tuns of Blood out of thy Country’sBreaft, 
And cannot live but to thy Shame, unlefs 

It be to do thee Service. 

Auf, Oh, Martius, Aartins, 

Each word thou halt fpoke, hath weeded from my Heart 
Aroot of anciert Envy. If Fupiter 

Should from yon Cloud {peak Divine things, 

And fay, *tis true; I'd not believe them more 

Than thee, all-noble AZarti4s. Let me twine 
Mine Arms about that Body, where againit 

My grained Afh an hundred times hath broke, 
And {carr’d the Moon with Splinters; here I cleep 
The Anvile of my Sword, and do conteft 

As hotly and as nobly with thy Love, 

As ever in ambitious Serenat I did 

Contend againft thy Valour, Know thou, firft 

I lov’d the Maid I married; never Man 

Sigh’d truer Breath. But that I fee thee here, 
Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt Heart, 
Than when I firft my wedded Miftrefs faw 
Beftride my Threfhold. Why, thou 4Zars, I tell thee, 
We have a Power on foot; and I had purpofe 
Oxce more to hew thy Target from thy Brawn; 
Or lofe mine Arm for’t: Thou haft bear me out 
Twelve feveral times, and I have nightly fince 
Dream’t of Encounters *twixt thy felf and me: 
We have been down together in my Sleep, 
Unbuckling Helms, Gifting each others Throat, 
And wak’d half dead with nothing. Worthy AZLartins, 
Had we no Quarrel elfe to Rome, but that 

Thou art thence banifh’d, we would mutfter all 
From twelve to feventy ; and pouring War 
Into the Bowels of ungrateful Rome, 
Like a bold Flood oer-bear. Oh come, go in, 
And take our Friendly Senators by th’ Hands, 
Who now arehere, taking their leaves of me, 
Who am prepar’d again{t your Territories, 
Though not for Rome it felf, 
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Coriolanus. 


Cor. You blefs me, Gods, 

Auf. Therefore, moft abfolute Sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine own Revenges, take 
The one half of my Commiffion, and fet down 
As beft thou art experienc’d, fince thou know’ft 
Thy Country’s Strength and Weaknefs, thine own 
Whether to knock againft the Gates of Rome, 
Or rudely vific them in parts remote, 
To fright them, e’er deftroy. But come in, 
Let me commend thee firft to thofe that fhall 
Say yeato thy Defires. A thoufand welcomes, 
And more a Friend, than eer an Enemy: 
Yet, Martius, that was much. 


ways; 


Your Hand; moft welcome. 
| Excunt. 
Enter two Servants. 

1 Ser, Here’s a ftrange Alteration. 

2 Ser. By my Hand, I had thought to have ftrucken him 
with a Cudgel, andyet my Mind gaveme, his Clothes made 
a falfe report of him. 

1 Ser. What an Arm he has, he turn’d me about with his 
Finger and his Thumb, as one would fet up a Top. 

_ 2 Sere Nay, [knew by his Face that there was fomething 
inhim. He had, Sir, akind of Face, methought 
tell how to term it, : 

1 Ser, He had fo: looking, as it were----would I were hangs 
ed but I thought there was more in him than I could think, 

2 Ser, So did I, Vil be fworn: He is fimply the rareft Man 
ith’ World. 
* x Ser. Uthink he ts: but a greater Soldier than he, 
You wot one, 

2 Ser. Who, my Mafter 2 

1 Ser, Nay, it’s no matter for that. 

2 Ser. Worth fix on him. 

x Ser. Nay, not fo neither; but I take him to be the oreare 
er Soldier. z 

2 Ser, Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to fay that; for 
the defence of a Town, our General is excellent, 

1 Ser. Ay, and for an Affault too, 

Enter a third Servant. 
3 Ser. OhSlaves, I can tell you News ; News, you Rafcals, 


I cannot 
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Both, What, what, what? Let’s partake, 


3 Ser. I would not be a Roman of all Nations; I had as 
Lieve be a condemn’d Man. 


Both. Wherefore? wherefore 2 


3 Ser. Why here’s he that was wont to thwack our Gene- 
ral, C 
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Cains Martins. 


t Ser. Why do you fay, thwack our General? 

3 Ser, Ido not fay thwack our General, bur he was al- 
ways good enough for him. 

2 Ser. Come, we are Fellows and Friends; he was ever too 
hard for him, I have heard him fay fo himfelf. 

I Ser. He was too hard forhim dire@ly, to fay the Troth 


ont; before Coriolus, he festcht him and notcht him like a 
Carbonado. 
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2 Ser. And, bad he been Cannibally given, he might have 
boil’dsand eaten him too. 

I Ser, But more of thy News. 

3 Ser. Why he is fo made on here within, as if he were 
Son and Heir to (ars: Set at upper end o’th’ Table; no 
Queftion askt him by any of the Senators, but they ftand 
bald before him. Our General himfelf makes a Mitftrefs 
of him, fanctifies himfelf with’s Hands, and turns up the 
white o’th’ Eye to his Difcourfe. But the bottom of the 
News is, our General is cut’ i’th’ middle, and but one half 
of what he was yefterday. For the other. has half, by the 
intreaty and grant of the whole Table, He'll go, he fays, 
and fowle the Porter of Rome Gates by th’ Ears. He will 
mow down all before him, and leave his paflage poll’d. 

2 Ser. And he’s as like to do’t as any Man [ can Imagine, 

3 Ser. Do’t! he will do’t: For look you, Sir, he has as ma- 
ny Friends as Enemies; which Friends, Sir, as it were, durft 
not (look you, Sir) thew themfelves (as we term it) his 
Friends, whilft he’s in Dire@itude. 

I Ser. Directitude! What’s that 2 

3 Ser. But whenthey fhall fee, Sir, his Creft up again, and 
the Man in Blood, they will out of their Burroughs (like 
Conies after Rain) and revel all with him. 

1 Ser, But when goes this forward 2 

3 Ser. To Morrow, to Day, prefently, you fhall have the 
Drum ftruck up this Afternoon: °Tis as it were a parcel of 
their Feaft, and to be executed e’er they wipe their Lips. 
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2 Ser. Why then we fhall have a ftirring World again ; 
This Peace is worth nothing, but to ruft Iron, encreafe 
Tailors, and breed Ballad-makers, 

t Ser. Let me have War, fay I, it exceeds Peace, as far as 
Day does Night, it’s {prightly walking, audible, and full of 
vent. Peace 1s a very Apoplexy, Lethargy, mulld, deaf, 
fleepy, infenfible, a getter of more Baftard Children, than 
Wars a deftroyer of Men. 

2 Ser. Tis fo, and as Wars in fome fort may be faid to be 
a Ravifher, fo it cannot be denied, but Peace is a great Mae 
ker of Cuckolds. 

1 Ser. Ay, and it makes Men hate one another. 

3 Ser. Reafon, becaufe they then lefs need one another: 
The Wars for my Mony. I hope to fee Romans as cheap 
as Volfcians. They are rifing, they are rifing, E 

Both. In, in, in, in. | Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. Ronze. 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus, 
Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear him, 
His Remedies are tame: the prefent Peace 
And Quietnefs of the People, which before 
Were in wild hurry, Here do we make his Friends 
Bluth, that the World goes well ; who rather had, 
Though they themfelves did fuffer by't, behold 
Diffentious Numbers peftring Streets, than fee 
Our Tradefmen finging in their Shops, and going 
About their FunGions friendly. 
Enter Menenius, 

Bru. We ttood to’t in.good time. Is this Menenius? 

Sic, “Tis he, ’tis he: O he is grown molt kind of late: 
Hail, Sir. 

4fen. Hail to you both, 

Sic. Your Coriolanus is not much mift, but with his Friends : 
the Commonwealth doth {tand, and fo would do, were he 
more angry at it. 

“fen. All’s well, and might have been much better, if he 
could have temporiz’d. 

sic. Where is he, hear you? 

‘en. Nay, 1 hear nothing : 
fdis Mother and his Wife hear nothing from him. 

Exter 
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Enter three or four Citizens, 
All, The Gods preferve you both. 
Sic. Good-c’en, Neighbours, 


Br#. Good-e’en to you all, good-e’en to you all, 


t Cit. Our Selves, our Wives, and Children, on our Knees 
Are bound to pray for you both. | 

Sic. Live and thrive. 

Bra. Parewel, kind Neighbours: 
We witht Coriolanus had lovw’d you, as we did, 

“ill, Now the Gods keep you. 


Both Tri. Farewel, farewel. 


al 


| Exeunt Citizens, 
Sic. This isa happier, and more comely time, 
Than when thefe Fellows ran about the Streets, 
Crying, Confufion. 

Bru. Caius Alartins was 
A worthy Officer rth’ War, but Infolent, 
Overcome with Pride, Ambitious paft all thinking, 
Self-loving, ~ 

Sic. And affecting one fole Throne, without affiftance. 

Men. I think not fo, 

Sic. We fhould by this to all our Lamentation, 
If he had gone forth Conful, found it fo. 

Bru. The Gods have well prevented it, and Rome 
Sits fafe and ftill without him. 

Enter eLdile. 

eLdile. Worthy Tribunes, 
There is a Slave, whom we have put in Prifon, 
Reports the Volfcies, with two feveral Powers, 
Are entred in the Roman Tertritorics, 
And with the deepeft Malice of the War, 
Deftroy what lyes before *em. 

Men. “Tis Aufidins, 
Who hearing of our AZartins’s Banifhment, 
Thrufts forth his Horns again Into the World, 
Which were In- fhell’d, when Adartius ftood for Rome, 
And durft not once peep out. 

Sic, Come, what talk you of Adartius 2 

Bru. Go fee this Rumourer whipt, it cannot be, 
The Yolfcies dare break with us. 

Afen, Cannot be ! 


We have Record that very well it can, 
And 
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And three Examples of the like have been 
Within my Age. But reafon with the Fellow 
Before you punifh him, where he heard this, 
Left you fhall chance to whip your Informatior, 
And beat the Meffenger, who bids beware : 
Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sic, Tell not me: I know this cannot be. 

Bru. Not poffible. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Méef{, The Nobles in great Earneftnefs are going 
All to the Senate-houfe ; fome News is come 
That turns their Countenances. 

Sic. "Tis this Slave: 

Go whip him ’fore the Peoples Eyes: His raifine; 

Nothing but his Report, : ms 
Me. Yes, worthy Sir. 

The Slave’s Report is feconded, and more, 

More fearful is delivered. 

Sic. What more fearful 2 
_ Mef. tis poke freely out of many Mouths, 
How probable I do not know, that Afarsius 
hd Aad nge as {pacious, as between 
Fees Phe‘youngett and oldeft thin 
Rien ° Sic. This is moft likely. 

Bra. Rais’d only, that the weaker fort may wifh 
Good AZartius home again, 

Sic. The vety trick on’t. 

Men, ‘This is unlikely, 

He‘and Axnjfidius can no more atoney 
Than violent’ft Contrariety, 
Enter Meffenger. 
MMef. You are fent for to the Senate: 
A fearful Army, led by Cains ALartins 
Affociated with Anfidins, rages 
Upon our Territories, and have alread 
> atin ot with Fire, and took 
Enter Cominius. 
Com. Oh, you have made good work, 
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Coriolanus. 1981 


Men. What News? What News2 
Com. You have holp to ravifh your own Daughters; and 
To melt the City Leads upon your Pates, 
To fee your Wives difhonour'd to your Nofes. 
Men. What’s the news? What’s che news? 
Com. Your Temples burn’d in their Cement, and 
Your Franchifes, whereon you ftood, confin’d 
Into an Auger’s bore. 
Men. Pray now the News? 
You have mace fair work, I fear me: pray, your news? 
If Adartius fhould be joyned with the Vol/cians. 
Com. If? He is their God, he leads them like a thing 
Made by fome other Deity than Nature, 
That fhapes Man better; and they follow him 
Againft us Brats, with no lefs Confidence, 
Than Boys purfuing Summer Butter-flies, 
Or Butchers killing Flies. 
Men. You have made good work, 
You and your Apron men; you that ftood fo much 
Upon the Voice of Occupation, and 
The Breathof Garlick-eaters. 
Com. He'll thake your Rome about your Ears. 
Men. As Hercules did fhake down mellow Fruit: 
You have made fair work. 
Bru. But is this true, Sir 2 
Com. Ay, and you'll look pale 
Before you find it other. All the Regions 
Do {milingly revolt, and who refifts 
Are mock’d for valiant Ignorance, 
And perifh conftant Fools: Who is’t can blame him? 
Your Enemies and bis find fomething in him. 
Mey. We are all undone, unlefs 
The Noble Man have Mercy. 
Com. Who fhall ask it ? 
The Tribunes cannot do’t for fhame; the People 
Deferve fuch pity of him, as the Wolf 
Do's of the Shepherds: For his beft Friends, if they 
Shou'd fay, be good to Rome, they charg’d him, even, 
As thofe fhould do that had deferv’d his Hate, 
And therein fhew’d like Enemies. 
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1982 Coriolanus, 


M@e. ’Tistrue, if he were putting to my Houfe; the Brand 
That would confume it,!I have not the Face 
To fay, befeech you ceafe. You have made fair Hands, 
You and your Crafts! you have crafted fair ! 
Com. You have brought 
A. trembling upon Rome, fuch as was never 
So incapable of help. 
Tri. Say not we brought it. | 
Men. How? Was’t we? We Iov’d him; 
But, like Beafts and cowardly Nobles, 
Gave Way unto your Clufters, who did hoot 
Him out o’th’ City. 
Com. But I fear 
They'll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidins, 
The fecond Name of Men, obeys his points 
As if he were his Officer : Defperation, 
Is all the Policy, Strength, and Defence 
hat Rome can make againft them, 
Enter a Troop of Citizens 
Aden, Here come the Clufters. 
And is Aufidius with him? You are they 
That made the Air unwholfoine, when you caft 
Your ftinking, greafie Caps, in hooting 
At Coriolanus’s Exile. Now he’s comin 
And not a Hair upon a Soldiers Head 
Which will not prove a Whip: as many Coxcombs 
As you threw Caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your Voices, "Tis no matter, 
If he thou’d burn us all into one Coal, 
We have deferv'd ir. 
Omnes, Faith, we hear fearful News, 
i Cit, For mine own part, 
When I faid banith him, I faid *ewas Pity, 
2 Cit, And fo did I, : 
3 Cit, And fo did I; and to fay the truth, {6 did very 
many of us; that we did, we did for the beft: And tho’ we 
willingly confented to his Banifhment, yet it wag againtt 
eur Will. 
Com. Y’are goodly things; you Voices! —_. 
Men. You have made you good work, 
You and your Cry. Shall’s to the Capitol 2 
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Com. Oh, Ay, what elfe? | Exeunt. 

Sic. Go, Matters, get you Home, be no difmaid. 
Thefe are a Side, that won’d be glad to have 
This true, which they fo feem to fear, Go Home 
And thew no fign of Fear 

1 Cit. Lhe Gods be good to us: Come, Matters, let’s 
Home. I ever faid we were i’th’ wrong, when we banifh’d 
him. 

2 Cit. 50 did weall; but come, let’s Home. [ Ex, Git. 

Bra. I do not like this News. ° 

Sic. Nor I. 

Bru. Let's to the Capitol; would half my Wealth 
Would buy this for a Lie 


Sic. Pray let’s go. | Exeunt Tribunes. 


a AND a ett Camp. 
Enter Aufidius with his Lieutenant. 
“uf. Do they ftill flie to th’ Roman? 
Liew. Ido not know what Witchcraft’s in him ; but 
Your Soldiers ufe him as the Grace "fore Meat, 
Their talk at Table, and their thanks at end : 
And you are darken’d in this AGion, Sir, 
Even by your own, 
Auf. | cannot belp it now, 
Unlets, by ufing means, I lame the Foot 
Of our Defign. He bears himfelf more proudly 
Even to my Perfon, that I thought he would — 
When firft I did embrace him. Yer his Nature 
In that’s no Changeling, and I muft excufe 
What cannot be amended, 
Liew. Yet 1 with, Sir, 
(I mean for your particular) you had nat 
Join'd in Commiffion with him; but either have born 
The aG@ion of your felf, or elfe to him had left it folely; 
Auf. 1 underftand thee well, and be thou fure, 
When he fhall come to his account, he knows not 
What I can urge againft him, although it feems 
And fo he thinks, and is no lefs apparent 
To th’ vulgar Eye, that he bears all things fairly, 
And fhews good Husbandry for the Volfcian States 
Fights Dragon-like, and does atchieve as foon 
As draw his Sword: Yer he hath left undone 
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That which fhall break his Neck, or hazard mine 
When e’er we come to our Account. 
Liew. Sit, I befeech you, think you he'll carry Rome ? 
Auf. All places yield to him e’er he fits down . 
And the Nobility of Rome are his: Y 
Ihe Senators and Patricians love him too = 
The Tribunes are no Soldiers; and their People 
Will be as rafh in the repeal, as hafty 
To expel him thence. I think he’ll be to Rome 
As is the Afpray to the Fifth, who takes it 
By Soveraignty of Nature. Firft, he was 
A noble Servant to them, but he could not 
Carry his Honours even; whether ’twas Pride, 
Which out of daily Fortune ever taints 
The happy Man; whether defe@ “of Judgment, 
Lo fail in the difpofing of thofe Chances 
Which he was Lord of ; or whether Nature 
Not to be other than one thing, not moving 
From th’ Cask to th’ Cufhion, but commanding Peg 
Even with the fame aufterity and garb, ee 
As he controll’d the War. But one of thefe 
(As he hath fpices of them all) not all, 
For I dare fo far free him, made him fear’d 
So hated, and fo banifh’d; but he has a Merit 
Lo choak it in the utt’rance: So our Virtues 
Lye in th’ interpretation of the time, 
And Power, unto it felf moft commendable 
Hath not a Tomb fo evident as 4 Chair 
T’extol what it hath done. 
One Fire drives out one Fire; one Nail, one Nail; 
Rights by Rights fouler, Strengths by Strengths do fail. 
Come let’s away ; when, Cains, Rome is thine 
Thou art poor’ft of all, then fhortly art thou mine. 
| Exeunt. 
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A CT x-Ve-S GE NB ak 
SCENE Rome. 


Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, with others, 


Men. O, Pilnot go: You hear what he hath faid 
Which was fometime his General; wholov’d him 
Ina moft dear particular. He call’d me’Father: 
But what o’that 2? Go you that banifh’d him, 
A mile before his Tent, fall down and kneel 
The way into his Mercy: Nay, if hecoy’d 
To hear Cominiuzs {peak, I'll keep at home. 
Com. He would not feem to know me. 
Men. Do you hear ¢ 
Com. Yet one time he did call me by my Name: 
I urg’d our eld acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. -Coriolanus, 
He would not anfwer to; forbad all Names, 
He was a kind of Nothing, Tirlelefs, 
‘Till he had forg’d himfelf a Name o’th’ Fire 
Of burning Rome. 
Men. Why, fo; you have made good work: 
A pair of Tribunes, that have wrack’d for Rome, 
Yo make Coals cheap: A noble Memory. 
Com. I minded him, how Royal ’twas to pardo: 
When it was lefs expeGteds He reply’d, 
It was a bare Petition of a State 
To one whom they had punith’d. 
Men. Very well, could he fay lefs.2 
Com, I offer’d to awaken his regard 
For’s private Friends. His anfwer to me was, 
He could not ftay to pick them, in a pile 
Of noifom mufty Chaff. He faid, twas folly, 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt 
And ftill to nofe the Offence. 
Men. For one poor grain or two 2 
Tam one of thofe : his Mother,. Wife, his Child, 
And this brave Fellow too: we are the Grains, 
You are the mufty Chaff, and you are {melt 
Above the Moon, Wemutt be burnt for you. 
Vou. IV. bie Ge Sic 


‘. 
weer eo Pe oe all 


- se a ee a ne 


ff 


f 


- 
y 
it 
en 
aa 
‘a ) 
r 4 ¢ | 
v 
- 
\ 
Be i 
oe 
7 
my 
: 
re. 
Pf 
ee 


a. — 


ee OS, 


ont 


we. | 


ed -—~s-. 


wen - te: 


< 
Am 


oe ~fi 








1986 Coriolanus. 


Site Nay, pray be patient: If you refufe your aid 
In this fo never-needed help, yet do not 
Upbraid us with our Diftrefs. But fure if you 
Would be your Country’s Pleader, your good Tongue, 
More than the inftant Army we can make, 
Might {top our Country-man. 

“den No: I'll not meddle. 

Sic. Pray you go to him. 

Aten. What thould I do 2 

Bru. Only make trial what your Love can do 
For Rome, towards Martius, 

Aden. Well, and fay that AZartius return me, 
As Cominius return’d, unheard : what then 2 
But as a difcontented Friend, grief-fhot 
With his unkindnefs. Say’t be fo 2 

Sic. Yet your good will 
Mutt have that thanks from Kome, after the meafure 
As you intended well, 3 

Alen. Tl undertake jr - 
I think he'll hear me. Yet to bite his lip, 


abut cil ee And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me. 
Li ty 


He was not taken well, he had not din’d. 


i The Veins unGill’d, our Blood is cold, and then 
BE We powt upon the Morning, are unapt 


To give or to forgive; but when we have ftuff’d 
Thefe Pipes, and thefe Conveyances of our Blood 


ae With Wine and feeding, we have fuppler Souls 


Than in our Prieft-like Fafts - therefore Vl watch him 
"Till he be dieted to my requeft, 
And then 1’ll fet upon him. 


bra. You know the very Rode into his Kindnefs, 
And cannot lofe your way. 


i en, Good faith, Vl prove him, , 
= Speed how it will. I thall eer long have knowledge 


ta Of my fuccefs, 


[ Exit. 
Com. He’ll never hear him. Sic. Not 2 

Com. 1 tell you, he does fit in Gold, his Eye 
Red as *twould burn Rome; and his Injur 


al The Goaler to his Pity. I kneel’d before him, 
POO a a ‘T'was very faintly he faid, Rife « difmifs’d me 
et Thus with his peechlefs hand. Whathe would do 


He 
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He ient in Writing after me ; what he would not, 
Bound with an Oath to yield to his Conditions: 
So that all hope is vain, unlefs his noble Mother, 
And his Wife (who as I hear) meanto follicit him 
For Mercy to his Country: therefore let’s hence, 
And with our fair Intreaties hafte them on. | Exennt. 


9 cts sk «Ghee poe Camp. 


Enter Menenius to the Watch or Guard. 

1 Wat. Stay : whence are you é 

2 Wat. Stand, and go back. 

Men, You guard like Men, ’tis well. But by your leave 
Fam an Officer of State, and come to {peak with Coriolanus, 

1 Watch. From whence ? Men. From Rome. 

1 Wat. You may not pafs, you muit return: our General 
will no more hear from thence. 

2 Wat. You'll fee your Rome embrac’d with Fire, before 

You'll {peak with Coriolanus. 
Men. Good my Friends, 
If you have heard your General talk of Rome, 
And of his Friends there, it is Lots to Blanks, 
My Name hath touch’d your Ears; it is Afenenins. 
1 Wat. Be it fo, goback: the virtue of your Name 
Is not here paflable. 

Men, I tell thee, Fellow, 
Thy General is my Lover: I have been 
The Book of his good A&s, whence Men have read 
His Fame unparallell’d, happily amplified : 
For I have ever verified my Friends, 
(OF whom he’s Chief) with all the fize that verity 
Would without lapfing fuffer: Nay, fometimes, 
Like to a Bowl upon a fubril ground 
I have tumbled paft the throw; and in his praife 
Have, almoft, ftamp’d the Leafing. Therefore, Fellow, 
I muft have leave to pals. 

1 Wat, Faith, Sir, if you had told as many lies in his be- 
half, as you have utter’d words in your own, you fhould 
not pafs here: no, though it were as virtuous to lie, as to 
live chaftly. Therefore go back. 

Men. Prithee, Fellow, remember my Name is Adenenins, 
always Faionary on the party of your General, 


G 4 F 2 Wat. 
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2 Wat. Howfoever you have been his Liar, as you fay 
you have; I am one thar telling true under him, muft fay 


you cannot pals. Therefore go back. 
Aden. Has he din’d, can {t thou tell? For I would not 


{peak with him "till afte; Dioner, 
i Wat. You are a Roman, are you ¢ 

Aten, Iam, as thy General js. 

1 Wat. Then you fhould hate Kome, ashe does, Can you, 
when you have puth’d oft of your Gates the very Defender 
of them, and in a violent Popular ignorance, given your 
Enemy your Shield, think to front his Revenges with the 
eafie. Groans of old Women, the Virginal Palms of your 
Daughters, or with the palfied interceffion of fuch a dex 
cay’d Dotard, as you feem to be2? Can you think to blow 
out the intend: d Fire your City is ready to flame in, with 
fuch weak Breath as this? No, you are deceiy’d, therefore 
back to Rome, and prepare for your Execution : you are 
condemn’d, our Genera] Nas {worn you out of Reprieve and 
Pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy Captain knew I were here, 

He would ufe'me with Eftimation. 

I Wat. Come, my Captain knows you nor, 

Aen. I mean thy General. 

1 Wat. My General cares not for you. Back, I fay, go; 


left T let forth your half Pint of Blood. Back, that’s the 
utmoft of your having,. back, 


‘Men, Nay, but Fellow, Fellow. 

Enter Coriolanus wi} Aufidius, 
Cor. What’s the Matter 2 
Men Now you Champion; I’}] fay an Erran 


t for you; 
you fhall know now t 


hat I am in Eftimation ; you “fhall 
Perceive, that a Jack-gardant cannot Office me from my 
Son Coriolanus, guels bur my Entertainment with him ; if 
thou ftand’ft nor ith’ State of Hanging, or of fome Death 
more long in Spectator fhip, nd crueller jn luffering, be- 
hold now Prefently, and {woon for what’s to come upon 
thee. The glorious Geds fit in hourly Synod about thy 
Particular Profperity, and love thee 2O worfe than thy old 
Father Afenenins does. O my Sor, my Son! thou art pre- 
Paring Fire for us; look thee, here’s Water to qnench ir. 
I was hardly moy’d to come to thee ; “but being affured 
none 
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none but my felf could move thee,’ I have been blown 
out of our Gates with fighs, and conjure thee to pardon 
Kome, and thy petitionary Countrymen. The good Gods 
aflwage thy wrath, and turn the Dregs of it upon’ this 
Varlet here: This, who like a Block hath denied my Ac- 
cefs to thee 
Cor. Away. 
Men, How, away 2 
Cor. Wife, Mother, Child, I know not. My A ffairs 
Are fervanted to-others : Though I owe 
My Revenge properly, my Remiffionlyes 
In Volfcian Breafts. That we have been familiar, 
Ingrate forgetfulnefs fhall poifon, rather 
Than pity : Note how much, therefore be gone. 
Mine Ears againft your Suits are ftronger than 
ny Gates againft my Force. Yet for I loved thee, 
ake this along, I writ it for thy fake, 
And would have fent‘it. Another word, A/exenius, 
I will not hear thee fpeak. This Man, 4ufidius, 
Was my belov’d in Rome ; yet thou behold’ ft 
“4uf. You keep a conftant temper | Exvewnt, 
Manent the Guard and Menenius. 
1 Wat, Now, Sir, is your name Afenenius ? 
2 Wat, ’Tis a Spell you fee of much Power : 
You know the way home again. 
1 Wat, Do you hear how we are fhent for keeping 
your Greatnefs back 2 
2 Wat. What Caufe do you think I have to fwoon? 
Men. I neither care for thY World, nor your General : 
for fuch thirgs as you, I can fcarce think there’s any, y’are 
fo {l ght. He that hatha will to die by himfelf, fears it 
not from another: Let your General do his worft. For 
you, be that you are, long; and your Mifery encreafe with 
your Age. I fay to you, as I was faid to, Away. [Exit 
1 Wat. A noble Fellow, I warrant him. 

2 War. The worthy Fellow is our General, He's the 
Rock, the Oak not to be wind-fhaken. [ Exit Watch. 
Enter Coriolanus and Aufidius. 

Cor. We will before the Walls of Rome to morrow 
Set down our Hoft. ‘My Partner in this Action, 
You mutt report to th’ Yol/cian Lords how plainly 
Ihave born this Bufinefs. Gg 3 Auf. 
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Auf. Only their Ends you have refpeGed ;“ftopt 
Your Ears againit the general Suit of Rome : j 
Never admitted a private Whifper, no not with fuch Friends 
That thought them fure of you, 

Cor. This laft, old Man, 

Whom with a crack’d Heart I have fent to Rome, 
Lov’d me above the meafure of a Father: 
Nay, Godded me indeed. Their lateft Refuge, 
Was to fend him, for whofe old Love, I have 
(Tho’ I thew’d fow’ry to him) once more offer’d 
The firft Conditions, which they did refufe, 
And cannot now accept, to grace him only, 
That thought he could do more: A very little 
I have yielded to, Frefh Embaffie, and Suits, 
Nor for the State, nor private Friends hereafter 
Will I lend Earto. Ha! what fhout is this2 | Shout withiz, 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my Vow 2 
In the fame time ’tis made 2 I will nor. 
Enter 'V irgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, young Martius, wirh 
“ittendants. 
My Wife comes foremoft, then the honour’d Mould 
Wherein this Trunk was fram’d, and in her Hand 
The Grand-child to her Blood. But our Affection, 
All Bond and Privilege of Nature break ; 
Letit be Virtuous, to be Obftinate. 
What is that Court’fie worth ? Orthofe Dove's Eyes, 
Which can make Gods forfworn?2 I melt, and amnot 
Of ftronger Earth than others : My Mother bows, 
As if Olympus to a Mole-hi!l thould 
In Supplication nod ; and my young Boy 
Hath an afpe& of Interceffion, which 
Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Vol {cies 
Plough Rome, and. harrow Jtaly ; Vil never 
Be fuch a Gofling to obey Irflin@: But ftand 
As 1f a Man'were Author of himfelf, and knew no other Kin, 
¥ix.. My Lord and Husband 
Cor. Thefe Eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome. 
Virg. Uhe Sorrow that delivers us thus chane’d, 
Makes you think fo. : 
Cor, Like a dull AGor now, I have forgot my Part, 
And I am out, even to.a full Difgrace. Beft of my Flehh, 
Forgive 
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orgive my Tyranny, but do not fay, 
For that forgive our Romans. Oa Kifs 
Long as my Exile, fweet as my Revenge! 
Now by the jealous Queen of Heaven, that Kifs 
I carried from thee, Dear ; and my true Lip 
Hath Virgin’d it e’er fince. You Gods, I pray to you, 
And the moft noble Mother of the World 
Leave unfaluted: Sink my Knee ?th’ Earth; [ Kueels. 
Of the deep Duty, more Impreffion fhew 
Than that of common Sons. 
Vol. O ftand up bleft! 
Whilft with no fofter Cufhion than the Flint, 
I kneel before thee; and unproperly : 
Shew Duty as miftaken all the while, | Kuneels, 
Between the Child and Parent. 
Cor. What's this? Your Knees to me? § 
To your Corre@ed Son 2 
Then let the Pebbles on the hungry Beach 
Fillop the Stars: Then, let the mutinous Winds 
Strike the proud Cedars ’gainft the fiery Sun : 
Murd’ring impoffibiliry to make 
What cannot be, flight work. 
Vol. Thou art my Warrior, I hope to frame thee, 
Do you know this Lady 2 
Cor. The noble Sifter of Poplicola : 
The Moon of Rome, Chaft as the Hicle, 
That’s curdied by the Froft from pureft Snow, 
And hangs on Dian’s Temple: Dear Valeria 
Vol. This is a poor Epitome of yours, 
Which by th’ interpretation of full time, 
May fhew like all your felf, 
Cor. The God of Soldiers, 
With the confent of fupream ‘Fove, inform 
Thy Thoughts with Noblenefs,that thou may’{t prove 
To Shame unvulnerable, and ftrike ’th’ Wars, 
Like a great Sea-mark, ftanding every flaw, 
And faving thofe that Eye thee. 
Vol. Your Knee, Sirrah. ‘sa 
Cor. That’s my brave Boy. 
Vol. Even he, your Wife, this Lady, and my felf, 
Are Suiters to you. 


orm 


—s * 


lex tatoo 


ee « 


— 
=) 
Le 


-_ x 
= ag " 


Bo 


a 


Se 


: : i ye ; ~- n; f ” Dt Sees 
OP OLA OL tg OL, CL Og Oe 


> 
Santi 


= — 
———S 


= ae, 


+> > alll 
rtp si} se 
=| 


- —— ee ume 


a ‘ fy) + a 
6) EC OO 5 OE OE 


a 4 





) 
; 
i 
. 
) 
4 | 


G g 4 Cer. 





41992 Coriolanus, 


Cor. I befeech you, Peace: 
Or if you'd ask, remember this before; 
The thing I have forfworn to grant, may never 
Be held by you denial. Do not bid me 
Difmifs my Soldiers, or Capitulate 
Again with Rome’s Mechanicks. Tell me not 
W herein I feem unnatutal : Defire not t’ allay 
My Rages and Revenges, with your colder Reafons. 
Vol. Oh, no more: No more: 
You have faid you will not grant us any thing : 
For we have nothing elf 


——— 


fe to ask, but that 

Which you deny already : Yer we will ask, 

That if you fail in our requeit, the blame 

May hang upon your bardnefs; therefore hear us. 

Cor. dufidinus, and you Volfcies, mark; for we'll 
Hear nought from Reme in private. Your Requeft 2 
Vol. Should we be filent and not {peak, our Raiment 

And ftate of Bodies would bewray what Life 

We have led fince thy Exile. Think with thy felf, 
How more unfortunate than living Women 

Are we come hither; fince that thy fight, which fhould 
Make our Hearts flow with Joy, Hearts dancé with Comforts, 
Conftrains them weep, and fhake with Fear and Sorrow, 
Making the Mother, Wife, and Child to fee. 

The Son, the Husband,-and the Father tearing 

His Courtry’s Bowels:out : And to poor we, 

Thine Enmity’s moh Capital : Thou barr’ft us 

Our Prayers to. the Gods, which isa comfort 

That all but we enjoy.’ For how can we2 

Alas ! how can we, for our Country pray, 

Whereto we are bound2 Together with thy Vidory, 
Whereto we are bound? Alack, or we mutt lofe 

The Country, our-dear Nurfe, or elf thy Perfon 
Our comfort in the Country, We muft find 
An eminent Calamity, tho’ we had 
Our with, which fide. thou’d win. . For either thou 
Mutt, as a Foreign Recreant be led 
With Manacles through our Streets, or elfe 
Triumphantly tread on thy Country’s Ruin, 
And bear the Palm, for having bravely fhed 
Thy Wife and Childrens Blood - For my felf, Son, 
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Coriorius. 1993 


I purpofe not to wait on Fortune, ’till 
Thefe Wars determine : If I cannot perfwade thee 
Rather to fhew a noble grace to beak parts, 
Than feek the end of one; thou fhalt no fooner 
March to affault thy Country, than to tread 
(Truft to’t, thou fhall not) on thy Mother’s Womb 
That brought thee to this World. 

Virg. Ay, and mine too, thatbrought you forth this Boy, 
To keep your Name living to. Time. 

Boy. A fhall not tread on me : I'll run away 
Till I am bigger, but then I'll fight. 

Cor. Not of a Woman’s tendernefs to be, 
Requires no Child, nor W/oman’s Face to fee : 
I have fate too long. 

Vol. Nay, go not from us thus : 
If it were fo, that our Requeft did tend 
To fave the Romaus, thereby to deftroy 
The Vol/cies, whom you ferve, you might condemn us, 
As poyfonous of your Honour. No; our fuit 
Is that you reconcile them: While the Vol/cies 
May fay, this Mercy we have fhew’d; the Romans 
This we receiv’d, and each in either fide 
Give the All-hail to thee, and cry, be bleft 
For making up this Peace. Thou know’ft, Great Son, 
The end of War’s uncertain; but this certain, 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou fhalt thereby reap, is fuch a Name, 
Whofe repetition will be doge’d with Curfes: 
Whofe Chronicle thus writ, The Man was Noble 
But with his laft Attempt, he wip’d it out, 
Deftroy’d his Country, and his Name reniains 
To th’ enfuing Age, abhorr’d. Speak to me Son: 
Thou haft affefted the five ftrains of Honour, 
To imitate the Graces of the Gods. 
To tear with Thunder the wide Cheeks o’th’ Air, 
And yet to change thy Sulphur with a Bole, 
That fhould but rive an Oak. © Why doft not {peak ? 
Think’ft thou it Honourable fora Noble Man 
Still to remember Wrongs? Daughter, {peak you: 
He cares not for your weeping, © Speak thou, Boy, 
Perhaps thy Childifhnefs, will move him more 
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Coriolanus. 
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Thin can our Reafons. There is no Man in the World 

ae More bound to’s Mother, yer here he lets me prate | 
RUE Pl Like one 1’th’ Stocks. Thow haft never in thy Life, | 
i i i Shew’d thy dear Mother any Curtefie, | 


ea When fhe (poor Hen) fond of no fecond Brood, 
IR Has cluck’d thee to the Wars, and fafely home 
Wve Loaden with Honour. Say my Requeft's unjuft, 
Id | . And fpurn me back: But if it be not fo, 

is ie TR Thou art not Honeft, and the Gods will plague thee 
1 ‘ That thou reftrain’ft from me the Duty, which 
Was : To a Mother’s part belongs, He turns away ; 

ne ah Down Ladies; let us thame him with our Knees, 


To his Sir-name, Coriolanas, ‘longs more Pride, 
Aad Than Pity to our Prayers, Down; and end 
es 2.) This is the laft. So, we will home to Rome, 
he And die among our Neighbours ; Nay, behold’s. 
i This Boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
1) But kneels, and holds up Hands for Fellowfhip, 
it ae Does reafon our Petition with more Strength, 
Me Than thou haft to deny’t.. Come, let us 90 : 
Bre age Beh This Fellow had a Vol/cian to his Mother; 
HY AL Re His Wife is in Coriolus, and his Child 
Hear e Like him by chance; yet give us out Difpatch ; 
th Py Vic ea I am hufht until our City beafire, andthen Fl] f 
Po iat ae 
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peak a little, 


i te alle | Holds her by the Hand, filens. 
i ee a Cor. O Mother, Mother ! 
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He Sey What have you done 2 Bebold, the Heavens do ope | 
Hie if i eat i . p : 
uy hl Pe Hg The Gods look down, and this unnatural Scene | 
AMS = sh ) + AS ave , 
A ai They laugh at. Oh, my Mother, Mother: Oh! | 
| Vi at You have won a happy Victory to Rome, 
LPR eat But for your Son, believe it, Oh believe it 
Peat eae ft dan " 19 
Pty ee Mo angeroufly you have with him prevail’d, 
Py aan If not moft Mortal to him. But let it come: —— | 
VER ae Ps ey ‘ : 
ai eat Axfidins, though I cannot make true Wars, : 
ie ie Yl frame convenient Peace. Now, good Aufidius, 
Lani hae Were you in my ftead, would you have heard : 
a) a A Mother lefs2 © d lef: 
Ths het rr feis © Or granted lels, Aufidins 2 , 
1 taint . re it Auf. T was mov’d withal. f 
Wea a Cor. I date be fworn you: were ; f 
Y ie eae And, Sir, itis no little thing to make 
santa Mine Eyes to fweat Compaffion, Burt, good Sir, 
ta | What 
Wetted fq Sa lal 
SG Me ie se 
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What Peace you'll make, advife me : For my part, 
Pil not to Rome, I'll back with you, and pray you 
Stand to me in this Caufe. © Mother! Wife! 
Auf. I am glad thou haft fet thy Mercy, and thy Honour 
A difference in thee; out of that I'll work | Afide. 
My {elf'a former Fortune. 
Cor. Ay, by and by; but we will drink together; 
And you fhall bear | To Vol. Virg, ec. 
A better witnefs back than words, which we 
On like Conditions, will have counter-feal’d. 
Come, enter with us: Ladies, you deferve 
To have a Temple buile you: All the Swords 
In Ztaly, and her Confederate Arms 
Could not have made this Peace. 


SCENE HI. Rome. 


Ezter Menenius and Sicinius. 


1995 


| Exeunt, 


Men, See you yond Coino'th’ Capitol, yond Corner Stone? 

Sic. Why, what of that? 

Men. Xf it be poflible for you to difplace it with your 
little Finger, there is fome hope the Ladies of Rome, efpe~ 
cially his Mother, may prevail with him. But I fay, there 
is no hope in’t, our Throats are fentenc’d, and ftay upon 
Execution. 


Sic. Is’t poffible that fo fhort a time can alter the condi- 
tion of a Man. 

Men, There is difference between aGrub.and a Butterfly, 
yet your Butterfly was a Grub; this JZartius is grown from 
Man to Dragon: He has Wings, he’s more than a creeping 
thing. 

Sic. He lov’d his Mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me: And he no more remembers his 
Mother now, than an eight years old Horfe. The tartnefs 
of his Face fours ripe Grapes, When he walks, he moves 
like an Engine, and the Ground fhrinks before his Treading. 
He is able to pierce a Corflet with his Eye: Talks like a 
Knell, and his hum is a Battery. He fits in his State as a 
thing made for Alexander. What he bids be done is finifh’d 
with his bidding. He wants nothing of a God, but Eter- 
nity, and a Heaven to Throne in. 

Sic. Yes, Mercy, if you report him truly, 


Men. 


*. 
se 
. ¥ 
| 
; 
Xt 
: 
ay 
ai) 
. 
a 
; 7 
pO 


‘Tay? 
=" a ae Pe | 


eco et 
A Pony — ewe 


a ee oe eS. | a ln - 
, Saar. ee Sh: ‘ ieee 27) om 
OO 8 A 8 a 0 eee 
we al Se, . ; 


EE 


Se ae EEO ey ee ee 


w——4 


€ auf 





Ma Ws ed — 1996 Coriolanus, 
ei | 


TO Men, I paint him in the Chara@ter. Mark what Mercy 
AF | ; his Mother fhall bring from him ; there is no more Merc 
ae in him, than there-is Milk in a Male-T'yger; that fhall our . 
Hy f poor City find; and all this is long of you, 
Sic. The Gods be good unto us, 
Men. No, in fuch a cafe the Gods will not be good unto 
us. When we banifh’d him, we refpected not them: And 
he returning to break our Necks, they refpec& not us, 
aan hk 3 Enter a Mdeffenger. 
1a anid Mef. Sir, if you'd fave your Life flye to your Houfe, 
mea: iy: | Lhe Plebeians have got your Fellow-T ribune, 
BPs je le And hale him up and down, all {wearing, if 
WAGE sii 4 Lhe Roman Ladies bring not Comfort home, 
ip They'll give him Death by Inches. 
fh ie, bat Exter another Meffenger. 
ia Sic. What’s the News 2 
fot eae Me, Good News, good News, the Ladies have prevail'd, 
1 if Ree The Polfcians are diflodg’d, and Afartins gone: 
a alae A merrier Day did never yet greet Rome, 


oo 
— + 


= 


ar fe, ee er So 
~ » <a - = 


‘ 
; 
i 
m 
! 
} 
6 
! 
j 
; 
4 
; 
A 


a an 
ve V-—ae 





i We Bi My No, not th’ Expulfion of the Larguins. 

bi ate ee Sic. Friend, art thou certain this is true 2 

td Tey 1 ye Is’t moft certain 2 

in Magna Mef. As certain as I know the Sun js Fire- 

Cit cae Where have you Jurk’d, that you make doubt of ir2 

Ue Cae Ne’er through an Arch fo hurried the blown Tide, 

Mth Beal As the recomforted through th’ Gates. Why, hark you. | 
| ia . i ri, i | Tr ampets, Fautboys, Drums beat, all together. ; 
tba ay) | The Trumpets, Sackbuts, Pfalteries and Fifes, 
‘i a ma Tabors and Cymbals, and the fhouting Romans . 
OURUN ean Make the Sun dance. Hark you. , | 4 fhout within, | 
ey et Men. This is good News: 

i iui hs Twill go meet the Ladies. This Polemyiz 

aT aad g fs worth of Confuls, Senators, Patricians, 

{ id ie A City full: Of Tribunes, {uch as you, 

Wars ie A Sea and Land full; you have pray’d well to Day: 

foie This Morning, for ten thoufand of your Throats, 

Ha ae if I'd not have given a doit. Hark how they joy. 

ane We ae : | Sound till with the Shouts. 

NA q a Sie. Firft; the Gods blefs you for your Tidings : f 
MBG bbe Next, accept my Thankfulnefs. 

Shae ne ae Mef. Sir, we have ‘all great caufe to give ereat thanks. 

{ Nae i iy te. They are near the City? Mef: 
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Coriolanus: 1997 


Mef: Almoft at point to enter. 

Sic. We'll meet them, and help the Joy. [| Exeunt. 
Enter two Senators, with Ladies paffing over the Stage with 
other Lords. 

Sex. Behold our Patronefs, the life of Rome: 
Call all your Tribes together, praife the Gods, 
And make triumphant Fires, ftrew Flowers before them: 
Unfhout the Noife that banifh’d AZartius; 
Repeal him with the welcome of his Mother : 
Cry, welcome, Ladies, welcome. 
All, Welcome Ladies, welcome. | Exeunt. 
| 4 Flourifh with Drums and Trumpets. 


SCENE IV. Antium. 


Enter Tullus Aufidius, with Attendants. 


Auf. Go tell the Lords o’th’ City, I am here: 
Deliver them this Paper: Having read it, 
Bid them repair to th’ Market-place, where I 
Even in theirs, and in the Commons Ears, 
Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accufe 
The City Ports by this hath enter’d, and 
Intends t’ appear before the People, hoping 
To purge himfelf with words. Difpatch. 

Enter three or four Con{pirators of Aufidius’s Fafion, 

Moft welcome. 

1 Con. How is it with our General 2 

Auf, Even fo, as with a Man by his own Alms impoy- 
fon’d, and with his Charity flain. 

2 Con, Moft noble Sir, if you do hold the fame intent, 
Wherein you with’d us Parties; we'll deliver you 
Of your great danger. 

uf. Sir, I cannot tell, 
We mutt proceed as we do find the People. 

3 Con. The People will remain uncertain, whilft 
*T wixt you there’s difference; but the fall of either 
Makes the Survivor Heir of all. 

Auf. I know it; 
And my pretext to ftrike at him admits 
A good Conftru@ion. I rais’d him, and I pawn’d 
Mire Honour for his Truth; who being fo heighten’d, 
He water’d his new Plants with dews of Flatcery, 
Seducing fo my Friends; and to this end, Fie 
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1998 Coriolanys. 


He bow’d his Nature, never known before; 
But to be rough, unfwayable, and free 
3 Con. Sir, his Seoutnefs ' 
When he did ftand for Conful, whi- 
By lack of {tooping—— Piieccbs 
Auf. That I would have {poke of: 
Being banifh’d for’t, he came unto my Hearth 
Prefented to my Knife his Throat; I took him 
Made him joint Servant with me: gave him wa 
In all his own defires; nay, let him chufe fs 
Out of my Files, his Prose@s to accomplith 
My beft and fretheft Men  ferv'd his Defionments 
In mine own Perfon; hop’d to reap the Fame 
Which he did make all his; and took fome Pride 
Lo do my felf this wrong ; ‘till at the laft 
a feem’d his Follower, not Partner; and 
€ wag’d me with his Count ; 
[ had been Mercenary. eg hartie 
__ 1 Con. Sohe did, my Lord: 
The Army marvell’d at it, and ip the lait 
bh isi ee carried Rome, and that we look’d 
‘or no lefs Spoil, than Glory———__. 
An: There was it; . 
For which my Sinews fhall be fy i 
} . etcht upon him : 
At a few drops of Womens Rheum, which ze 
As cheap as Lies, he fold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great Action; therefore thall he d e 
And I'll renew me in his fal}. But hark bg 
ae and Trumpets found, with, great fhours of the People 
I Com. Your Native Town you enter’d like a Poft ies 
And had no welcomes home, but he return 
Splitting the Air with Noife, 
2 Con. And patient Fools 
Whofe Children he hath flain. the; 
With piving hie Gee 0, their bafe Throats tear 
3 Con. Therefore at your vantage 
an he exprefs himfelf, or move the People 
mak what he would fay, lee him feel your Sword 
hich we will fecond, when he lies along = 
After your way, his Tale Pronounc’d thall b 
Fis Reafons with his Body, : a 
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Coriolanus. 1999 
Auf. Say no more, here come the Lords. 
Enter the Lords of the Gity. 
All Lords, You are moft welcome home. 
Auf, 1 have not deferv’d it. 
gut, worthy Lords, have you with heed perus'd 
What I have written to you 
Ail.. We have. 
1 Lord. And grieve to hear it. 
What Faults he made before the laft, I think 
Might have found eafie Fines: But there to end, 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our Levies, anfwering us 
With our own Charge, making a Treaty where 
There was a yielding; this admits no excufe, 
Auf. He approaches, you fhall hear him. 
Eater Coriolanus marching with Drum and Colours, the 
Commons being with him. 
Cor. Hail, Lords, I am return’d, your Soldier ; 
No more infected with my Country’s: love, 
Than when I parted hence, bur {till fubfifting 
Under your great Command. You are to know, 
That profperoufly 1 have attempted, and 
With bloody pafflage led your Wars, even to 
The Gates of Rome: Our Spoils we have brought home 
Doth more than Counterpoife a full third part 
The charges of the Action. We have made Peace 
With no lefs Honour to the 4uztiates, 
Than Shame to th’ Romans: And we here deliver, 
Subfcrib’d by th’ Confuls and Patricians, 
Together with the Seal o’th’ Senate, what 
We have Compounded on. 
Auf. Read it not, Noble Lords, 
But tell the Traitor in the higheft degree 
He hath abus’d your Powers. 
Cor. Traitor! How now! 
Auf, Ay, Traitor, Martins. 
Cor. Martius | 
Auf. Ay, Martius, Caius Martius; dott thouthink 
I'll grace thee withthat Robbery, thy ftoln name 
Coriolanus in Coriolus 2 


You Lords and Head o’th’ State, perfidioufly 
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2000 Coriolanus. 

He has betray’d your Bufinefs, and given up, 
For certain drops of Salt, your City Rome, 

I fay your City, to his Wife and Mother, 
Breaking his Oath and Refolution like 

A twilt of rotten Silk, never admitting 
Counfel o’th’ War; but at his Nurfe’s Tears 
He whin’d and roar’d away your Victory, 
That Pages bluth’d at him, and Men of Heart 
Look’d wondring each at other, 

Cor. Hear’ft thou, AZars?2 

Auf. Name not the God, thou Boy of Tears. 

Cor. Ha! . 

Auf. Nomore. 

Cor. Meafurelefs Liar, thou haft made my Heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy! O Slave!--- 
Pardon me, Lords, tis the firft'time that ever 
I was fore’d to fcold. Your Judgments, my grave Lords, 
Mutt give this Cur the Lie; and his own Notion, 
Who wears my ftripes impreft upon him, that 
Mift bear my beating to his Grave, thall join 
To thruft the Lie unto him. 

1 Lord. Peace both, and hear me fpeak. 

Cor, Cut me to pieces, Vol/cies, Men and Lads, 

Stain all your edges in m>. Boy! falfeHound !—— 
If you have writ your Annals true, ’tis there, 
Tat like an Eagle in a Dove coat, I 

Flutter’d your Volfcies in Coriolus. 

AloneI did it. Boy !—— 

Auf. Why, Noble Lords, 

Will you be put in mind of his blind Fortune, 
Which was your Shame, by this unholy Braggart, 
‘Fore your own Eyes and Ears? 

All Con. Let him dye for’t. 

“ill People. Tear him to pieces, do it prefently : 

He kill’d my Son, my Daughter, he kill’d my Coufin 
Marcus, he kill’d my Father. 

2 Lord. Peace, ho no outrage——_—peace——- 
The Ma is noble, and his Fame folds in 
This Orb o’th’ Earth; his laft Offences to us 
Shall have judicious hearings Stand, Jufidius, 

And trouble not the Peace. 
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Titus Andronicus. 2001 


O that I had him, with fix Aufidivfes, or more 
Ae Tribes to ufe my lawf ful Sword——— 
Auf, Infolent Villain. 


All Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. 
| ' The Confpirators all draw, and kill Martius, whe 
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fails, and Aufidius ftan 1S OW Hits 
Lords. Hold, hold, nol 1, hold, 


An) ; My Noble Lo; ds, bear me {peak 
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2 Lord. Thou haft donea deed, whereat 
Valour will weep. 
3 Lora, Tread not upon him---Mafters all, be quiet, 
Put up your Swords, 
Auf. My Lords, 
When you fhall know (as in this Rage 
Provok’d by him, you cannot) the great danger 
Which this Man’s Life did owe you, you'll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Pleafe it your Honours: 
To call me to your Senate, I'll | deliver 
My felf your Loyal Servant, or endure 
Your heavieft Cenfure, 
t Lord. Bear from hence his Body; 
And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the moft Noble Coarfe, that ever Herald 
Did follow to his ‘a, 
2 Lord, His own impatience 
Takes from Axfidius a great part of blame: 
Let’s make the beft of ir, 
Auf. My Rage is Sm 
And J am itruck with | SirraW Take him up : 
Help three o’th’ chiefeft Soldiers; I’! be one. 
Beat thou the Drum that it {peak mot urnfully + : 
Trail your fteel Pikes. T hough in this C City he 
Hath widowed and unchilded many a one, 
Which to this hour bewail the Injuryy 
Yet he fhall have a Noble mem ory. Affift, 
| Exeunt, bearing the Body of Martius. A de ead®h Marth founded, 
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Dramatis Perfone. 
M E N. 


~Aturninus, Son to the late Limperar of Rome, 
and afterwards declard Emperor himfelf. 

Baflianus, Brother to Saturninus, iz Love with 
Lavinia. : 

Titus Andronicus, a Noble Roman Genera/ againft 
the Goths. 

Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the People, and 
brother to Titus, | 

Marcus, 


uintus ai eee 
Quintus, Sons to Titus Andronicus. 
Lucius, 


Mutius, 

loung Lucius, a Boy, Son to Lucius. 
Alarbus, 

Chiron, Sous to Famora. 
Demetrius, 

Aaron, a4 Moor, : Belov’d oy Tamora. 


W O M-E N. 
Tamora, Queen of the Goths, and afterwards Mar- 
ried to Saturninus. 


Lavinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus. 
Senators, Fudges, Officers, Soldiers, and other At- 


tendants. 


»CENE Rome, and the Country near it. 
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Vitus Andronicus. 


OD DFO EO Gy ciate: 


aes 
a i ae = Fhe —— 


Sot bi SGE NE. 
SCENE Rome. 


Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft,as in theSenate. 

Enter Saturninus and his Followers at one Door, 
and Batlianusazd bis Followers at the other, with 
‘Drum and Colours. 
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sjObdle Patrician, Patrons of my Right, 
Defend the Juftice of my Caufe with Arms, * 
And Country-men and loving Followers, 
Plead my fucceflive Title with your Swords, 
I was the firft-born Son of him that laft 
Wore the Imperial Diadem of Rome: 
Then let my Father’s Honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine Age with this Indignity. 
Baj. Romans, Friends, Followers, 
Favourers of my Right ; 
If ever Baffianus, Cafar’s Son, 
Vere gracious in the Eyes of Royal Rome, 
Keep then this paflage to the Capitol ; 
And fuffer not Difhonour to approach 
Hh 3 Th’. Im- 
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\ / 2006 Titus Andronicus. 


Th’ Imperial Scat to Virtue, Confecrate 

To Juftice, Continence, and Nobility : 

But lee Defere in ptre RteGion thine; 

And, Romans, fight for Freedom in your Choice. 
Exter Marcus Andronicus aloft with the Crown. 
ir. Princes that ftriveby Fa@ions and by Friends, 
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Li 
Ambitioufly for Rule and Empery ; 
Koow, that the People of Rome, for whom we ftand 
A. {pecial Party, have by Common Voice, 

In Ele&tion for the Roman Empery, 

Ciofen Axdronicu,Sur-named P WS, 

For many good and great deferts to Rome. 

A Nobler Man, a braver Warrior, 

Lives not this day within our City Walls. 
He by the Senate is accited home, 

From weary Wars againft the barbarous Goths, 
That with ‘his Sons (a terror to our Foes) 

Hath yoak’d a Nation {trong, train’d up in Arms. 
en Years are fpent fince firft’he undertook 
This Canfe of Rome, and chaftifed with Arms 
Our Enemics Pride. Five times he hath return’d 

Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant Sons 

In ‘Coftins from the Field. 

And now at laft, laden with Honour’s Spoils, 
Returns rhe 200d Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titys, flourifhing in Arms, 

Let us intreat, by Honour of his Name; 

Whom (worthily) you would have now fucceed, 
And in the Capitol and Senate’s Right, 

Whom you pretend to Honour and Adore, 

That you withdraw you, and abate your Strength ; 
Difmifs your Followers; and as Suiters fhould, 
Plead your Deferts in Peace and Humblenefs, 

Sat. How fair the Tribune fpeaks, 
To calm my Thoughts, 
Baf. Marcus Andronicus, fol do athe 

In thy Uprightnefs and Integrity : 

And fo I Love and Honour thee and thine ; 

Thy Noble Brother Zitus, and his Sons, 
And her (to whemour Thoughts are humbled all) 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome’s rich Ornament, 
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Titus AaBcicas. 2007 


That I will here difmifs my loving Friends; 
And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Favour; 
Commit my Caufe in ballance to be weigh’d, 
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| Ex. Soldiers. 
Sat. Friends that have been 


Thus forward in my Right, 
I thank you all, and here difmifs you all; 
And to the Love and Favour of my Country, 
Commit my Self, my Perfon,.and the Caufe: 
Rome, be as jult atd gracious unto me, 
As I am confident and kind to thee, 
Open the Gates, and let me in. 

Baf. Tribunes, and me, a poor Competitor. 

| They go up into the Senate-Honfe 
Enter a Captain. 

Cap. Romans, make way: The good Andronicus, 
Patron of Virtue, Rome's be{t Champion, 
succefsful in the Battels that he fights, 
With Honour and with Fortune is:return’d, 
From whence he circumfcribed with his Sword, 
And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome. 
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Sound Drums and Trumpets, and thenenter Mutius and Mar- 
Cus: dfter them, two Men bearing a Coffin coverd with 
black; then Quintus and Lucius. After them Titus An- 
dronicus; and then Tamora, the Queen of Goths, Alarbus, 
Chiron azd Dem«trius,. with Aaron the Moor, Prifoners, 
Soldiers, and other Attendants, They fet doovn the Coffiny and 
Titus /peaks. 


Tit. Hail, Rome, 
Victorious in thy mourning Weeds ! 
Loe, as the Bark that hath difchare’d her Freight, 
Returns with precious lading to the Bay, 
From whence.at firft fhe weigh’d her Anchorage, 
Cometh Audronicus with Laurel Boughs, 
Yo re-falute his Country with his Tears ; 
Tears of true Joy, for his return to Rome. 
Thou great defender of this Capitol, 
Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend, 
Komans, of five and twenty Valiant Sons, 
Half of the number that Kine Priam had, 
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50.8 i1tUS ANaronicus. 
Behold the poor remains alive and dead ! 
Thefe that Survive, let Rome reward with Love 
Lhefe that I bring unto their lateft Home, 
With burial among their Anceftors. 
have given me leave to theath my Sword: 

Titus unkind, and careleis of thine own, 


oy 


Why fufferft thot thy Sons unburied yet, 
To hover on the dreadfi] Shoar of Styx 2 
Make way to lay them by their Brethren. 
| They open the Tomb, 

There greet in filence, as the :dead are wont, 
And fleep in Peace, flain in your Country’s Wars: 
O facred Receptacle of my Joys, 
Sweet Cell of Virtue and Nobility, 
How many Sons of mine haft thou in {tore, 
That thou. wilt never render to me more é 

Luc. Give us the proudeft Prifoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew,his Limbs, and on a Pile, 
Ad manes Fratrum, Sacrifice his Fleth, 
Before this Earthly Prifon of their Bones, 
That fo the Shadows be not unappeas’d, 
Nor we difturb'd with Prodigies on Earth, 

Tit. I give him you, the nobleft thar furvives, 
Lhe Eldeft Son of this diftreffed Queen, 

Lam. Stay, Roman Breth ren, £racious Conqueror, 
Victorious Titus, rue the Tears I thed, 
A Mothet’s Pears in Paffion for her Son : 
And if thy Sons were ever dear to thee, 
Ona think my Sons to be as dear to me. 
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Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 
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Here Geths 


Fo beautifie thy Triumphs, aad return 
Captive to thee; and to thy Reman Yoak; 
But muft my Sons be flaughter’d in the Streets, 
For Valiant doings in their Country’s Caufe2 
O! if to fight for King and Common-weal, 
Were Piety in thine, it is in thefe 
Indrouicus, ftain not thy Tomb with Blood. 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the Gods 2 
Draw near them then ‘in being merciful ; 
Sweet Mercy is Nobility’s true badge, 
Thrice Nobie Titus, ‘pare my firft-born Son, 
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Titus M+dronicus. 2009 


Tit. Patient vour felf, 


Thefe are'the Brethren, whom you Goths behold 

Alive and dead, and for thei; Brethren flain, 

Religiouily they ask a Sacrifice , 

To this your Son is markt, and ‘die he mutt, 

To appeafe their groaning Shadows that are gone. 
Luc, Away with him, and make a Fire ftraight, 

And with our Swords upon a Pile of W 


ood, 
Let’s hew his Limbs til] they be clean confum'd. 
[ Exexat Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius wit) Alarbus. 
Tam. O cruel irreligious Piety ! 


Chi. Was ever Scythia hal€ fo barbarous? 
Dem. Oppofe me, Scythia, to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus 20 to reft; and we furvive, 
To tremble under Titus’s threatning Looks, 
Then, Madam, ftand refoly’d, but hope withal, 
The felf-fame Gods that arm’d the Queen of Troy, 
With opportunity of tharp Revenge 
Upon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 
May favour Tamora, the Queen of Goths, 
(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was Queen) 
To quit her bloody Wrongs upon her Foes, 
Enter Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius, 
Luc. See, Lord and Father, how we hive perform’d 
Our Roman Rites, Alarbus’s Limbs are lopt, 
And Intrals feed the facrificing Fire, 
Whofe Smoke, like Incenfe, doth perfume the Sky, 
Remaineth nought but to inter our Brethren, 
And with loud Larums welcome them to Rome. 
Zit. Let it be fo, and let Andronicus 
Make this his lateft farewel to their Souls. 
| Then found Trumpets, and lay the Coffins inthe Tomb. 
In Peace and Honour reft you here, my Sons, 
Kome’s readieft Champions, repofe you here in reft, 
Secure from worldly Chances and Mithaps : 
Here lurks no Treafon, here no Envy fwells, 
Here grow no damned Grudges, here no Storms, 
No Noife, but Silence and eternal Sleep ; 
In Peace and Honour reft you here, my Sons, 


Madam, and pardon me, 
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2010 Titus Andronicus, 
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Enter Lavinia. 

Lav. In Peace and Honour live Lord Titgs long, 
My Noble Lord and Father, live in Fame: 

Lo at this Tomb my tributary Tears 
I render, for my Brethrens Obfequies: 

And at thy Feet Ikneel, with Tears of Joy; 

Shed on the Earth, for thy return to Rome. 

O blefs me here with thy viGorious Hand, 

Whofe Fortune Rome’s beft Citizens applaud. 
Lit. Kind Rome, 

That haft thus lovingly refery’d 

The Cordial of mine Age, to glad mine Heart, 

Lavinia, live, out-live thy Father’s Days ; 

And Fame’s eternal date for Virtue’s praife, 

“Maar. Long live Lord Titus, my beloved Brother, 
Gracious Triumpher in the Eyes of Rome. 

Zit. Thanks, gentle Tribune, 

Noble Brother AZarcus. 

Mar. And welcome Nephews from fuccefsful Wars, 
You that furvive, and you that fleep in Fame; 
Fair Lords, your-Fortunes are-alike in all, 

That in your Country’s Service drew your Swords, 
But fafer Triumph is this Funeral Pomp 

That hath afpir’d to Solox’s Happinefs, 

And triumphs over Chance. in Honour’s Bed, 
Titus Andronicus, the People of Rome, 

W hoie Friend: in Juftice thou haft ever been, 
Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truft, 
This Palliament of white and {potlefs Hue, 

And name thee in Eleétion for the Empire, 
With thefe our late deceafed Emperor’s Sons; 
Be.Candidatus then, and put it on, 

And help to fet a Head on headlefs Rome, 

Zit. A better Head her Glorious Body fits, 
han his that thakes for Age and Feeblene(s: 
What fhould I don-this Robe, and trouble you? 
Be chofe with Proclamations to Day, 

To Morrow yield up Rule, refign my Life, 
And fet abroach new Bufinefs for you all, 

Kome, 1 have been thy Soldier forty Years, 
Aad led my Country’s Strength fuccefsfully, 
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And buried one and twenty valiant Sons, 
Knighted in Field, flain manfully in Arms, 
In Right and Service of their Noble Country: 
Give me a Staff of Honour for mine Age, 
But not a Scepter to controul the World, 
Upright he held it, Lords, that held it laft. 
Mar. Titus, thou fhalt obtain and ask the Empery. 
Sat, Proudand ambitious Tribune, canft thoutell2 
Tit. Patience, Prince Saturuinus. 
Sat. Romans, do me right. 
Patricians draw your Swords, and fheath them not 
"Till Saturninus be Rome’s Emperor: 
Andronicus, would thou wert fhipt to Hell, 
Rather than rob me of the Peoples Hearts. 
Luc. Proud Saturxine, interrupter of the good 
That Noble-minded Titus means to thee. 
Zit, Content thee Prince, I will reftore to thee, 
The Peoples Hearts, and wean them from themfelves. 
Baf. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee, 
But honour thee, and will do ’till I die: 
My Faction, if thou ftrengthen with thy Friends, 
I will moft thankful be; and thanks to Men 
Of noble Minds is honourable Meed. 
Zit, People of Rome, and noble Tribunes here, 
I ask your Voices, and your Suffrages, 
Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicus? 
Mar. Togratifiethe good Andronicus, 
And gratulate his fafe Return to Rome, 
The People will accept whom he admits: 
Zit. Tribunes, I thank you, and this fuit I nfake, 
That you create your Emperor’s eldeft Son, 
Lord Saturnine; whofe Virtues will, T hope, 
Reflect on Rome, as Titan's Rays on Earth, 
And ripen Juftice in this Common-weal : 
Thenif you will Ele@ by my Advice, 
Crown him, and fay, Long live our Emperor. 
Mar. With Voices and Applaufe of every fort, 
Patricians and Plebeizns, we create 
Lord Sarurninus, Rome's great Emperor; 
And fay, Long live our Emperor Satarnine. 
[<4 long Flourifh’till they come done 
Abe 
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Ranfomlefs here we fer ou; Prifoners free, 


~Y 9512 litus Andronicus. 


Sat, Titus Andronicus, for thy Favours done, 
lo us in our Eleion this Day, 
I give thee Thanks in part of thy Deferts, 
And will with Deeds requite thy gentlenefs : 
And for an Onfer, Titus, to advance 
Thy Name, and honourable Family, 
Lavinia will Y make ny Emperefs, 
Kome's Royal Miftrefs, Miftrefs of my Heart, 
And in the facred Pathe, her Efpoufe : 
Tell me, dudronicus, doth this Motion pleafe thee 2 
Yir. Itdoch, my worthy Lord; and in this Match. 
I hold me highly honour’d of your Grace: 
And here in G ght of Rome, to Saturuinus, 
King and Commander of our Common-weal, 
The wide World’s Emperor, do I Confecrare 
My Sword, my Chariot and my Prifoners, 
Prefents well wo: thy Roze's Imperial Lord. 
Receive them then, the Tribute that Towe, 
Mine Honours Envfigns humbled ‘at thy Feet, 
Sat. Thanks, noble Titws, Father of my Life, 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy Gifts, 
Kome fhall record, and when T do forget 
The leatt of thefe unfpeakable Deferts, 
Komans forget your Pealty to me, 
Tit. Now, Madam, are-you Prifoner to an Emperor, 
To him that for your Honour and your State 
Will ufe you nobly, and your Followers, 
Sat. A goodly Lady, ‘truft me, of the Hue, 
That I would chufe, ‘were I to chufé a-new 
Clear up, fair Queen, that cloudy Countenance, 
Tho’ chance of Warhath wroughtthis change of cheer, 
Thou com’ft not tobe made 4 fcorn in Rome: 
Princely fhall be thy Ufage every way. 
Reft on my Word, ‘and let not difcontent 
Daunt all your Hopes : Madam, he comforts you, 
Can make you greater than the Queen of Goths, 
Lavisia, you-are not difpleas’d with this? 
Lav. Not I, my Lord, fith true Nobility 
Warrants thefe Words in Princely Courtefie, 
Sat. Thanks, {weet Lzvinia. Romans, let us 20. 


Proclaim 
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Vitus Andronicus. 2013 
Proclaim our Honours, Lords, with Trumpet and Drum. 
baj. Lord Titus, by your leave this Maid is mine. 
bis | Seizteg Lavinia. 
Zit. How, Sir? Are you in earneft then, my Lord 2 
Baj. Ay, noble Tits; and refolv’d withal, 
To do my felf this Reafon and this Right. 
| Zhe Emperor Courts Tamora in dumb fhew. 
Mar. Suum cuique, 1s our Roman Juttice: ’ 
This Prince in Juftice feizeth but his own, 
Luc. And that he will, and fhall, if Lacivs live, 
Zit. Traitors, avant! where is the Emperor’s Guard? 
Treafon, my Lord; Lavinia is furpriz’d. 
Sat. Surpriz'd ! by whom 2 | 
Ba/. By him that juftly may 
Bear his Betroth’d from all the World away. 
[Exit Baffianus with Lavinia 
Myt. Brothers, help to convey her hence away. 
And with my Sword I'll keep the Door clofe. 
Tit. Follow, my Lord, and I'll foon bring her back. 
Muti, My Lord, you pafs not here, 
Zi. What Villain, Boy, barr’f me my way Is Rome 2 
Mut. Help, Lucius, helo. | He bills him. 
Luc. My Lord, you are unjuft, and more than fo, 
In wrongful Quarrel you have flain your Son, 
Tit. Nor thon, nor he, are any Sons of mine, 
My Sons would never fo Dithonor me. 
Traitor, reftore Liviniato the Emperor, 
Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to be his Wife, 
That is another’s lawful promis’d Love. 
Emp. No, Titus, no, the Emperor needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy Stock ; 
Til truft by Leifure him that mocks me once, 
Thee never, nor thy Traiterous haughty Sons, 
Confederates all, thus to Difhonour me. 
Was there none elfe in Rome to make a Stale of 
But Saturnine ? Full well, .Asdronicus, 
Agree thefe Deeds, with that proud Brag of thine, 
That faid’ft, I-bep’d the Empire at thy Hands. 
Tt. O Monftrous ! what reproachful Words are thefe ? 
Sat. But go thy ways, go give that changing Piece, 
To him that flourifh’d for her with his Sword ; 
A Valiant Sonein-Law thou thalt enjoy : One 
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bo 


One fit to bandy with thy lawlefs Sons, 
To ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome. 
Zit. Thefe Words are Razors to my wounded Heart. 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, Qiieen of Goths, 
That like the’ ftately Phebe ‘tmongft her Nymphs, 
Dott over-fhine the Gallant’ft Dames of Rome, 
If thou be pleas’d with this my fudden Choice, 
Behold I chufe thee, Tamora, for my Bride, 
And will create thee Emperefs of Rome. 
Speak, Queen of Goths, doft thou applaud my Choice 2 
And here I {wear by all the Roman Gods, 
Sith Prieft and Holy-water are {fo near, 
And Tapers burn fo bright, and every thing 
In readinefs for LT) meneus ftand, 
I will not re-falute the S-reets of Rome, 
Or climb my Palace, *till from forth this place 
I lead efpous’d my Bride along with me. 
fam, And here in fight of Heaven to Rome I {wear, 
If Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths, 
Sne will a Hand-maid be to his Defires, 
A loving Nurfe, a Mother to his Youth, 
Sat, Afcend, Fair Q:1een, 
Pantheon Lords, accompany 
Your noble Emperor, and his lovely Bride, 
vent by the Heavens for Prince Saturuine ; 
Whofe Wifdom hath her Fortune Conquered, | 
There fhall we confummate our Sponfal Rites, | Exennt, 
Zit. I am not bid to wait upon this Bride, 
Zstus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Dithonoured thus, and challenged of Wrongs ? 
Enter Marcus Andronicus, Lucius, Quintus, and Marcus, 
Mar. O Titus fee, O fee what thou haft done ! 
{na bad Quarrel flain a Virtuous Son. 
Zit. No, foolith Tribune, néz No Son of mine, 
Nor thou, nor thefe Confederates in the Deed, 
That hath Dithonoured al] our Family, 
Unworthy Brother, and unworthy Sons, 
Luc. But let-us give him Burial 4s becomes, 
Give Autins Burial with our Brethren, 


Tite 


To be Difhonoured by my Sons in Rome: 


_ > © 2 0--su> — eo . 





Ti. Traitors away, he refts not in this Tomb; 
This Monument five hundred Years hath ftood, 
Which I have {umptuoufly re-edified : 

Here none but Soldiers, and Rome’s Servitors, 
Repofe in Fame: None bafely flain in Brawls. 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 

Mar. My Lord, this is Impiety in you, 

My Nephew A%utins’s Deeds do plead for him, 
He muft be buried with his Brethren, 


[Titus’s Sous /peak. 


Sons. And fhall, or him we will accompany. 
Zit. And fhall? What Villain was it {pake that Word2 


| Ditus’s Son (peaks. 


Quin. He that would vouch in any place but here. 
Tz. What would you bury him in my Defpight?2 
Mar. No, noble Titus, but intreat of thee, 

To pardon AZutius, and to bury him, 

Zit. Marcus, even thou haft ftruck upon. my Creft, 
And with thefe Boys mine Honour thou haft wounded, 
My Foes, 'I do repute you every one. 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone, 
Luc. He is not himfelf, Iet us withdraw, 
Quin. Not I, till AZatins Bones be buried. 
| The Brother and the Sons kneel. 

Mar, Brother, for in that Name doth Nature plead. 

Quin. Father, and in that Name doth Nature {peak. 

Zi. Speak thou no more, if all the reft will {peed. 

Mar, Renowned Titus, more than half my. Soul. 

Luc. Dear Father, Soul and Subftance of us all. 

Mar. Suffer thy Brother AZarcus to inter 
His noble Nephew here in Virtues iveft, 

That died in Honour, and Lavinia’s Caule. 
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous : 
The Greeks upon Advice did bury Ajax 
That flew himfelf # And ev’n Laerres Son 
Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals: 
Let not young Adurins then, that, was thy Joy, 
Be barr’d his entrance here. 
Tit. Rife; Afarcus, rife —— 
The difmall’ft Day is this that e’er I faw, 
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2616 Litus Andronicus. 
Well, bury him, and bury. me the next. 


[Zhe pee hime tn the Toml 
Luc. There lye thy Bones, fweet Adutius. with ¢} Friends 
“Till we with Lrophies do adora thy Tom 
| LI Heel, Ad fa 

No Man fhed Tears for noble M: 


He lives in Fame, thar died in Virtue’s j fe, 

Mar. My Lord, to ftep ont of fudden Dumps, 
How comes it thar the fubtle Ou. ~Gorbs 
Is of a fudden thus advane’d in Ro; 

£2. 2 know not, Marcus: Dut Know it iS, 
Whether by devife or no, the Hes tell; 


Is fhe not then beholding to the Ma 

That brought her for this high good (o far ? 

Yes, and will Nobly him remuné;ate. 

Flourifh, Enter the Emperor, Tatnora, Chiron and Deme 
trius with rhe Moor at one Door. At the other Door Bath 
nus and Lavinia with others. 

Sat. So, Baffianus, you have plaid your P Ze, 

God give you Joy, Sir, of your Gallant Bride. 

Baf. And you of yours, my Lord; I fay no more, 

Nor with no lefs, and fo [ take my leave, 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have Law, or we have Power, 

Thou and thy Fa@ion thall repent this Rape, 

Baf. Rape call you its my Lord, to feize my own, 

My true betrothed Loy €, and how my Wife 2 

But let the Laws of Rone determine all, 

Mean while I am poffeft of that is mine, 

Sat. "Tis good, Sir ; you are very fhort with us, 

But if we live, we'll be as fharp with you, 

Baf. My Lord, what I have done, as beft I mays 

Anfwer I muft, and fhall do with my Life, 

Only thus much I give your Grace to know, 

By all the Duties which I owe to Rome, 

This noble Gentleman, Lord Titys here, 

{sin Opinion and in Honour wrong’d 

That in the Refcue of Lavinia, 

With his own Hand did flay his youngeft Son, 

In Zeal to you, and highly mov'd to Wrath, 

Lo be contrord in that he frankly gave ; 

Receive him then to favour, Saturnine, 
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That hath expreft him(elf in all his Deeds, 
A Father and a Friend to thee, and Rome. 

Zit. Prince Baffianus, leave to plead my Deeds, 
‘Tis thou, and thofe, that have difhonour’d me- 
Rome and the Righteous Heavens be my Judge, 
How I have lov’d and honour’d Saturnine, 

Tam. My worthy Lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in thofe Princely Eyes of thine, 
Then hear me fpeak, indifferently, for all ; 

And at my Suit (Sweet) pardon what is paft. 

Sat. What, Madam, be difhonoured openly, 
And bafely put it up without Revenge 2 

Tam. Not fo, my Lord, 

The Gods of Rome fore-fend, 
I fhould be Author to difhonour you, 
But, on mine Honour dare, I undertake, 
For good Lord 7itus’s innocence in all ; 
Whofe Fury not diffembled fpeaks his Griefs: 
Then at my Suit look gracioufly on him, 
Lofe not fo noble a Friend on vain fuppofe, 
Nor with fowre looks affi@ his gentle Heart, ——~ 
My Lord, be rul’d by me, be won at laft, 
Diffemble all your Griefs and Difcontents, 
You are but newly planted in your Throne; 
Left then the People and Partricians*too, 
Upon a juft Survey take Titus part, 
And fo fupplant us for Ingratitude, 
Which Rome reputes to be a hainous Sin, 
Yield at Intreats, and then let me alone; 
I'll find a Day to Maffacre them all, 
And raze their FaCtion, and their Family, 
The Cruel Father, and his Traiterous Sons, 
To whom I fued for my dear Son’s Life: 
And make them know what ’tis to let a Queen 
Kneel in the Streets, and beg for Grace in vain——— 
Come, come, fweet Emperor, come Axdronicns, 
Take up this good old Man, and chear the Heart, 
That dies in Tempeft of thy angry Frown. 
Sat. Rife, Tirus, rife, 
My Emprefs hath prevail'd. 
Tit. T thank your Majefty, 
won, FV, 
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—_ 


And her, my Lord. 
Thefe Words, thefe Looks, infufe new Life in me, 
Tam. Titus, Iam incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily : 
And muft advife the Emperor for his good. 
This Day all Quarrels die, udronicus, _ 
And let it be my Honour, good my Lord, 
That I have reconcil’d your Friends and you. 
For you, Prince Bajfianus, I have patt 
My Word and Promife to the Emperor, 
‘That you will be more mild and tra@able. 
And fear not, Lords; 
And you, Lavinia, 
By my Advice all humbled on your Knees, 
You fhall ask Pardon of his Majefty. 
Luc. We do, 
And vow to Heaven, and to his Highnefs, 
That what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring our Sifter’s Honour and our own, 
Afar. That on mine Honour here I do proteft, 
Sat. Away, and talk not, trouble us no more. 
Tam. Nay, nay, 
Sweet Emperor we muft all be Friends, 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneel for Grace, 
I will not be denied, Sweet-heart, feck back. 
rei Sat. Marcus, 
bai For thy fake and thy Brether’s here, 
D. And at my lovely Tamora’s Intreats, 
By I do remit thefe young Mens hainous Faults, 
| Stand up. Lavinia, though you left me likea churl, 
I found a Friend, and fure as Death I fwore, 
I would not part a Batchelor from the Prieft. 
Come, if the Emperor’s Court can feaft two Brides, 
You are my Gueft, Lavinia, and your Friends; 
. This Day hall be a Love-day, Tamora. 
Tit. To Morrow, and it pleafe your Majefty, 
| Fo hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 
With Horn and Hound, we'll give your Grace Bon-jour. 
| Sats Be it fo, Titus, and Gramercy too. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE Rome. 
Enter Aaron alone. 
Aaron. Ow climbeth Tamora Olympus top, 
Safe out of Fortune’s fhor, and fits aloft, 
Secure of Thunders crack, or Lightning flath, 
Advancd abcye pale Envies threatning reach; 
As when the golden Sun falutes the morn, 
And having gilt the Ocean with his Beams, 
Gallops the Zodiack in his gliftring Coach, 
ind over-looxs the highcit piering Hills: 
9° Tamora. 
Upon her Wit doth early Honour wait, 
And Virtue ftoops and trembles at her Frown. 
Then daron arm thy Heart, and fit thy Thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy Imperial Mittrefs, 
And mount her Pitch, whom thou in triumph long 
Haft Prifoner held, fetter’d in amorous Chains, — 
And fafter bound to Aaren’s charming Eyes, 
Than is Prometheus ty’d to Caucafus. 
Away with flavifh Weeds, and idle Thoughts, 
i will be bright, and fhine in Pearl and Gold, 
To wa't upon this new made Emperefs, 
To wait, faid I 2? ‘T’o wanton with this Queen, 
This Goddefs, this Semiramis, this Queen, 
This Syrex, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And fee his Shipwrack, and his Common-weals. 
Holla, what Storm is this 2 
Enter Chiron and Demetrius. _ 
Dem. Chiron, thy Years want Wit, thy Wit wants Edge 
And Manners, to intrude where I am Grac’d, 
And may, for ought thou know’ft, affe@ted be. 
Chi. Demetrius, thou doft over-ween in all, 
And fo in this, to bear me down with Braves: 
‘Tis not the Difference of a Year or two 
Makes me lefs Gracious, or thee more Fortunate; 
I am as able, and as fit as thou, 
To ferve, and to deferve my Miftrefs Grace, 
And that my Sword upon thee fhall approve, 
Ti 2 And 


: 
, 
\ 
: 
‘ 
’ 
y 
\ 
, ? 
A 
‘ 
\ 
q 
i 
noe 
Y; 
a 
i 
: 
' 
ie 
: 
ot 
ae 


— 


—- 


"| 


ee 


* 


— 


Yt a a 
EE ee Lee ee 


Oe a OF 
- ne 





: 
7 
it 
im 
) @e 





et * 


ip ry) 
4 
“ 
wis, 
¢ 
oF 
ue - 
i , | 
> 
? i Ri na 
hes a 
e 
P ee 
eo 
| Gott = 
bai 
ia ae 
apt. 
x ae 
a “a 


a 


» 


2020 ditus Andronicus. 


And plead my Paffion for Lavinia’s Love. 
“dar, Clubs, Clubs, thefe Lovers will not keep the Peace, 
Dem. Why Boy, although our Mother (unadvis’d) 
Gave you a dancing Rapier by your fide, 
Are you fo defperate grown to threat your Friends 2 
Go to; have your Lath glued within your Sheath, 
Till you know better how to handle it. 
Chi. Mean while Sir, with the little Skill I have, 
Full well thalt thou perceive how much I dare. 
Dem. Ay Boy, grow ye fo brave 2 | They draw, 
“lar. Why now, Lords? 
So near the Emperor’s Palace dare you draw 2 
And maintain fuch a Quarrel openly 2- 
Full well I wot the ground of all this Grudge. 
I would not for a Million of Gold, 
The Caufe were known to them it moft concerns. 
Nor would your noble Mother, for much more, 
Be fo Difhonoured in the Court of Rome. 
For fhame put-up, 
_ Dem. Nor I, till I have fheath’d 
My Rapier in his Bofom, and withal 
Thrutt chefe reproachful Speeches down his Throat, 
hat he hath breath’d in my Difhonour here. 
Chi, For that I am prepar’d and full refoiv’d, 
Foul {poken Coward | ——— 
Thou thundreft with thy Tongue, 
And with thy Weapon nothing dar’ft perform, 
“lar, Away, I fay. 
Now by the Gods that warlike Gosh adore, 
Phis Petty Brabble will undo us all ; 
hy Lords —— and think you-not. how dangerous 
fe isto fet upon a-Prince’s Right 2 
What is Laviniz then become fo loofe, 
Or Baffianus {fo degencrate; 
That for her Love. {uch Quarrels'may.be broacht, 
Without Controulment,  Juftice, or Revenge 2 
Young Lords, bewate ——~ and {hould the Emprefs know 
This Difcord’s ground, the Mufick would not pleafe 
Chi. I care not; I, knew fhe and all the World, 
I love Lavinia more than all the World. 


Dem. 
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Dem, Youngling, 

Learn thou to make fome better choice, 
Lavinia is thine elder Brother’s hope. 

Mar, Why are ye mad! Or know yenot in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be, | 
And cannot brook Competitors in Love? 

I tell you Lords, you do but plor your Deaths 
By this devife, 

Chi. aron, a thoufand Deaths would I propofe, 
To atchieve her whom I do love? 

Aar. Toatchieve her how |i 

Dem. Why mak’ft thou it fo ftrange2 
She isa Woman, therefore may be woo'd, 

She is a Woman, therefore may be won, 

She is Lavinia, therefore mutt be lov’d. 

What Man, more Water glideth by the Mill 

Than wots the Miller of, and eafie it is 
Of a cut Loaf to fteal a Shive we know - 
Tho’ Baffianus be the Emperor’s Brother, 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's Badge. 

Mar. Ay, and as good as Saturninus may. 

Dem, Then why thould he defpair, that knows to courtit 
With Words, fair Looks, and Liberality 2 
What haft thou not full often ftruck a Doe, 

And born her cleanly by the Keeper’s Nofe?2 

ar, Why then it feems fome certain {natch or fo 
Would ferve your turns. 

Chi. Ay, fotheturn were ferved. 

Dem, Aaron, thou hatt hit it. 

Mar. Would you had hit it too, 

Then fhould not! we be tird with this ado: 
Why, hak ye, hark ve- and are you fuch Fools 
To fquare for this? Would it offead you then? 

Chi. Faith, not me. 

Dem. Nor me, fo I were one. 

Aar. For fhame be Friends, and join for that you jar. 

‘Tis Policy and Stratagem muft do 

That you affe@, and fo muft you refolve, 

That what you cannot as you would atchieve, 

You muft perforce accomplifh as you may: 

Take this of me, Lwcrece was not more Chatte a 
Ii 2 12¢ 
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Than this Lavinia, Baffianus’s Love; 

A {peedier courfe than lingring Languifhment 
Mutt we purfue, and I have found the Path. 
My Lords, a folemn Hunting is in hand, 
There will the lovely Roman Ladies troop : 
The Foreft walks are wide and {pacious, 

And many unfrequented Plots there are, 
Fitted by kind for Rape and Villany: 

Single you thither then this dainty Doe, 

And ftrike her home by force, if not by words: 
This way, or not at all, ftand you in hope. 
~ome, come, our Emprefs with her facred Wit 
To Villany and Vengeance confecrate, 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 

And the thall file our Engines with advice, 

Lihat will not fuffer you to iquare your felves, 
But to your withes heighth advance you both, 
The Emperor’s Court is like the Houfe of Fame 
The Palace full of Tongues, of Eyes, of Ears: 


VO 


The Woods are ruthlefs, dreadful, deaf and dull: 
There fpeak, and ftrike, brave Boys, and take your turns. 
There ferve your Lufts, thadow’d from Heaven’s Eye, 
And revel in Lavinia’s Trealury, 
Chi. Thy Counfel, Lad, fmells of no Cog ardife. 
Dem, Si fas aut nefas, *ciill I find the {treams 
To cool this Heat ; 4 Charm to calm their Fits, 
Per Styga, per Manes vehor. i 


| Exenn?. 
S CEN E£ IL, A Foreff. 


Enter Titus Andronicus aad his three Sons, 


2 


making anoife 
with Hounds and FTorns, and Marcus. 

Zit. The hunt isup, the Morn is bright and gra 

The Fields are fragrant, and the Woods 

Uncouple here, and let us make a Bay, 

And wake the Emperor and his lovely Bride, 

And rouze the Prince, and ring a Hunter’s Peal, 

That all the Court may Eccho with the Noife. 

Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, 

To attend the Emperor’s Perfon carefully : 

I have been troubled in my Sleep this Night, ‘ 

But dawning Day new Comfort hath infpir’d, 3 

Win 
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Wind Horns, Here-a cry of Hounds, and wind Florns in a 
Peal; then enter Saturninus, Tamora, Baffianus, 
Chiron, Demetrius, and their Attendants. 

Tit. Many good morrows to your Majefty, 

Madam, to you as many and as good, 

I promifed your Grace a Hunter’s Peal. 

Sat. And you have rung it luftily, my Lords, 

Somewhat too early for new married Ladies. 

Ba/. Lavinia, How fay youé 
Lav. I fay, No: 

J have been awake two hours and more, 

Sat. Come on then, Horfe and Chariots Jet us have, 

And to our Sport: Madam, now thal] yc fee 

Our Roman Hunting. 

Mar. 1 have Dogs, my Lord, 

Will rouze the proudeft Panther in the Chafe, 

And climb the higheft Promontory top, 

Tit. And have Horfe will follow, where the Game 

Makes away, and run like Swallows o’er the Plain, 

Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with Horfe nor Found, 

But hope to pluck a dainty Doe to Ground, 

Enter Aaron alone, 
Jar. He that had Wit, would think that I had none, 

To bury fo much Gold under a Tree, 

And never after to inherit it, 

Let him that thinks of me fo abje@ly, 

Know thatjthis Gold muft coin a Stratagem, 

Which cutiningly effected, will beget 

A very excellent piece of Villany; 
And fo.repofe fweet Gold for their unreft, 

hat have their Alms out of the Emprefs Cheft, 

Enter Tamora. 

Zam. My lovely Aaron, 
Wherefore look’f{t thou fo fad, 
When every thing doth make a Gleeful boaft2 
The Birds chaunt melody on every Buth, 
The Snake lies rolled in the chearful Sun, 
The green Leaves quiver with the cooling Wind, 
And make a chequer’d fhadow on the Ground: 
Under their {weet fhade, Aaron, let us fit, 
And whilft the babling Eccho mocks the Hounds, 
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Replying’ fhrilly to the well-tun’d Horns, 
As if a double hunt were heard at once, 
Let us fit down and mark their yelping noife : 
And after confli@ fuch as was fuppos’d 
The wandring Prince and Dido once enjoy d, 
When with a happy ftorm they were furpriz’d, 
And curtain’d with a Counfel-keeping Cave, 
We may each wreathed in the others Aims, 
(Our Paftimes done) poflels a Golden flumber, 
W hilft Hounds and Horns, and {weet melodicus Birds 
Be unto us, as is a Nurfe’s Song 
Of Lullaby, to bring her Babe afleep, 
Mar. Madam, 
Though Venus govern your Defires, 
Saturz is Dominator over mine ; 
What fignifies my deadly ftanding Eye, 
My Silence, and my cloudy Melancholy, 
My Fleece of woolly Hair, that now uncurls, 
Even as an Adder when the doth unrow] 
To do fome fatal Execution 2 
No, Madam, thefe are no Venereal figns, 
Vengeance is in my Heart, Death in my Hand, 
Biood and Revenge are hammering in my Head. 
Hark, Tamora, the Emprefs of my Soul, 
Which never hopes more Heaven than refts in thee, 
This is the Day of Doom for Baffianus; 
His Philomel mutt lofe her Tongue to. Day, 
Thy Sons make Pillage of her Chattity, 
And wath their Hands in Baffianus’s Blood, 
Seeft thou this Letter, take it up I pray thee, 
And give the King this fatal plotted Scrowl ; 
Now queitibn me no more, we are efpied, 
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful. Booty, 
Which dréads not yet their Lives deftru@ion 
Enter Baffianus aud Lavinia. 
Tam. Ah, my fweet.Afgor, 
Sweeter to me than Life. 
“lar. No. more, great Emprefs, Bafianus cOMCS ; 
Be cro& with him, and UD go fetch thy Sons 
» ey u 


"¥ . Kx Ps ri «eg a 4 ay , ih t a? > 2 e 
£U Oat f 'y RJ ari = RY W £3 ine er mney be, Exit. 


Bal. 


é 


' => © ep 0 aap os Op 0 
Bab OA POS BPO Bim ee 7 


Titus \ ae 


Baf- Whom have we here? 
Rome's Royal Emprefs! 
Unfurnith’d of her well.befeeming Troop? 
Or 1s it Dian habited like her, 
Who hath abandoned her holy Groves, 
To fee the general Hunting in this Foreft2 

Tam. Sawcy Controller of our private Steps : 

Had I the Power that fome fay Dian had, 

Thy Temples fhould be planted prefently 

With Horns, as was “tieon’s, and the Hounds 
Should drive upon thy new transformed Limbs, ' 
Unmannerly Intruder as thou art, 

Lav. Under your Patience, gentle Emprefs, 
‘Tis thought you have a goodly gift in Horning, 
And to be doubted, that your AZoor and you 
Are fingled forth to try Experiments: 

Fove fhield your Husband from his Hounds to Day, 
Tis pity they thould take him for 2 Stag. 

Ba/. Believe me, Queen, your fwarth Cymmerian 
Doth make your Honour of his Body's hue, 
Spotted, detefted and abominable, 

Why are you fequeftred from all your Train 2 
Difmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed, 
And wandred hither to an obfcure plot, 
Accompanied with 2 barbarous Atoor, 

If foul defire had not condu@ed you? 

Lav. And being interrupted in your fport, 
Great reafon that my. Noble Lord be rated 
For Saucinefs; I pray you let us hence, 

And let her joy her Raven-coloured Love, 
This Valley fits the purpofe pafling well. 
Baf. The King my Brother fhall have notice of this. 

Lav. Ay; for thefe flips have made himnoted long, 
Good King, to be fo mightily abufed. 

Lam. Why-have | patience to endure all this2 
Emer Chiron and Demetrius, 
Dem. How now, dear Sovereign 
And our gracious Mother, 
Why does your Highnefs look fo pale and wan2 
Tam, Have I not reafon, think you, to look Pale? 
Thefe two have ticd me hither to this place, 
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——. nae Titus Andfonicys, 


A barren and detefted Vale you fée it is, 
The Trees, tho’ Summer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O’ercome with Mofs, and baleful Miffelto. 
Here never fhines the Sun, here nothing breeds, 
Unlefs the nighly Owl, of fatal Raven, 
And whenthey thew’d me this abhorred Pit, 
They told me, here at dead time of the Night, 
A thoufand Fiends, .a thoufand fling’ Snakes, 
Ten thoufand {welling Toads, 4s many Urchins, 
Would make fuch fearful and confufed Cries, 
As any mortal Body hearing it, 
Should ftraight fall mad, or eélfe die fuddenly, 
No fooner had they told this hellith Tale, 
But ftreight they told me they would bind me here, 
Unto the Body of a difmal Yew, 
And leave me to this miferable Death. 
And then they call'd me foul Adulterefs, 
Lafcivious Goth, and all the bictereft terms 
That ever Ears did hear to fuch effe@. 
And had you not. by wondrous fortune come, 
This Vengeance on me had they executed = 
Revenge it, as you love your Mother’s Life, 
Or be ye not henceforth call’d my Children. 
Dem. This is a witnefs that 1 am thy Son. [ Stabs Baf. 
Chi. And this for me, 
Struck home to fhew my Strength. 
Lav. I come, Semiramis, nay: barbarous Tamora, 
For no Name fits thy Nature but thy own. 

Tam. Give me thy:Poinard; you fhall know, my Boys, 
Your Mother’s Hand thal right your Mother’s wrong, 
Dem. Stay, Madam, here is-more belongs to her, 

Firft, thrafh the Corn, then after burn the Straw: 
This Minion ftood upon her Chaftiry, 
Upon her Nuptial Vow, her Loyalty, 
And with that painted: hope the braves your Mightine&; 
And fhall the carry this unto her Grave 2 
| Chi. And if the do, 

I would I were an Eunuch, 

Drag hence her Husband ‘to fome fecret Flole, 

And make his dead Trunk Pillow to our Luft. 
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Titus Andronicus. 2027 


Tam. But when you have the Honey you defire, 
Let not this Wafp out-live us both to fting, 
Chi, 1 warrant you, Madam; we will make that fure ; 
Come Miltrefs, now pér force we will enjoys 
That nice-preferved honefty of yours. 
Lav. O Tamora, thou bear’ {ta Woman’s Face ——=« 
Tam. 1 will not hear her fpeak; away withher. 
Lav. Sweet Lords; intreat her hear me but a word ——~ 
Dem, Liften, fair Madam, let it be your glory 
To fee her Tears; but be yout Heart to them, 
As unrelenting Flints to drops of Rain, 
Lav. When did the Tygers young-ones teach the Damé 
O do not learn her wrath, fhe taught it thee, 
The Milk thou fuck’it from: her did turn to Marble ; 
Even at thy Teat thou hadft thy Tyranny: 
Yet every Mother breeds not Sons alike ; 
Do thou intreat her, fhew a Woman pity. 
Chi. What! 
Wouldift thou have me prove my felf a Baftard 2 
Lav. *Tis true, 
The Raven doth not hatcha Lark: 
Yet have I heard, O could I find it now; 
The Lion mov’d with pity, did endure 
To have his Princely Paws par’d all away. 
Some fay, that Ravens fofter forlorn Children, 
The whilft their own Birds famith in their Nefts: 
Qh be to me, tho’ thy hard Heart fay no, 
Nothing fo kind, but fomething pitiful. 
Tam. 1 know not what it means; away with her, 
Lav. Oh let me teach thee for my Father’s fake, 
That gave thee Life, when well he might:have flain thee: 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf Ears. 
Tam. Hadft thou in Perfon ne’er offended me, 
Even for his fake am I now pitilefs : 
Remember, Boys, I pour’d forth Tears in vain, 
To fave your Brother from the Sacrifice ; 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent : 
Therefore away with her, and ufe her as you will, 
The worfe to her, the better lov’d of me. 
Lay. O Tamora, 
Be call’d a gentle Queen, 
Seeete And 
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73028 Titus Andronicus. 


And with thine own Hands kill me in this Place; 
For ‘us not Life that I have bege’d fo long ; 
Poor I was {lain when Baffanus dyd. 
Zam. What begg’f{t thou then? Fond Woman, let me £06 
Lav. ‘Tis prefent Death I beg, and one thing more, 
That Womanhood denies my Tongue to tell : 
O keep me from their worfe than killing Luft, 
And tumble me into fome loathfom Pit, 
Where never Man’s Eye may behold my Body : 
Do this, and be a charitable Murderer. 
Tam. So thouldI rob my {weet Sons of their Fee, 
No, let them fatisfie their Luft on thee. 
Dem. Away. 
For thou hatft ftaid us here too long. 
Lav. No Grace? 
No: Woman-hood 2 Ah beaftly Creature, 
The blot and Enemy of our general Name; 
Confufion al! 
Chi. Nay, then I'll ftop your Mouth 
Bring thou her Husband : | Dragging off Lavinia. 
This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. | Exeunt. 
Lam. Farewel, my Sons, fee that ye make her fure ; 
Ne’er lect my Heart know merry Cheer indeed, 
Till all the <dndronici be made away : 
Now will I hence to feck my lovely AZoor, 
And let my fpleenful Sons this Trull deflour. [ Exit. 
Enter Aaron, with Quintus and Marcus. 
daron. Come on, my Lords, the better Foot before, 
Strait will I bring you to the loathfom Pit, 
Where I efpied the Panther faft afleep. 
Quin. My fight is very dull, what e’er it bodes. 
Mar. And mine, I promife you; were it not for fhame, 
Well could I leave our Sport to fleep a while, 
| Marcus falls into the Pit; 
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Quin. What art thou fallen2 
What fubtle Hole is this, 
Whofe Mouth is cavered with rude growing Briars 2 
Upon whofe Leaves are drops of new-fhed Blood, 
As frefh as Morning-Dew diftill’d on Flowers ? 
A very fatal Place it feems to me : 
Speak, Brother, haft thou hurt thee with the fall 2 
Mar. O Brother, | With 
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Titus Andronicus. 2Uz2y 


With the difmal’ft Obje@ 
That ever Eye, with fight, made Heart lament. 
Mar. Now will I fetch the King to find them here, 
That he thereby may have a likely guefs, 
How thefe were they that made away his Brother. 


| Exit Aaron. 


Mar. Why doft not comfort me, and help me out, 
From this unhallow’d and blood-ftained Hole 2 
Quin. I am furprized with an uncouth fear; 
A killing Sweat o’er-runs my trembling Joints ; 
My Heart fufpedts more than mine Eye can fee. 
Mar To prove thou haft a true divining Heart, 
Aaron and thou, look down into the Den, 
And fee a fearful fight of Blood and Death. 
Quin. Aaron 1s gone, 
And my compaflionate Heart 
Will not permit mine Eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by furmife : 
O tell me how it is ; for ne’er till now, 
Was I a Child, to fear I know not what. 
Mar. Lord Baffianus lyes embrewed here, 
All on a heap, like to the flaughter’d Lamb, 
In this detefted, dark, blood-drinking Pit. 
Quin. If it be dark, how do’ft thou know’ tis he 2 
Mar. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious Ring, that lightens all the Hole: 
Which like a Taper in fome Monument, 
Doth fhine upon the dead Man’s earthly Cheeks, 
And fhews the ragged intrails of the Pit. 
So pale did fhine the Moon on Pyramus, 
When he by night lay bath’d in Maiden-blood. 
O Brother help. me, with thy. fainting Hand ; 
If Fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath, 
Out of this fell devouring Receptacle, 
As hateful as Cocytus mifty Mouth. 
Quin, Reach me thy Hand, that I may help thee our, 
Or wanting ftrength, to do thee fo much good, 
I may be pluck’d into the fwallowing Womb 
Of this deep Pir, poor Baffianus Grave: 
I have no ftrengrh to pluck thee to the brink. 
Mar. Nor I no ftrength to climb without thy help. aa 
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2030 Titus Andronicus. 


Quin, Thy hand once more, I will not lofe apain, 
Till thou art here aloft, or I below: 


Thou camft not come to me, I come tothee, [ Both fall in. 


Enter the Emperor and Aaron. 

Sat. Along with me, Dil fee what hole is here, 
And what he ts that now is leap’d into it, 
Say, who att thou that lately didft defcend 
Into this gaping Hollow of the Earth 2 

Mar. The unhappy Son of old Andronicus, 
Brought hither ina moft unlucky hour, 
To find thy Brother Baffanus dead, 

Sat. My Brother dead? I know thou doft but jelt, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 
Upon the North-fide of this pleafant Chafe, 
‘Tis not an hour fince I left him there. 

Mar. We know not where you Jeft him all alive, 
But out, alas, here have we found him dead. 

Enter Tamora, Andronicus, and Lucius. 

Lam. Where is my Lord, the King 2 

Sat. Here Tamora, though griev’d with killing Grief, 

Tam. Where is thy Brother Baffianus ? 

Sate Now to the bottom doft thoy fearch my Wound, 
Poor Baffianus here lyes murthered. 

Lam. Then all too late I bring this fatal Writ, 
The complot of this timely Tragedy, 
And wonder greatlefs that Man’s Face can fold 
In pleafing fmiles fuch murderous Tyranny. 

| She giveth Saturninus 4 Letter. 
Saturninus reads the Letter. 

And if we mifs to meet him handfomly, 
Sweet Hunt(man, BaMlianus, ’tis we mean, 
Do thon fo much as dig the Grave for him, 
Thou know’ ft our meaning, look for thy reward 
Among the Nettles at the Elder-tree« 
Which ower-fhades the mouth of that fame Pit, 
Where we decreed to bury Baffianus ; 
De this, and purchafe us thy lafting Friends, 

Sat. Oh Tamora, was ever heard the like 2 
This is the Pit, and this the Elder-tree : 
Look, Sirs, if you can find the Huntfman out, 
That fhould have murthered 2. lanus here. 
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Titus Andronicus, 2031 


Alar. My gracious Lord, here is the Bag of Gold. 

Sat. Two of thy Whelps, fell Curs, of bloody kind 
Have here bereft my Brother of his Life: | To Titus. 
Sits, drag them from the Pit unto the Prifon, 

There Jet them bide until we have devis’d 
Some never heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tam. What ate they in this Pit 2 

Oh wondrous thing ! 
How eafily Mufder is difcovered ? 

Tit. High Emperor, upon my feeble Knee, 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly thed, 
That this fell fault of my accurfed Sons, 
Accurfed, if the faults be prov’d in them-———_____. 

Sat. If it be prov’d? you fee it is apparent. 
Who found this Letter, Tamora, was it you? 

Tam. <dndronicus him{elf did take it up. 

Tit. I did, my Lord, 

Yet let me be their Bail. 

For by my Farher’s reverend Tomb I vow 
They fhall be ready at your Highnefs Will, 
To anfwer their Sufpicion with their lives, 

Sat. Thou fhalt not bail them, fee thoufollow me: 
Some bring the murther’d Body, fomethe Murtherers, 
Let them not {peak a word, the Guilt is plain, 

For by my Soul, were there worfe end than Death, 
That end upon them fhould be executed. 

Tam. Andronicus, 1 will intreat the King, 

Fear not thy Sons, they fhall do well enough. 

Tit. Come, Lucius, come, 

Stay not to talk wich them. | Exesnt. 
Enter Demetrius azd Chiron, with Lavinia, her Hands 
cut off, and her Tengue cut out, and ravifb'd. 

Dem. So now,go tell, and if thy Tongue can fpeak, 
Who ’twas that cut thy Tongue and ravith’d thee. 

Coit. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo, 
And, if thy Stumps will let thee, play the Scribe. 

Dem. See how with figns and tokens fhe can fcowl. 

Chi. Go home, 

Call for fweet Water, wath thy hands. 

Dem, She hath no tongue to call, nor-hands to wath; 
And fo let’s leave her to her filent Walks. 2 
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2032 Titus Andronicus. 


Chi. And ’twere my Caufe, I fhould go hang my felf, 
Dem. If thou had’{t Hands to help thee knit the Cord. t 
{ : | Exenn. 
i Wind Horns.” Enter Marcus from Hunting, to Lavinia, 

Mar. Who is this, my Niece, that flies away fo faft 2 
Coufin, a Word, where js your Husband 2 
[f I do Dream, would all my Wealth would wake me; 
If I do wake, fome Planet ftrike me down, 
That I’ may flumber in eternal Sleep, 
Speak, gentle Niece, what ftern ungentle Hands 
Hath lop’d and hew’d, and made thy Body bare 
Of her two Branches, thofe fweet Ornaments, 
Whofe circling Shadows Kings have fought to fleep in, 
And might not gain fo great a Happinefs, 
As half thy Love ! Why do’ft not fpeak to me 2 
Alas, a crimfon River of warm Blood, 
Like to a bubling Fountain ftirr'd with Wind 
Doth rife and fall between thy rofy Lips, 
Coming and going with thy Honey Breath. 
AEE. But fure fome Tereus hath deflour’d thee, 
RN And left thou fhould’ft dete@ him, cut thy Tongue, 
Bahia Ah, now thou turn’ft away thy Face for Shame! 
Ah ahi And notwith{tanding all this lofs of Blood, 

ee As from a Conduit with their iffuing Spouts, 
Yet do thy Cheeks look red as Tstan's Face, 

iN Bluthing to be encountred with a Cloud, —— 
ae Shall I fpeak for thee2 Shall T fay, “tis {o 2 
ae: Oh that I knew thy Heart, and knew the Beait, 
That I might rail at him to eafe my mind. 
Sorrow concealed, like an Oven {topt, 
Doth burn the Heart to Cindars where it is. 
Fair Philomela, fhe but loft her Tongue, 
And in a tedious Sampler fewed her mind. 
iy But lovely Niece, that mean is cut from thee, 
' A craftier Terens haft thou met withall, 
“| And he hath cut thofe pretty Fingers off 

| That could have better fewed than Philomel, 
Weed et Oh had the Monfter feen thofe Lilly Hands 

Neen et Tremble like Alpen Leaves upon a Lute, 
ae And make the filken Strings delight to kifs them, 
| We He would nor then have touch'd them for his Life. 
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eh 

rt Or had he heard the heavenly H rmony, 

i Which that {weet T Neue hath made; 

iy He would have dropt his Knife and fell afleep, 

ft As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feet. 


Come, let us go, and make thy Father blind, 

For fuch a fight will blind a Father’s Eye. 

One hours Storm will drown the fragrant Meads, 

What will whole Months of Tears thy Father’s Eyes? 

Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee: 

Oh could our mourning cafe thy Mifery. | Exeunt. 








A.C Hi. S30 Noe 
Enter the Fudges ana Senators, with Marcus and Quintus 


bound, paffing on the Stage to the place of Execution, and Tim 
tus going before, pleading. 


Tit. ¥_¥ Ear me, grave Fathers, noble Tribunes ftay, 
| For pity of mine Age, whofe Youth was {pent 
| Indangerous Wars, whilft you fecurely flept: 
Forall my Blood in Rome’s great Quarrel thed, 
Por all the frofty Nights that I have watcht, 
And for thefe bitter Tears, which now you fee 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my Cheeks, 
Be pitiful to my condemned Sons, 
Whofe Souls are. not corrupted, as ’tis thought: 
For two and twenty Sons I never wept, 
Becaufe they died in Honour’s lofty Bed. 
[Andronicus lieth down, and the Fudges pafs by him, 
For thefe, thefe, Tribunes, in the Duft I write 
My Heart’s deep Languor, and my Soul’s fad Tears: 
Letmy Tears ftanch the Earth’s dry Appetite, 
My Sons fweet Blood will make it fhame and bluth : 
O Earth ! I will befriend thee more with Rain, »[Excunt. 
That fhall diftil from thefe two ancient Ruins, 
Than youthful April thal! with all her Showers 
In Summer’s drought : [Il drop upon thee itill, 
In Winter with warm Tears I'll mele the Snow, 
And keep eternal Spring-time on thy Face, 
So thou refufe to drink my dear Son’s Blood. 
Voi. IV, Kk Ent 
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Enter Lucius with his Sword arawn, 
Oh Reverend Tribunes! gentle aged Men ! 
Unbind my Sons, reverfe the doomof Death, 
And let me fay (that never wept before) 
My ‘Tears are now prevailing Orators, 
Luc. Oh, Noble Father, you lament in vain, 
The Tribunes hear you not, no Man is by, 
And you recount your Sorrows to a Stone. 
Tit, Ah Lucius, for thy Brothers let me plead—— 
Crave 'Tribunes, once more I intreat of you-—— 
Luc. My gracious Lord, no Tribune hears you f{peak, 
Zit. Why, ’tisno matter, Man; if they did hear, 
They would not mark me: Or if they did hear, 
They would not pity me. 
Therefore I tell.my Sorrows bootlefs to the Stones, 
Who, tho’ they cannot anfwer my Diftrefs, 
Yet in fome fort they are better than the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my Tale; 
When I do weep, they humbly at my Feet 
Receive my Tears, and feem to weep with me; 
And were they but attired in grave Weeds, 
Rome could afford no Tribune lke to thefe, 
A. Stone is as foft War, 
Tribunes more hard than Stones : 
A Stone is filent, and offendeth not, 
And Tribunes with their Tongues doom Men to death. 
But wherefore ftand’ft thou with thy Weapon drawn?2 
Luc. Torefcue my two Brothers from their Death, 
For which attempt,the Judges{have pronoune’d 
My everlafting doom ot Banifhment. 
Zit. O happy Man, they: have befriended thee: 
Why, foolith Lzcius, doft thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a Wildernefs of Tygers? 
Tygers muft prey, and Rome affords no pre y 
But me and mine; how happy art thou then, 
From thefe Devourersto be banifhed2 
But who comes with our Brother AZarcus here? 
Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 
“Mar. Titus, prepare thy Noble Eyes to weep, 
Or if not fos thy Noble Heart to break: 
I bring confuming Sorrow to thine Age. 
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Titus Andronicus. 


Zit. Will it confume me? Let me 
Mar. This was thy Daughter. 
Tit. Why, AZarcus, {o the is. 
Luc. Ah me, this Obje@ kills me. 
Yit, Faint-hearted Boy, arife and look 
Speak my Lavinia, what accurfed Hand 
Hath made thee handlefs in thy Father’s fight 2 
What Fool hath added Water to the Sea? 
Or brought a Faggot to bright-burning T7oy ? 
My Grief was at the heighth before thou cam’{t, 
And now like Nilgs it difdaineth bounds: 
Give me a Sword, I'll chop off my Hands too, 
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vains 
And they have nurs’d this woe, in feeding Lifes 
In bootlefs Prayer have they been held up, 
And they have ferv’d me to effe@lefs ufe. 
Now all the Service I require of them, 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other: 
‘Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haft no Hands, 
For Hands to do Rome Service are but vain. 
Luc. Speak, gentle Sifter, who hath martyr’d thee2 
Mar, O that delightful Engineof her T 
That blab’d them with fuch pleafing Elog 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow Cage 
Where like afweet melodious Bird it fung, 
Sweet various Notes inchanting every Ear, 
Lx. Oh fay thou for her, 
Who hath done this Deed 2 
Mar, Oh thus I found her ftraying in the Park, 
Seeking to hide her felf, as doth the Deer 
That hath receiy’d fome unrecuring Wound, 
Tit. Tt was my Deer, 
And he that wounded her 
Hath hure me more than had he kill’d me dead: 
For now I ftand, as one upon a Rock, 
Environ’d with a Wildernefs of Sea, 
0 makse the waxing Tide grow Wave by Wave, 
xpecting ever when fome envious Surge 
Mill in bis brinith Bowels fwallow him. 
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Titus Andronicus. 


his \ way to death my wretched Sons are gone: 
Here ftands my other Son, a banith’d Man, 
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And here my Brother : eeping < at my Woes. 
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i Is dear vinid, dearer rf an an y Sati 
a8 | Had I but feen thy Pi@ure in th is plight, 
a LW it would have madded me. Wh: t fhall I 
| |. . Now I behold thy lively Body fo2 
r 4 t Thou haft no Hands to wipe away thy Tears, 
- ie sNOr ft ongue to teil me who h ath martyr’d thee ; 
| | ay Fiusband he is dead, and for his Death 
ete \) Thy Brothers at e condemn d, and dead by this, 


Look AvZarcus, ah Son Lucius look on her: 
When I aid name her Brothers, then frefh Tears 
Stood on her Cheeks, as doth the H Honey dew, 


Upon a gather’d Lilly a eae w ithe td. 
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Sea Perchane« 2 fhe weeps becaufe th ey kill’d her Husband. 
Pe: chanc C | becaufe fhe Bac 'S ‘iis Innoce! ie 
Tit. If they didki ill thy Hus! band, then be joyful, 
bi Beca tye the Law hath ta’en 1 evenge on them. 


1. 

No, no, they would not do fo foul a Deed, 

Vitnefs the Sorrow that their Sifter makes. 

ntie Lavinia, let rng kifs thy Lips, 

Ir make fome figns how I may do thee eafe: 

: Saall thy good Uncle, and thy Brother Lacizs, 

ge And thou and 1 I fit roun d about fome Fountain, 

.Ookir ng all downwards to behold our Cheeks, 

ow they are ftain’d like Meadows yet not dry 
‘ith miery flime left on them by a Flood: 

neg in the Fountain fhall we gaze fo long, 

"Till the freth tafte be taken from thar dea rnkty 

And made a Brine- -pit with our bitter Tears2 

| Or fhall we cut awsy Our Hands lke thine? 

| Or fhall we bite our Tongues, and in dumb Shows 
Pafs the remainder of our hateful D. ys? 
What fhall we do? Let us that have our Tongues 
Plot fome devife of further miferies 
To make us wondred at in time to come, 

Luc. Sweet Father, ceafe your Tears, for at your Grief 

See how my wretched Sifter fobs and weeps, 
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Titus Andronicus, 
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Mar. Patience, dear Niece, good Titus dry thine Eyes.9 
Tit. Ah Afarcas, ‘Mdarcus, Brother, well ] wor 


Thy Napkin cannot di ink a C€ar of mine, 
For thou, poor Man, ha{ 
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alt drown’d it with thine own. 
Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy Cheeks, 
Tit. Mak, AZarcus, mark, I underftand her § ons, 
Had fhe a Tongue to ipeak, now would the fv 
That to her Brother which I {aid to th 
His Napkin with his true tears all | ewet, 
Can dono fervice on her forrowful Cheeks, 
Oh what a fympathy of Woe is this! 
As far from help as Limbo is from Blif. 
Exter Aaron alone. 
Alar. Titus Andronicus, my Lord the Emperor 
pends thee this Word, that if thou love thy Sons, 
Let Atarcus, Lucius, or thy felf, old Titus, 
Of any one of you chop off your Hand, 
And fend it to the King; he for the fame 
Will fend thee hither both thy Sons alive, 
And that fhall be the Ranfom for their Fault. 
Tit. Oh gracious Emperor! oh gentle 4aron! 
Did ever Raven fing fo like a Lark, 
That gives fweet Tydings of the Sun’s uprife ? 
With all my Heart, ‘I'll fend the Emperor my Hand, 
Good Aaron wilt thou help to chop it off 2 
Luc, Stay, Father, for that noble Hand of thine, 
That hath thrown down fo many Enemies, 
Shall not be fent; my Hand will ferve the turn. 
My Youth can better {pare my Blood than you, 
And therefore mine fhall fave my Brothers lives. 
Mar. Which of your Flands hath not defended Rome, 
And rear’d aloft the blood y Battel-ax, 
Wiittng Di ft u@ion on the Enemies Caftle2 
Oh none of both but are of high defert: 
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My Hand hath been but idle, let it ferve 
Yo ranfome my two Nephews from their Death, 


’ . ° ry 
Then have | Kept it to a worthy end, 

Mar. Nay, comeagree, whofe Hand thal! go alon 
For fear th y die before their pardon come. 


Mar, My Hand thall 20, 
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g Titus Andronicus, 


uc, By Heaven it fhall not 20, 
Tit. Sirs, {trive no more, fuch wither’d Herbs as thefe 


7 


Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine, 
Luc. Sweet Father, if 1 thall be thought thy Son, 
Let me redecm my Brothers both noe Death. 
Mar. And tor our F2 ather’s fake, nd Mor her’ S Care, 
Now let me Hew a Br ae s love to thee, 
Tit. Ag ree between You, T will {pare my Hand. 
Luc. Then Ul eo fetch an Ax, 
Mar. But I will ule t the Ax. LE Xeni. 
Aaron, Vil deceive them both 
thy Hand, ‘ge I will give thee mine, 
“as If that be éall’d deceit, { wall be honeft, 
And never walt L live deceive Men fo; 
> 


cr e on —s 1 ° 
Zit. Come hither 


But ri} deceive you in another fort, 
And that you ‘ll ¥i Ly <’er half an hour pals. [ Afide. 


| i le cuts £05 Titus’s Hand. 


Enter Lucius azd Marcus acaiz. 

| Tit. Now ftay your Strife; what hail | be, is difpatche: 

(300d _4arox, g ive his Maye {ty my Hand: 

Leil him, it was a Hand a; at 6 ee him 

From thoufand Dangers, bid him bury it 

More hath it merited :. That let it have. 

As for my Sons, fay, I account of them, 

As Jewels purchas 4 at an eafie Price, 

And yet dear too, becaufe I bought mine own, 
Aur. Teo, Androuicus,.and for thy Hand 

Look by and by to have thy Sons with th €e3 


Their Heads T mean, Oh, how this Villany y | Afide 
> & . 


t 
Doth fat me with the very thought ot If. 


3 


Let Fools do good, and fair Men call for Grace, 
Aaron wr) Lee his Soul black like his Face, [ Exit 
Bes eee 
Zit. O hear!——~I lift this one Hand up to Heaven, 


And bow this feeble ruin to. the-Earth ; 
it any cower Pities wretched: Tears, 
lo that ] i -Cané W hat wilt t thou k neel W ith me a4 
se apt pe rt, for Heaven fhall hear our Prayers 
Or with our-fighs we'll breath the Welkin dim, 
And ftain'the Sun with | Fog, as fometime C ‘Jouds, 
When they do } hug him to their melting Bofoms. 
Mar. Oh, Broth ry {peak with Pofibilities, 
And 
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And do not break into théfe two Extreams, 
Tit. Is not my Sorrow deep, having no bottom? 
Then be my Paffions bottomlef{s with them. 
Mar. But yet let Reafon fovern thy Lament, 
Zit. If there were Reafon for thefe Miferjes 
Then into limits could [ bind my Woes ; 
When Heaven doth weep, doth not the Earth oe. flow 2 
If the Winds rage, doth not the Sea wax mad) 
Threatning the Welkin With his big-fwoln Facee 
And wilt thou have a Reafon for this Coil? 
I am the Sea; hark how her Sighs do blow : 
She is the weeping Welkid, I the Barth- 
Then muft my Sea be moved with he: Sighs, 
Then muft my Earth with her continwal Tears 
Become a Deluge, over-flow’d and diown'd - 
For why, my Bowel’ cannot hide her Woss, 
But like a Drunkard muft I vomit them ; 
Then give me leave, for dofers*will have leave, 
To eafe their Stomachs with their bitter Tongues: 
Enter a efenger with txve Heads ana a Feel: 
Mef. Worthy Andronicus, il art thou repay’d, 
For that good Hand thou fenv’ft the Emperor} 
Here are the Heads of thy two noble Song, 
And here’s thy Hand in {corn to thee fent back; 
Thy Griefs, their Sports, thy Refclation mockt: 
That woe is me to think upon thy Woes, 
More than Remembrance of my Fathe:’s Death. 
Mar, Now let hot £142 cool in Sicily, 
And be my Heart ab ever-burning Hell; 
Thefe Miferies are more thai may be born, 
To weep with themthat weep; doth eate fome' dea}, 
But Sorrow floured’ at is double Death. 
£uc. Ah that this fight thould make % deep a Wound, 
And yet detefled Life not fhriak theréat; 
That ever Death fhou!d let Life bear his Name, 
Where Life hath no more Intere?t but to breathe, 
Mar. Alas, poor Heart, that Kits js comfortlefs, 
As frozen Water toa ftarved Snake, 
Tit. When will this fearful flumber have an end? 
Mar. Now farewel Flattery; die Aadronicus, 
Thou doft not flumber, fee thy two Sons Heads; 
Kk 4 
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2040 Titus Andronicus, 


t 
Thy warlike Hand, thy mangled Daughter here; 
Thy other -banith’d-Son with this Gear Sight 
Struck pale and bloedlefs, and thy Brother J, 
Even like a fteny Image;- cold and numb, 

Ah now no more will f£ controu] my 'Griefs, 
Rent off thy Silver Hair, thy other Hand 
Gnawing with thy Teeth, and be this difmal fight 
he clofing up of our moft wretched Eyes ; 

Now ts a time to ftorm, why art thou ftille 

Tit. Fla, ha, ha. 

Mar. Why doft thou laugh? it fits not withthis Hour. 

Zit. Why I have not another Tear to fhed ; 

Befides, this Sorrow is an Enemy, 

And would ufurp upon my watry Eyes, 

And make them blind with tributary Tears, 

Ten which way fhall I find Revenges Cave 2 

For thefe two Heads do feem to {peak to me, 

And threat me, I fhall never come to Blifs, 

Till all thefe Mifchiefs be retugn’d again, 

Even in their Throats that have committed them. 

Come let me fee what Task I have to do —— 

You heavy People circle me abour, 

That I may turn me to each one of you, 

And fwear unto my Soul to right your Wrongs. 

The Vow is.made, come Brother taxe a Head, 

And in this Hand the other will 1. bear, 

Lawinia, thou fhalt bé employ’d in thefe things ; 

Bear thou my Hand, fweet Wench, between thy Teeth; 

As for thee, Boy, go getithee from my: fight, 

Thou art an Exile, and thow maft pot ftay. 

Hie to the Gorhs, and raife an. Army there; 

And if you love me, as I chink you do, 

Let's kifs and part,..for we have much to do, | Exeunt. 
Jidanet-Lucius, 

Luc. Farewel Adronicus, my noble, Father, 
The woful’ft Man that everliv’d in Rome; 
Farewel, proud Rome,, till Lacizs come avain, 
He Teaves his Pledges dearer than his Life; 
Farewel Lavixia, my noble Sifter, 

O wauld thou wert as thou to fore haft been, 
But now, nor Lacivs nor Lavinia live 
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Titus Andronicys 


But in Oblivion and hateful Griefs; 
If Lucius live, he will requite your Wrongs, 
And make proud Saturninus and hic 
Beg at the Gates like Larquin and his Queen, 
Now will I to the Gorks and raifc a Power, 
To be reveng’d on Rome and Saturnine, 
AA Banquet. Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and the Boy. 
Tit. So, fo, now fit, and look you eat no more 
Than will preferve juft fo much Strength in us, 
As will revenge thefe bitter Woes of ours, 
Marcus, unknit that Sorrow-wreathen knot; 
Thy Niece and J, poor Creatures, want our Hands 
And cannot paffionate our ten-fold Grief, 
With folded Arms, This Poor Right- Handof mine 
Is left\to T-yrannize upon my Breaft, 
And when my Heart, all mad with Mifery, 
Beats in this-hollow Prifon of my Fleth, 
Then thus I thump it down, 
Thou Map of Wo, that thus dof talkin Signs, 
When thy poor Heart beats with outragious beating, 
Thou canft not ftrike it thus to make it ftill; 
Wound it with Singing, Girl, kill it with Groans; 
Or get fome little Koife between thy Teeth, 
And juft againft thy Heart make thou a hole, 
That all the Tears that thy poor Eyes let fall 
May run into that Sink, and foaking in, 
Drown the lamenting Fool in Sea-falt Tears. 
Mar, Fie, Brother, fic, teach her por thus to lay 
Such violent Hands upon her tender Life, 
Tit, How now! Has Sorrow made thee doat already 2 
Why, Aarcus, no Man fhould be mad but I; 
What violent Hands can fhe lay on her Life 2 
Ah, wherefore doft thou urge the name of Hands, —— 
To bid e4xeas tell the Tale twice o’er, 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miferable 2 
O handle not the Theam, no talk of Hands, 
eft we remember {till that we have none, 
Fie, fie, how Frantickly I fquare my ‘Talk, 
As if we fhould forget we had no Hands, 
If Marcus did not name the word of Hands? 
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Emprefs 


| Exit Lucius. 
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Titus Andronicus. 


Come, let’s fall too, and gentle Girl eat this, 

Here is no Drink: Hark, Adarcus, what the fays, 

[ can interpret. all her martyr’d Signs, 

She fays, fhe drinks no other Drink but’ Tears 

Brew’d with her Sorrows, meth’d upon her Cheeks. 

Speechlefs complaint—— © I will learn thy Thoug} 

In thy dumb A@tion will I be as perfe@ ce 

As begging Hermits in their holy Prayers. 

Chou fhalt not figh, nor hold thy Stumps to Heaven 

Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel; nor make 4 Sign, 

But I, of thefe, will wreft an Alphabet, 

And by ftill Pra@ice, learn to know thy Meaning. 

Boy. Good Grandfire leavé thefe bitter déep Laments, 
Make my Aunt merry, with fome pleafing Tale. 

Mar. Alas the tender Boy, -in Paffion mov’d 
Doth weep to fee his Grandfite’s heavinels, 

Tit. Peace tender Sapling, thou are made of Tears 
And Tears will quickly melt thy Life away. 

Marcus ftrikes the Difh with a Kuife. 

What doft thou ftrike at, Marcus, with thy Knife 2 
Mar, At that that I have killd, my Lord, a Fly. 
Tit, Out on thee, Murderer; thou kill’ my Heart, 

Mine Eyes are cloy’d with view of Tyranny: 

A deed of Death done on the Innocent 

Becomes not Titus Brother; get thee gone, 

I fee thou art not for my Company. 

Afar. Alas, my Lord, I have but kill’d 4 Fly, 

Tit. But how if that Fly had a Fatherand Mother 2 
Flow would he hang his flender gilded Wings : 
And buz lamenting doings in the Air 2 i 
Poor harmlefs Fly, 

That with his pretty buzzing Melody, 

Came here to make us merry, 

And thou haft kill’d him. 

“Mar. Pardon me, Sir, 

It was a black il!-favour'd Fly, 

Like to the Emprefs, Adoor, therefore I kill’d him 
Tt, Os Oy -6, 

Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 

Por thou haft done a Charitable Deed; 
Give me thy Knife, will infult on him, 
a Flattering 
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as if it were the Moor, 
ofely. to poifon.me, 
There’s for thy felf, and that’s for Tamora: Ah Sirra ! 
Yet I think we are not brought fo low, 
But that between us, we can kill 2 Fly, 
That comes in likenefs of a Cole-black AZgor, 

Mar.| Alas poor Man,Grief has {o wrought on him, 
He takes falfe Shadows for true Subftances, 
Come, take away; Lavinia, go with me, 
I'll to thy Clofet, and 8° read with thee 
Sad Stories, chanced in the times. of old, 
Come, Boy, and go with me, 
And thou fhalt read, when mi 


-- 
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Flattering my felf, 


Come hither purp 


thy Sight is youre, 
ne begin to dazle, 


centile cel 
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| Exenne, 


ue OS ae big SCENE f. 


Enter young Lucius and Lavinia running after him, andthe 


Boy flies from her, with his Books under his Arm, Enter 
Titus azd Marcus, 


] peer, Grand.fire, help, my Aunt Lavinia 


Follows me every where, I knowshoe why. 
Good Uncle Marcus, fee how fwift fhe comes: 


Alas, {weet Aunt, I know not what you mean, 
Mar. Stand by me, Lucius, do not fear thy Aunt, 


Tit. She loves thee, Boy, too well to dothee harm, 


Boy. Ay, when my Father was in Kome the did, 

Mar.What means my Neece Lavinia by thefe Signs? 

Tit. Fear thou not, Lucius fomewhat d 
See Lucizs, fee, how much 


Some whither would fhe have thee go with her, 
Ah, Boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her Sons, than fhe hath read to 
Sweet Poetry, and Tully’s Oratory : 
Can’ft th 


thou not guels wherefore the plies thee thus 2 | 


Boy. My Lord, I know not I, nor can I -guels, 
Unlefs fome Fit or Frenzie do poffefs her: 

For I have heard my Grand-fire fay full! oft, 
Extremity of Grief would make Men mad, 

And J have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
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oth fhe mean; 
fhe makes of thee - 


thee, 


Ran 
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Ran mad through forrow, that made me to fear; 
ta Although, my Lord, I know my noble Aunt 
| Loves me as dear as e’er my Morher did, 
And would not, but in fury, fright my Youth, 
Waich made me down to throw my Books, and flie 
Caufelefs perhaps; but pardon me, fweet Aunt, 
And, Madam, if my Uncle AZarcus 20, 
{ will moft willingly attend your Ladythip. 
Mar Lucius, 1 will. 
Zit. How now, Lavinia? Marcus, what means this? 
Some Book there is that the defires to fee, 
Which 1s it, Girl, of thefe 2 Open them, Boy, 
But thou art deeper read, and better-skill’d, 
Come and make choice of al] my Library, 
And fo beguile thy Sorrow; till the Heavens 
Reveal the damn’d contriver of this deed: 
What Book 2 
Why lifts the up her Arms in fequence thus 2 
iy Mar. 1 think fhe means that there was more than one 
ae Contederate in the Fa@. Ay; more there was : 
ay Or elfe to Heaven the heaves them, to revenge, 
Tit. Lucius, what Book is that the toffes fo 2 
Boy. Grand-fire; tis Ovia’s Metamorphofis, 
My Mother gave it me. 
“ar. For love of her that’s gone, 
Perhaps fhe cull’d it from among the reff, 
ral Tit. Soft! fee how bufily the turns the Leaves! 
i Help her: What would the find 2 Lavinia, fhall I read 2 
| This is the tragick Tale of Philomel, 
And treats:of Tereus Treafon and his Rape; 
And Rape, I fear; was root of thine annoy, 
Afar. See, Brother; fee, note haw the quotes the: Leaves, 
Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus furpriz'd, fweet Girl, 
Ravith’d and wrong’d, as Philomela was, 
Fore’d in the ruchlefs, vaft, and gloomy Woods? 
See, fee; Ay, fuch a Place there iss where we did hunt, 
(O had we never never hunted there) 
Pattern’d by that. the Poet here defcribes, 
By Nature made for Murders and for Rapes. 
Mar. O why thould Nature build { foul a Den, 
Unilefs the Gods delight in Tragedies 2 


> 


Pe ee d . 


ao 


" 
tay a - 
¥ ree Fi: erm 
P 
ate. 
ie 
—* 


> 


ok 


- 


=e a 


a 
= 


a eee 


» 
an 
> 


Sn Meee 


ay = — 
SATs. 


tp 
a 
=< 


:: ae ee 


a 


3 ; 
ae 
1% 
| & 
: se 
| f 


Tit. 





— os bo ORE < 
3 O45 0 OG Be SEs ; 
Titus Andronicus. 2045 


Tit. Give Signs, fweet Girl, for here are none but Friends, 
What Roman Lord it was durft do the deed ; 
Or funk not Sarurnine, 45 Larguin erft, 
That left the Camp to fin in Lucrece Bed 2 

Mar. Sit down, {weet Neece; Brother, fit down by me, 
Apolio, Pallas, ‘Fove, or Adercury, 
Infpire me, that I may this Treafon find. 
My Lord, look here; look here Lavinia. 


fle writes his Name with his Staff, and guides it with his Feep 


ana Mouth. 
This fandy Plot is plain, guide, if thou canft, 
This after me, when I have writ my Name, 
Without the help of any Hand at all. 
Curft be that Heart that fore’d us to this thift! 
Write thou, good Niece, and here difplay at leaft, 
What God will have difcover’d for Revenge; 
Heaven guide thy Pen, to print thy Sorrows plain, 
That we may know the Traitors, and the Truth. 
She takes the Staff in her Atouth, and guides it with her Stumps, 
anda Writes. 
Tit. Oh do you red, my Lord, what fhe hath writ? 
Stuprum, Cliron, Demetrius, 
Mar. What,whar! the luftful Sons of Tamora, 
Performers of this hateful bloody deed 2 
Tit. Magni Dominator Polj, 
Lam lentus audis [celera! tam lentus vides! 
Mar, On calm thee, gentle Lord; although I know 
There is enough written upon this Earth, 
To ftit a Mutiny in the mildeft Thoughts, 
And arm the minds of Infants to Exclaims. 
My Lord, kneel down with me: Lavinia kneel, 
And kneel, fweet Boy, the Roman Hebtor’s hope, 
And fwear with me, as with the woful Peer, 
And Father of that chaft difhonoured Dame, 
Lord Funins Brittus {ware for Lucrece Rape, 
That we will profecute (Sy good Advice) 
ortal revenge upon thefe Traiterous Goths, 
And fee their Blood, or die with this Reproach. 
Tit, "Tis fure enough, and you knew how. 
But if you hurt thefe Bear-whelps, then beware, i 
The Dam will wake, and if the wind you once, 4 
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She’s with the Lion deeply {till in League, 

And lulls him whilft the playeth on her Back, 

And when he fleeps will the do what the lift, 

You are a young Huntfman, AZareus, let it alone ; 

And come, I will go get a leaf of Brafs, 

And with a Gad of Steel will write thefe Words, 

And lay it by; the angry Northern Wind 

Will blow thefe Sands like Sybils leaves abroad, 

And where’s your Leffon then? Boy, what fay you! 
Boy. I fay, my Lord, that if I were a Man, 

Their Mother’s. Bed-chamber fhould not be fafe, 

For thefe bad Bond-men to the Yoak of Rome. 
Mar, Ay, that’s my Boy, thy Father hath full oft 

For his ungrateful Country done the like. 
Boy. And, Uncle, fo will I, and if I live. 
Zit. Come, go with me into mine Arinory, 

Lucius Vil fit thee, and withal, my Boy 

Shall carry from me to the Emprefs Sons, 

Prefents that I intend to fend them both, 

Come, come, thou’lt do my Meflage, wilt thou not2 
Boy. Ay, with my Dagger in their Bofom, Grandfire. 
Zit. No, Boy, not fo, Pll teach thee another Courfe, 

Lavinia, come; ALarcus, look to my Houle, 

Lucius and I'll go brave it at the Court, 

Ay, marry will we, Sir, and: we'll be waited on, | Exeunt. 
Mar. O Heavens, can you hear a good Man proan, 

And not relent, or not compaflion him 2 

Marcus attend him in his Extafie, 

That hath more Scars of Sorrow in his Heart, 

Than Foe-mens Marks upon his batter’d Shield, 

But yet fo juft, that he will not revenge, 

Revenge the Heavens for old Andronicus. | Exit. 

£mter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one Door: And at 
another Door young Lucius and another, with a bundle of 
Weapons, and Verfes writ “pon them. 
Chi. Demetrius, here’s the Son of Lucins, 

He hath fome Meflage to deliver us. 
ar. Ay, fome mad Meffage from his mad Grandfather, 
Boy. My Lords, with all the humblenefs I may, 

T greet your Honours from Andronicus, 

And pray the Roman Gods confound you both, 
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Dem. Gramercy lovely Lucius, w 
Boy. For Villains mark’d with Ra 
My Grand{ire well advis’d hath fent by me, 
The goodlieft Weapons of his Armory, 
To gratifie your honourable Youth, 
The hope of Rome, for fo he bad me fay : 
And fo I do, and with his Gifts prefent 
Your Lordfhips, when ever you have need, 
You may be armed and appointed well, 


2047 
hat’s the News? 
pe. May it pleafe you, 


And fo I leave you both, like bloody Villaigs, | Exit. 
Dem. What’s here, a Scrole, and written round about 2 
Let’s fee. 


Lnteger vita S{celerifane parus, 
Chi. O’tis a Verfe in florace, I know it well: 
I read it in the Grammar long ago. 
Alar. Ay jutt, a Verfe in Hor 
Now what a thing it 
Fiere’s no found Jeft, 


noneget Mauri jaculis HEC AYCH. 


acem=-right, you have it--.« 
Is to be an Afs 2 


th’ old Man hath found their Guilt, 
And fends the Weapons wrap'd about with Lines, 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick: 
But were our witry Emprefs well a-foor, 
She would applaud Andronicus conceit : 
But let her reft, in her unreft a while. 
And now, young Lords, was’t not 2 happy Star 
Led us to Rome, Strangers, and more thap fo, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height 2 
It did me good, before the Palace Gate 
Lo brave the Tribune in his Brother's hearing, 
Dem. But me more good, to fee fo great a Lord 
Bafely infinuate, and fend us Gifts. 
Aar. Had he not reafon, Lord Demetris 2 
Did you not ufe his Daughter very friendly 2 
Dem. Y would we had a thoufand Roman Dames 
At fuch a Bay, by turn to ferve our Luft. 
Chi. A charitable with, and full of Love. 
4ar. Here lacks but your Mother for to fay, Amen. 
Chi. And that would the for twenty thoufand more. 


Dem. Come, let us 80, and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloved Mother, in her Pains, 


“lar. Pray to the Devils, the Gods have given us over, 
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2048 Titus Andronicus. 


Dem. Wiy do the Emperor’s Trumpets flourith thus 2 
Chi. Belike for joy the Emperor hath a Son. 
Dem. § » WHO Comes fhe ee 

ter Nurfe with a Black-a-moor Child, 


Nur. ¢ i morrow, Lore 
O tell n id you fee Aaron the AfLoor 2 
Aar. U, more or lefs, or ne’er a whit at all, 


Here Aaron is, ahd what with Aeron now 2 
‘Var. O eentle Aaron, we are all undone. 
Now help, or wo betide thee evermore. 
Aar. Why, whata Caterwalling doft chou keep 2 
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine Arms? 
Nur. O that which I would hide from Heav’ns EYy¢; 
Our Empre/s fhame, and ftately Rome’s difgrace, 
She is delivered, Lords, fhe is delivered, 
Aar, To whom 2 
Nur. I mean, fhe is brought to bed. 
, dar. Weill, God give her good reft. 
” What hath he fent her 2 

Nur. A Devil. 

Mar, Why then fhe is the Devil’s Dam: a joyful Iffue. 

Nur. A joylefs, difmal, black and forrowful] I flue, 
Flere is the Babe, as loathfome as a Toad, 

Amongft the faireft Breeders of our Clime, 
The Emprefs fends it thee, thy Stamp, thy Seal, 
And bids thee Chriften it with thy Daggcr’s point. 

ar, Out, you Whore, is Black fo bafe a hue2 
Sweet Blowfe, you are a beauteous Boffom {ure. 

Dem. Villain,, what haft thou done2 

ar, That which thou canft not undo. 

Chi. Thou haft undone our Mother. 

Dem. And therein, hellith Dog, thou haft undone—— 
Wo to her Chance, and damn’d her loathed Choice, 
Accurs’d the Off-(pring of fo foul a Fiend. 

Chi. It thall not live. 

Alar, It fhall not die. 

Nur. Aaron it muft, the Mother wills it {, 

dar. What, muft it, Nurfe 2 Then let no Man but I 
Do Execution on my Fiefh and \Blood. 

Dem. V'll broach the Tadpole on my Rapiers points 
Nurfe, give it me, my Sword fhall foon difpatch it. 
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Aar, Sooner this Sword fhall plough thy Bowels up. 
Stay, murtherous Villains, will you kill your Brother ? 
Now by tie burning Tapers of the Sky, 

That thone fo brightly when this Boy was Pots 

He dies upon my Cymitar’s fharp point, 

That touches this my far{t-born Son and Heir. 

I tell sou, Younglings, not Enceladus 

With al! his threatning Band of Zyphon's Brood, 

Nor great Alcides, nor the God of War, 

Shall ferz> this Prey out of his Father’s Hands: 
Waat, what, ye fanguine fhallow-hearted Boys, 
Ye white-limb’d Walls, ye Alehoufe painted Signs, 
Coal-black is better than another hue , 

In that ic fcorns to bear another hue : 

For ail the Water in the Ocean 

Can never turn the Swan’s black Legs to white, 
Although fhe lave them hourly inthe Flood. 

Tell the Emperefs from me, I am of Age 

To keep mine own, excufe it how fhe can. 

Dem, Witt thou betray thy noble Miftrefs thus 2 

Adar. My Miftrefs is my Miftrefs; this, my delf; 
The Vigour, and the Picture of my Youth : 

This, before all the World do I prefer ; 
Ths, maugreall the World, will I keep fafe, 
Or fome of you fhall {moke for it in Rome. 

Dem. By this our Mother is for ever fham'd. 

Chi. Rome will defpife her for this foul Efcape. 

Nur. The Emperor in his rage will doom her Death. 

Chi. { bluth to think upon this Ignominy. 

Aar. Why there’s the privilege your Beauty bear's : 
Fie treacherous hue, that will betary with blufhing 
The clofe Ena@ts and Counfels of the Heart : 

Here’s a young Lad fram'd of another leer, 

Look how the black Slave {miles upon the Father; 
As who fhould fay, old Lad Iam thiae own. 

He is your Brother, Lords; fenfibly fed 

Of that felf-blood that firft gave life to you, 

And from that Womb where you imprifoned were, 
He is infranchifed and come to light : 

Nay, he is your Brother by the furer fide, 
A'though my Seal be ftamped on his Face. 

Vou. IV. —! LVar. 
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Nar. Aaron, what thal] T fay unto the Emprefs2 

Den. Advife thee, laron, what is to be 
And we will all fubferibe to thy advice : 
Save thou the Child, fo we may all be fafe, 

Mey. Then fit we down, and let us all confule 
My Son and i will have the wind of you: 
Keep there, now talk at pleafure of your fafety. 


done, 


| They fit on the Ground. 

Dew. How many Women faw this Child of his 2 

“dir, Why fo, brave Lords, when weall join in league, 
Tama Lamb; but if you brave the AZgor, 
The chafed Boar, the Mountain Lionefs, 
The Ocean fwells not { as Aaron ftorms : 
Bur fiy again, how many faw the Childe 

Var. Cornelia the Midwife, and my felf. 
And none elfc but the. delivered Emprefs. 

4la:. The Emprefs, the Midwife, and your felf—__ 
Two may keep Countel, when the third’s away : 
Go tothe Emprefs, tell her, this I faid——— | He kills her. 
Weck week, {0 cries 3 Pig Prepar'd to th’ Spit, 

Dem. What meant thou, Aaron 2 
Wherefore didft thou this 2 

“447, O Lord, Sir, "tis a deed of Policy : 
Shall the live to betray this Guilt of ours 2 
A long-tongu’d babling Goflip2 No, Lords, no, 
And now be it known to you my fall intent - 
Not far, one Ah uliteus lige Ss, my ¢ ountry-man. 
His Wife but veftern: 


| | - ; 
w See Labigr iit & aw MOL fit tO) Ded, 


His Child is like to her, fair aS vou a 
G> pack with him, and give the Mother Gold, 
And tell them both th. cirCumitance of 4]] 
A1od how by this their € huld thall be adv d 
And be received for the Emperor’s Hejr 
Ad fubftitured in the place of mine, 

To calm this Tempeit whirling in the Court 
And le the Emperor dandiethim for | is OWN. 
Hark ye, Lords, ye fee [] 
And you muft needs bellow her Funeral. 
The Fields are Hear, and you are gallant Grooms : 
This done, fee that you take no longer Days, 

But ferd the Midwife prefently to me. 
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The Midwife and the Nurfe well made away, 
Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleafe, 
Chi. Aaron, 1 fee thou wilt not truft the Air with Secrets. 
Dem. For this care of Tamora, 
Her felf and hers are highly bound to thee. [ Exeunt, 
Mar. Now to the Goths, as fwift as Swallow flies, 
There to difpofe this Treafure in mine Arms, 
And fecretly to greet the Emprefs Friends. 
Come on, you thick-lip'd Slave, Pll bear you henge, 
For it is you that puts us to our fhifts : 
Pll make you feed on Berries, and on Roots, 
And feed on Curds, and Whey, and fuck the Goat, 
And Cabin in a Cave, and bring you up 
Yo be a Warrior, and cotnmand a Camp; Exit. 
Enter Titus, old Marcus, young Lucius, dad other Gentle- 
wen with Bows, and Titus bears the Arrows with Letters 
on the end of them. 
Tit. Come, Marcus, come.Kinfmen, this is the way. 
Sir Boy, now let me fee your Archery, 
Look ye draw home enough, and ’tis there ftraighr: 
Terras Aftrea reliquit be you remembred, Marths—— 
She’s gone, fhe’s Hed— Sirs, take you to your Tools, 
You, Coufins, fhall go found the Ocean; 
And caft your Nets, haply you thay find her in the Sea, 
Yet there's as little Juftice as at Land 
No Publius and Sémpronius, you mutt do it, 
*Tis you muft dig with Mattock and with Spade, 
And pierce the inmoft Center, of the Earth: 
Then when you come to. Plato's Region, 
I pray you to deliver him this Petition, 
Tell him it is for Juftice, and for Aid, 
And that it comes from old Azdronicus, 
Shaken with Sorrows in ungrateful Rome, 
Ah, Rome ! ——Well; well, I made thee mifetable; 
What time I threw the Peoples Suffrages 
On him, that thus doth tyrannize over me. 
Go get you gone, and pray be careful all, 
And leave you not'a‘Man of War unfearch’d, 
This wicked Emperor may have fhip’d her hence; 
And Kirfmen then-we may go'pipe for Juft cl.” 
bla ‘Mar. 
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Mar, O, Pablius, is not this a heavy cafe, 
Lo fee thy noble Unkle thus diftra@ 2 

Pub, Therefore, my Lord, it highly us concerns, 
By Day and Night vattend him carefully ; 

And feed his Humour kindly as we may, 
Tull time beget fome careful Remedy. 

Afar. Kin{men, his Sorrows are paft remedy. 
Join with the Goths, and with revengeful War, 
Take wreak on Rove for this Ingratitude, 

And Verpeance on the Traitor Saturnine, 

Tit. Publius, how how é how NOW, ny Mafiers, 

What have you met wich her 2 
_ Pub. No, my good Lord, but Pleso fends you word, 

It you will have Revenge from Heil, you fhall: 
Marry for Juftice the is fo imploy’d, 
Fe thinks with Fove in Heav’n, or fome where elfc ; 
So that perforce you mult needs ftay a time, 

1#t. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays, 
Vil dive into the burning Lake below, 
And pull her out of Acheron by the Heels, 
Afarcus, we are but Shrubs, no Cedars we, 
No big-bon’d Men, fram’d of the Cyclops fize, 
But Metal, Marcus, Steel to the very Back, 
Yet wrung with wrongs more thao our Backs.can bear, 
And fith there’s no Juttice in Earth nor Hell, 
We will follicit Heav’n, and move the Gods; 
To fend down Juftice for to wreak our wrongs ; 
Come to this gcar, you are a good Archer, Adarcus. 

| He gives them the Arrows. 

Ad Fovem, that’s for you-+-here ad Apellonem---- 
“4d Martem, that’s for my felf ; 
Here Boy, to Pallas——here to Mercury 
Fo Celus and to Saturz not to Saturnine— 
You were:as good to fhoot againft the Wind, 
To it, Boy, Alercus loofe when I bid: 
Of my word, I have written to effedt, 
There’s not a God left unfollicited. 

Afar. Kinfmer, fhoot all your Shafts into the Court, 
We will affia the Emperor in his Pride. | They hoot. 

Zit. Now, Mafters, draw; Oh well faid, Lucins: 
Good Boy in Virgo’s Lap, give it Pallas. 
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Mar. My Lord, I ama mile beyond the Moon; 
Your Letter is @ich Jupiter by this. 

Tit. Ha, ha, Publius, Publius, what haft thou done? 
See, fee, a haft fhot cff one of Taurus’s Horns. 

Mar, This was the fport, my Lord, when Publins fhot, 
The Bull being ga!l’d, gave ries fucha knock, 

That down fell both the Rams Horrs in the C ourt, 

And who fhould find them but the Emprefs, Villain: 

She laugh’d, and told the Adoor he fhould not chufe 

But give them to his Mafter for a prefent. 

Tit. Why there it goes, God give your Lordfhip joy. 

Enter a Clown with a Basher ana two Pigeons. 

News, News from Heaven; 

Marcus, the Poft is c me. 

Sirrah, whae Tydings? have you any Letters? 

Shall I have » Juftice, what fays Fup iter? 

Clow. Who2 the Gibbet-maker? he fays that he hath taken 
them down again, for the Man muft not be hang’d ‘tll the 
next W e¢ kk. 

Tit, Tur, what fays Fupiter, Task thee? 

ie A las, Sir, I know not ‘Jupiter, 

I never drank with him in all my Life. 

Tit. W y Villain, art not thou the Carrier? 

Clow. Ay, of my Pigeons, Sir, nothing elfe. 

Tit. Why, didft thou not come from Heaveii2 

Clow, Ee om Heaven? Alas, Sir, [never came there. 

God forbid I thauld be fo bold to prefs into Heaven in my 

voung Sine Why I am going with my Pigeons to the 

| Tribunal Plebs, to’ take up a matter of brawl betwixt my 
Uacle and one of the Empe rials Mien. 

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fitfas can be to ferve for your | 
Oration, and let him deliver the Pige ons to the Emperor it 
from you. | 

Tit, Tellme, can you deliver an Oration to the Emperor 
with a Grace? 

Clow. Nay, truly, Sir, I could never fay Grace in all my 
L'fe. Hi 

Tit. Sicrah, come hither, make no more ado, 1; 

But give your Pigeons-to the Emperor. ) 

) By m2 oe {halt bave Ji iftice at his Hands. | 

Hold, hold———mean while here’s anon for thy Charges. 
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Give me a Pen and Ink, 
Sirrah, can you with a Grace deliver a Supplication 2 
Clow. Ay, Sir. 


/ : ; 
Tit. Then here is a Supplication for you: and when you 
come to him, at the firft approach you muft kneel, then kifs 


t 
his Foot, then deliver up your Pigeons, and then look for your 
Reward. I'll be at hand, Sir, {ee you do it bravely. 
Clow, I warrant you, Sir, let me alone, 
Zt. Sirrab, haft thou a Knife? Come, Ict me fee it, 
Here, AZarcus, fold it in the Oj ation, 
For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant, 
And when thou haft given it the Emperor, 
Knock at my Door, and tell me what he fays. 
Clow. God be with you, Sir, I will. 
Lit. Come, Adarcus, let us go, Publius follow me, 
| Exeune, 
Exter Emperor and Empre/s, and her tayo Sous; the Emperor 
brings the Arrows in bis Hand that Titus feot. 
Sat. Why Lords, 
What Wrongs are. thefe ¢ was ever feen 
An Emperor of Rome thus Over=born, 
Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 
Of equal Juftice, us'd in fuch Contempt 2 
My Lords, yqu know, as do.the mightful Gods, 
(However the difturbers of our Peace 
Buz in the Peoples Ears) there nought hath paft, 
But even with Law acainit the wilful Sons 
Of old Androvicys, And what and if 
Fis Sorrows have fo over-whelm’d his Wits, 
Shall we be thus affiGed in his wreaks, 
Fis fits, his frenfie, and his bittcrnefs 2 
And now he writes to Heaven for his redrefs. 
See, here’s to Fave, and this to Afercur : 
This to “pelle, this to the God of ‘War : 
Sweet Scrowls to fly about the Streets of Rowe. 
Woaat’s this bug Libelline againft the Senate, 
And blazoning our Injuftice every where? 
A goodly humour, is it nor, my Lords? 
As who would fay. in Rome no Juitice were, 
But if | live, his: feigned Exrafjes 
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But he and his thal know, that Julftice lives 
In Saturninus health, whom, if fhe fleep, 
He'll fo awake, as fhe in fury fhall 
Cut off the proud it Conjpirator that lives. 
Tam. My gracious Lord, my lovely Satur nine, 
Lord of my Life, Commander of my Thoughts, 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Tits Age, 
Th’ effe@s of Sorrow for his valiant Sons, 
Whofe lofs hath pierced him deep, and fcarr’d his Heart; 
And rather comfort his diftrefled plight, 
Than profecute the meaneft or the belt, 
For thefe Contempts. Why thus it fhall become 
High witted Tamora to glofe with all: 
But Zitzs, I have.touch’d thee to the quick, 
Thy Life-blood on’t: If Aaroz now be wife, 
Then is all fafe, the Anchor’s in the Port. 
Enter Clowz. 
How now, good Fellow, would{t thou fpeak with us? 
Clow. Yea forfooth, and your Mifterfhip be Empertal. 
Tam. Emprefs I am, but yonder fits the Emperor. 
Clow. “Tis he: God and St. Stephen give you good-e’en, 
I have brought you a Letter and a couple Pigeons here. 
| He reads the Letter. 
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him prefently. 
Clow. How much Mony muit I have? 
Tam. Come, Sirrah, thou muft be hang’d. 
Clow. Hang’d! by’r Lady, then I have brought upa Neck 
to a fair end. | Exit. 
Sat. Defpightful and intolerable Wrongs, 
Shall I endure this monftrous Villany ¢ 
I know from whence this fame Device proceeds: 


———= Tiana, _———_ * 
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May this be born? As if his Traiterous Sons, | 
That dy’d by Law for Murther of our Brother, i 


Have by my means been butcher’d wrongfully ¢ . 
Go, drag the. Villain hither by the Harr, | 

Nor Age nor Honour fhall thape Privilege. 
For this proud mock Pll be thy Slaughter-man ; | 
Sly frantick Wretch, that holp’{t to make me great, it 
In hope thy felt fhould govern Rome and me, 
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Enter Nuntius A.milius. 
Sat. What News with thee, e£milins? 
ef mil, Arm, my Lords, Rome never had more caufe : 

The Goths have gather'd head, and with a Power 

Of high refolv’d. Men, bent to the {poil, 

They hither march amain, under the Condu@ 

OF Lucius, Son to old Axdronicus : 

Woo threats in courfe of his revenge to do 

As much as ever Goriolanus did. 

Sat, Is warlike Lucius General of the Gorhis2 

Thefe Lydings nip me, and I hang the Head 

As Flowers with Froft, or Grafs beat down with Storms, 

AY, now begin our Sorrows to approach, 

Tis he the Common People love fo much, 

My felf hath often heard them fay, 

€When I have walked like a private Man) 

That Lucius Banifhment was wrongfully, 

And they have with’d that Lucius were their Emperor. 
Tam, Why fhould you-fear? Is not our City ftrorg? 
Sat. Ay, but the Citizens favour Lucius, 

And will revolt from me, to fuccour him. 

Tam. King, be thy Thoughts imperious lke thy. Name. 

Is the Sun dim'd, that Gnats do fly in it2 

The Eagle fuffers little Birds to fing, 

And is not careful what they mean thereby, 

Knowing that with the Shadow of his W ings, 

He can at pleafure ftint their melody ; 

Even fo may’ft thou the giddy Men of Rome, 

Then cheer thy Spirit, for know, thou Emperor, 

I will enchant the old Andronicus, 

With Words: more {weet, and yet more dangerous 

Than baits to Fith, or Honey-{talks to Sheep, 

When as the one is wounded with the bait, 

The other rotted with delicious. Food. 

Sat. But he will not intreat his. Son for us. 
Lam. \t Tamora intreat him, then he will, 

For I can fmooth, and fill his aged Ear 

With golden Promifes, that were his Heart 

Almolt impregnable, his old Ears deaf, 

Yet fhould both Ear and Heart obey my Tongue, 

Go 
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Go thow before as our Ambaffador, |. To A. milius 
Say, that the Emperor reguefts a Parley : : 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting, 
Sat. eLmilins, do this. Meflage honourably, 
And if he ftand on Hoftage for his fafety, 
Bid him demand what Pledge will pleafe him beft, 
e£mil. Your bidding thall L do effectually. [ Exit. 
Tam, Now. will I to:that. old Andronicus, 
And temper him with all the Art I have, 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths, 
And now, {weet Emperor, be blith again, 
And bury all thy. Fear in my Devices. 7 
Sat. Then go fuceefsfully and plead for me. | Exit, 
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S Cock MF ES 4 Camp. 
Exter Lucius with Goths, 2ith Drum and Soldiers. 


Lue, Pproved Warriors, and my faithful Friends, 
I have received Letters from great Rome, 

Which fignifie what hate they bear their Emperor, 
And how defirous of our fight they are. 
Therefore, great Lords, be as your Titles witnefs, 
Imperious and impatient of your Wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe, 
Let him make treble Satisfaction. 

Goth. Brave Slip, fprung from the greatududroxicus, 
W hofe Name was once our Terror, now our' Comfort; 
Whofe high Exploits, and Honourable Deeds, 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul Contempt, 
Be bold in us, we’ll follow where thou lead’{t: 
Like ftinging Bees in hotteft: Summer’s Day, 
Led by their Matter to the flower’d Fields, 
And be aveng’d on curfed Tamora. 

Omn. And as he faith, fo fay we all with him, 

Luc. 1 humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 
But who comes here led by a lufty Goth ? 
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A058 Titus Andronicus, 


Enter a Goth leading Aaron with his Child in his Arms. 
Goth, Renowned Lucias, from our Troops I ftraid 
To gaze upon a ruinous Monattery, 
And as I earneftly did fix mine Eye 
Upon the wafted Building, fuddenly 
I heard a Child cry underneath a Wall; 
I made unto the Noife, when foon I heard, 
The crying Babe control’d with this Difcourfe = 
Peace, Tawny Slave, half me, and half thy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue bewray whofe Brat thou art, 
Had Nature lent thee but thy Mothers’s look, 
Villain, thou might*{t have been an Emperor : 
But where the Bull and Cow are both Mill -white, 
They never do beget a Cole-black Calf; 
Peace, Villain, Peace, (even thus he rates the Babe) 
For I muft bear thee to a trufty Goth, 
Who when he knows thou art the Emprefs Babe, 
Will hold thee dearly for thy Mother’s fake. 
With this, my Weapon drawn I ruth’d upon him, 
Surpriz’d him fuddenly, and brought him hither, 
To ufe, as you think needful of the Man. 
Luc. Oh worthy Goth, thisis the incarnate Devil, 
That. robb’d Andronicus of his good Hand ; 
This is the Pearl that pleas’d your Emprefs’s Eye, 
And here’s the bafe Fruit of his burning Luft. 
Say, wall-ey’d Slave, whither would’ thou convey 
This growing Image of thy Fiend-like Face 2 
Why doft not fpeak? what deaf?no! Nota word? 
A Halter, Soldiers hang him on this Tree, 
And by his fide his Fruit of Baftardy. 
Aar. Touch not the Boy, he is of Royal Blood, 
Luc. Too like the Syre for ever being good. 
Firft hang the Child, that he may {ce it {prall, 
A fight to vex the, Father’s Soul withal. 
ar, Get me a Ladder, Lucius, fave the Child, 
And bear it from me to the Emprefs ; 
J¢ thou do this, (ll. fhew thee wondrous things, 
: oO 
That highly may advantaze thee to.hear ; 
If chou wilt nor, befall what may. befall, 
lll {peak no mores: but Vengeance rot you all. 


Luc. Say on, and. if it pleafe me, which thou fpeak’ft 
Thy 
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Titus Andronicus. 
Thy Child fhall live, and I will fee it Nourifh’d. 
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far. And if it pleafe thee ? why aflure thee, Luciss, 


°T will vex thy Soul to hear what I fhall fpeak: 
For I muft talk of Murthers, Rapes, and Maflacres, 
A&s of black Night, abominable Deeds, 
Complots of Mifchief, Treafon, Villanies, 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteoufly perform’d, 
And this fhall all be buried by my Death, 
Unlefs thou fwear tome my Child fhall live. 
Luc. Tell on thy mind, 
I fay thy Child fhall live. 
Aar. Swear that he fhall, and then I will begin. 
Luc. Who fhould I fwear by 2 
Thou believeft no God, 
That granted, how can’ft thou believe an Oath ? 
Adar, What if I do not, as indeed I do not, 
Yet for I know thou art Religious, 
And haft a thing within thee called Confcience, 
With twenty Popifh Tricksand Ceremonie 
Which I have feen thee careful to obferve: 
Therefore I urge thy Oath, for that I know 
An Idiot holds his Bauble for a God; 
And keeps the Oath, which by that God he fwears, 
To that P’'ll urge him; —— therefore thou fhalt vow 
By ‘that fame God, what God fo e’er it be 
That thou adoreft and haft in reverence, 
To fave my Boy, nourifh and bring him up, 
Or elfe { will difcover nought to thee, 
Luc. Even by my GodI fwear to'thee, I will. 
Aar. Firft know thou, 
[I begot him on thy Emperefs. 
Luc. O moft infatiate luxurious Woman ! 
Aar. Tut, Lacins, this wasbut a Deed of Charity, 
To that which thou fhalt hear of me anon. 
>Twas her'twoSons that murdered: Baffianus, 
They cut thy Sifter’s Tongue, and Ravifh'd her, 


And cut her Hands off, ‘and trimm’d her‘as thou faw’fts 


Luc. Qh deteftable Villain ! 
Callft thou that trimming ? 

Adar, Why the was wath’d, and cut, and trimm’d; 
And ’twas trim fport for them that had the doing of if. 
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4.060 Titus Aadronicus, 
Luc. Oh barbarous beaftly Villains, like thy felf! 


“lar, Indeed, I wastheir Tutor to inftrud them; 
That codding Spirit’ had they from their Mother, 
As fure a Card, as ever won the Set’; 

That bloody mind I think they learn’d of me, 

As true. a Dog as ever foughe at Head; 

Well, let my Deeds be Witnefe of my Worth, 

f train’d thy Brethren to that guileful hole, 

Where the dead Corps of Balfianus lay : 

I wrote the Letter thatthy Father found, 

And hid the Gold within the Letter mention’d, 

Confederate with the Queen and her two Sons. 

And what not done that thou hatt caufe to rue, 

Wherein I had no ftroke of Mifchief in it 2 

I plaid the Cheater for thy Father's Hand, 

And when I had it, drew my felf apart, 

And almoft broke my Heart with extream Laughter. 

I pried me through the Crevice of 4 Wall, 

When for his Hand, he had his two Sons Heads, 

Beheld his‘ Tears, and langh’d fo heartily, 

That both mine’ Eyes were rainy like’ to his: 

And when I told the Emprefs of this Sport, 

She fwooned almoft at my pleafine Tale, 

And for my Tidings, gave me twenty Kiffes, 
Goth. What can*{t thoy fay all’ this, and: never blufh2 
star. Ay, like a black Dog, as the faying is. 
Luc. Art thownot lorry for thefe hainous Deeds 2 
“dar. Ay, that I hid not done 4 thoufand more. 

Even now [ curfe the Day, and yer I think 

Few come within the Compafs of my Curfe, 

Wherein I did not fom- notorious. I}; 

As kill a Man, or elfe devife his Death, 

Ravith a Maid, or plot the way to do ir, 

Accufe fome Innocent, and forfwear my felk, 

Set deadly Enmitybetween two Friends, 

Make poor Mens Cittle:break their Necks, 

Set Fire om Barns:aid Hay~itacks in the Night, 

And bid the Owners quench them with their Tears 

Oft have I diga’d up dead Men from their Graves, 

And fet them x right at their dear Friends Doors, 

Eveo whea their Sorrow: alms? was forgot, 
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Titus Andronicus. 2061 
And on their Skins, as on the Bark of Trees, 
Have with my Knife carved in Roman Letters, 
Let not your Sorrow die, though I am Dead. 
Tut, I nave done a thoufand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a Ply, 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But that I cannot do ten thoufand more. 
Luc. Bring down the Devil, for he muft not die 
So iwect a Death, as Hanging prefently. 
Jar, If there be Devils, would I were a Devil, 
To live and burm in everlafting Fire, 
So I might have your Company in Hell, 
But to rorment you with my bitter Tongue. 
Luc. Sirs, ftop his Mourh, and let him fpeak no More. 
Exter Aimilivs. 
Goth. My Lord, there is a Meflenger from Rome 
Defires to be admitted to, your Prefence. 
Luc. Let him come near. —— 
Welcome, e£milius, what’s the News from Rome? 
e#mi. Lord Lucius; and you Princesof the Goths, 
The Roman Emperor greets you all by me, 
And, for he underftands you are in Arms, 
He craves a Parley at your Father’s Houfe, 
Willing you ta demand your: Hoftages, 
And they fhall be immediately delivered. 
Goth, Whatdfays. our Gereral ? 
Luc. e&milius, let the Emperor give his Pledges 
Unto my Father, and my Uncle AZarcus, 
And we will come: March away. | Exeunt, 


SCENE IL. Titus’s Palace in Rome. 


Enter Tamora, Chiron avd Demetrius, Di/guis'd. 
Tam. Thus in this ftrange and fad Habiliments, 
I will encounter with: Andronicus, 
And fay, Iam Revenge fent from below, 
To join with him, and right his. heiaous Wrongs: 
Knock atthe Study, where they fay he keeps, 
To ruminate ftrange Plots of dire Revenge; 
Tell him Revenge is come to join with him, 
And work Confufion on his Enemies. 


[They knock, and Titus appears above, _ 
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2062 Titus Andronicys. 


Tit. Who doth moleft m 
Is it your trick to make me ope the Door, 
That fo my fad Decrees may fly away, 
And all my Study be to no effe@ 2 
You are deceiv’d, for what I mean to do; 
See here in bloody Lines I have fet down ; 
And what is written, fhall be executed, 
Tam. Titus, 1am come to talk with thee, 
Tit. No not a word: How can I grace my Talk; 
Wanting a Hand to give it ACtion 2 
Thou haft the odds of me, therefore no more; 
Zam. If thou didft know me, 
Thou would’ft talk with me, 
fz. Tam not mad, I know thee well enough, 
Witnefs this wretched Stump, 
Witnefs thefe Crimfon Lines, 
Witnefs thefe Trenches, made by Grief and Care, 
Witnefs the tyring Day and heavy Night ; 
Witnefs all Sorrow, that I knew thee well 
For our proud Emprefs, mighty Tamora : 
Isnot thy coming for my other Hand 2 
Lam. Know thou, fad Man, I am not Zamor 
She is thy Enemy, and | thy Friend ; 
f am Revenge, fent from the inferna] Kingdom, 
Vo eafe the gnawing Vulture of thy Mind, 
By working wreakful Vengeance on thy Foes. 
Come down and welcome me to this World’s Ji 
Confer with me of Murder and of Death, 
Phere’s not a hollow Cave, or lurking place, 
No vat obfcurity or mifty Vale, 
Where bloody Murther or detefted Rape, 
Can couch for fear, but I will find them our; 
And in their Ears tell them my dreadful Name; 
Revenge, which makes the foul Offenders quake, 
Zit. Art thou Revenge 2 Andar: thou fent to mie, 
Lo be a Torment to mine Enemies? 
Tam. Tam; therefore come down and welcomeme; 
Tit. Do me fome Service, eer I come to thee: 
Lo by thy fide, where Rape and Murder ftands, 
Now give fome furance that thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy Chariot Wheels, 
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Titus Andronicus. 2063 
And then I'l] come and be thy Waggoner, - 
And whirl along with thee about the Globes: 
Provide two proper Palfries black as Jet, 
To hale thy vengeful Waggon {wift away, 
And find out Murders in their guilty Caves. 
And when thy Car is loaden with their Heads, 
I will difmount, and by thy Waggon Wheel 
Trot like a fervile Foot-man all day long; 
Even from Hyperion’s rifing in the Ealt, 
Untill his very downfall in the Sea. 
And day by day Til do this heavy Task, 
So thou deftroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tam. Thefe are my Minifters, and come with me. 

Tit. Are they thy Minifters; what arethey call'd 2 

Tam. Rapine and Murder, therefore called fo, 
Caufe they take Vengeance on fuch kind of Men. 

Tit. Good Lord, -howlike the Emprefs Sons they are, 
And you the Emprefs: But we Worldly Men, 
Have miferable mad miftaking Eyes : 

O fweet Revenge, now do I come to thee, 
And if one Arm’s embracement will content thee, 
I will embrace thee in-it by and by. | Exit Litus frog above. 

Tam. This clofing with him fits his Lunacy, 
What e’er I forge to feed his brain-fick fits, 

Do you uphold, and maintain in your Speech 

For now he firmly takes me for Revenge; 

And being credulous in this mad Thought, 

Ill make him fend for Lucius his Son: 

And whilft I at a Banquet hold him fure, 

I'll find fome cunning Practice out of Hand, 

To fcatter and difperfe the giddy Gorhs, 

Or at the leaft make them his Enemies: 

See here he comes, and I muft play my Theam. 
Exter Titus. 

Tit, Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee: 
Welcome, dread Fury, to my woful Houfe; 
Rapine and Murther, you are welcom too: 

How like the Emprefs, and her Sons you are ! 

Well are you fitted, had you but a AZoor; 

Could not all Hell afford you fucha Devil 2 

For well I wot, the Emprefs never wags, 

Butin her Company there 1s AdZoor; And 
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2064. Titus Andronicus. 


And would you reprefent our Queen aright, 
It were convenient you had fuch a Devi}- 
But welcome, as you are, what fhall we do? 

Tam. What woaldtt thou have us do, Andronicus? 

Dem. Shew meé a Murtherer, I’) deal with him. 

Chi. Shew mea Villain that hath done a Rape, 
And I am fent to be revene’d on him. 

Lam. Shew mea Thoufand that have done thee wrong, 
And I will be revenged on them all. 

Tet. Look round about the wicked Streets of Rome, 
And when thou find’ft a Man that’s like thy felf, 
Good Murder ftab him, he’s Murderer, 

Go thou with him, and when it is thy hap 

To find another that is like to thee, 

Gvod Rapine ftab him, he is a Ravifher. 

Go thou with them, and in the Emperor’s Court 
There is a Queen attended by a Afoor ; 

Well may’ft thou kaow her by thy own proportion, 
For up and down fhe doth refemble thee; 

I pray thee do of them fome violént Death ; 

They have been’ violent to me and mine. 

Lam. Well batt thou Leffon'd us; this thall we do, 
But would it pleafe thee, g00d Axdronicys, 

Lo fend for Luci#s thy thrice valiant Son, 
Who leads towatds Rome a Band of Warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and Banquet at thy Houfe, 
When he is here,. even at thy folemh Feaft, 
I will bring inthe Emprefs and:her Sons; 
The Emperor himfelf,. and all thy Foes, 
And at thy Mercy thall they ftoop aad kneel, 
And on them fhale thou eafe thy angry Heart: 
W hat fays Andronicus to this Devife? 

Exter Marcus. 

Tit. Marcus my. Brother, ’tis fad Titus calls; 
Go gentle Afarcus to thy Brother Lycixs 
Thouw fhalt enquire him out among the Goths: 
Bid him repair to'me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefeft Princes of the Goths ; 

Bid him Encamp his Soldiers where they are; 
Tell him the Emperor and the Emprefs too, 


Feaft. 
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Feaft at my Houfe, and he fhall Feaft with them; 
This do thou for my love, and fo let him, 
As he regards his aged Father’s Life. 
Mar. Viis will I do, and foon return agaif. | Exit, 
Tam. Now will I hence about thy Bufinefs, | 
And take my Minifters along with me. 
Tits Nay, nay, let Rapeand Murder ftay with me, 
Or elfe Pil call my Brother back again, 
And cleave to no Revenge but Lucius. 
Tam. What fay you, Boys, will you abide with him; 
Whiles { go tell my Lord, the Emperor, 
How f have govern’d our determined juft2 
Yield to his humour, {mooth and fpeak him fair, 
And tarry with him ‘till I turn again. 
Zit. [kaowthem all, tho’ they fuppofe me mad, 
And will o’er-reach them in their owh Devifes, 
| A patr of curfed Hell-hounds and their Dam. | Afidee 
Dém, Madam, depart at pleafure, leave us here, 
Tam. Farewel, Andronicus, Revenge now goes 
To lay a Complot to betray thy Foes. | Exit Tamora 
Tit. | know thou doft, and fweet Revenge farewel, 
Chi. Tellus, Old Man, how fhall we be employ’d? 
Tit. Tut, [ have work enough for you to do, 
Publius, come hither, Caivs and Valentize. 
Enter Publius azd Servants. 
Pub. What is your will? 
Zit. Know ye thefe two? 
Pub. ‘The Emprefs Sons 
I take them, Chiron, Demetrins. 
Tit. Fie, Publius, fie, thou art toomuch deceiv’d, 
The one is Murder, Rape is the other’s’ Name ; 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius, 
Cains and Valentine, lay hands on them, 
| Of: have you heard me wifh for fuch an hour, 
| And now I find it, therefore bind them fure. | Exit Titus. 
Chi. Villains, forbear, we are the Emprefs’ Sons. 
Pub. And therefore dowe what we are commanded, 
Stop clofe their Mouths; Jet them not {peaka Words } 
Is he fure bound 2 look that ye bind them faft. 
Enter Titus Andronicus with 4 Kuife, and Lavinia with a Ba/fons | 
Tit. Come, come, Lavinia, look, thy Foes afe bound 3 | 
Voi. IV. 7 M ma | Sirs | 
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ys Titus Andronicus, 


Sirs, flop thei: Mouths, tet them not {peak ro me 
But let them hear what fearful] Words I utter, 
Oh Villains, Chirez and Demetris | 
Here {tands the Spring whom you have ftain’d with Mid 
Fhis goodly Summer with your Winter mixt: 
You kill’d her Husband, and for that vile Fault, 
Two of her Brothers were candemn’d to Death 
My Hand cut off, and made a merry jell, 
Both her fweet Hands, her Tongue, and that more dear 
Than Hands or Tongue, her fpotlefs Chaftity, 
fohuman Traitors, you conftrain’d and fore’d. 
What would you fay if I fhould let you {peak 2 
Villains! ~for fhame you could not beg for Grace. 
Hark, Wretches, how I mean to Martyr you. 
This one Hand yet is left to cut your Throats, 
Whilft that Lavinia ‘twixt her Stumps doth hold 
The Bafon that receives your guilty Blood. 
You know your Mother means to feaft with me, 
And calls her felf Revenge, and thinks me mad-——— 
Fiark, Villains; I will grind your Bones to Duft, 
And with your Blood and it, I'll make a Pafte, 
And of the Pafte a Coffin will I rear, 
And make two Pafties of your fhameful Heads, 
And bid that Strumpet, your. unhallowed Dam, 
Like to the Earth, {wallow her own Increafe. _ 
This is the Feaft that I have bid her to, 
And this the Banquet the hall furfeit on; 
For worfe than Philowzel you us’d my Daughter, 
And worfe than Progne, I will be reveng’d, 
And now prepare your Throats : Lavinia, come, 
| He cuts their Throats, and Lavinia receives the 
) Blood in a Bafou. 
Receive the Blood, and when that they are dead 
Let me go grind their Bones to Powder fmall, 
And. with this hateful Liquor temper it; 
And in that Pafte let their wild Heads be bak’d, 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this Banquet, which I with might prove 
More ftern and bloody than the Centaurs Feaft. 
So,.now bring them in, for I’ll play the Cook, 
And fee them ready “gainft the Mother.comes. | Excunt. 
Enter 
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Exter Lucius, Marcus, azd Goths with Aaron Prifonér, 
Luc. Uncle Adzarcas, fince’tis my Father’s mind 
That I repatr to Rome, I am content. 
Goth. And gurs with thine, befal what Fortune will, 
Luc. Good Uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor, 
This ravenous Tiger, this accurfed Devil, 
Lect him receive no Suftenance, fetter him, 
‘Pill he be brought unto the Emperor’s Face, 
For Teftimony of thefe fou] proceedings, 
And fee the Ambufh of our Friends be {trong, 
I fear the Emperor means no good to us. 
Aar, Some Devil whifper Curfes in my Ear, 
And. prompt me, that my Tongue may utter forth 
The venemous Malice of my fwelling Heart. 
Lac. Away, inhuman Dog, unballowed Slave; 
| Exennt Goths with Aaron. 
Sirs, help our Uncle, to convey him in. | Flowri fp. 
The Trumpets fhew the Emperor is at hand. | 
Sound Trumpets. Enter. Emperor and Emprefs; with Tri- 
bynes and others. 
Sat, What, hath the*Firmament more Suns than one? 
Luc. What boots it thee to call thy felfa Sun 2 
Mar. Rome's Emperor and’ Nephew break the Parley, 
Thefe Quarrels muft be quietly Debated: 
The Featt is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ordained to an honourable end, 
For Peace, for Love, for League, and good to Rome : 
Pieafe you therefore draw nigh and take your places. 

Sate Alarcus, we will. | Hastboys. 
A Table brought in. Enter Titus like a Cook, placing the Meat 
on the Table, and Lavinia with a Veil over her Face, 

Titus. Welcome, my gracious Lord, | 
Welcome, Dread Queen, la 
Welcome, ye Warlike Goths, welcome Lucius, | 
And welcome alJ; although the Cheer be poor, 
‘Twill fill your Stomachs, pleafe you eat of it. 

Sa. Why art thou thus attir’d, Asdronicus ? 

Tit. Becaufe I would be fure to have all well, i 
To entertain your Highnefs, and your Emprefs. | 

Tam. We are beholding toyou, good Andronicus. 

Tit. And if your Highnefsknew my Heart, you were; 
My Lord, the Emperor, refolve me this ? 
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£068 Titus Andronicus. 


co 


Was it well done of rath Vir ginius, 
To flay his Da ughter with his own Rj ight- Hand, 
Becaufe fhe was enforc’d, ftain’d, and de flour’d 2 
Sat. 9 Mndronicus. 
Zit. Your Reafon, mighty 
Sat. Becaufe the Girl thould not furvive her Shame, 
g: er Prefence ftill renew his patna 
ary, trong, and effectua 
Pattern, Prefident and. live ely Warrant, 
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For me, moft wretched, to perform the like : 

iC, L14U j tAy aNQ thy Sh ame wv ith thee, 

And with thy Shame thy Father’s Sorrow die. | He kills ber. 
at. What haft thou done, unnatural and unkind a 


fit. Kill’d her for whom my Tears have mad 


a ¢# 1. 4 
) Cals flay acie me blind, 
Lam as woful as Virginius w: 3 
And have a thoufand times more Caufe than he. 
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Sat. W Naf, was ihe ravifh’d 2. tel] who did the Deed 2 
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Lite vot I, "twas Chiron and perpen 
They ravifli'd her, and cut away her Tong 
And the y, twas they, that did her all this 
Sat. Go fetch them hither 1 to us prefently 
fit. Why there they are both, baked in that [ 
Whereof of their Mother daintily. hath fed, 
Eating the Fleth that the her {elf hath bred, 
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Tis true, “tis true, witnefs n'y Kafe ’s fh arD PON 
| He flabs the Emprefs 
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Sat, Die, frantick Wretch, for this abetted Deed, 
[ He ft ibs Titus, 
Luc. Can the Son’s Eyes behold his Father bleed ¢ 
There’s meed for meed, Death for a deadly Deed. 
| Lucius fabs the E PCY Os 
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1 leteme cd you, how to knit seain 
+h is featter’d Corn into one mutual Sheaf, 
Thee broken I probs again into one Body, 
Goth, Let Reme her {elf be bane unto he r fl& 
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Tit 
Like a forlorn and defperate Caft-away, 
Do fhameful Execution on herfelf. ~ 
Mar. But if my frofty figns and chaps of Age, 
Grave Witnefies of true Experience, c 
Cannot induce you to attend my Words, 
Speak, Rome’s dear Friend; as erft our Anceftor, { To Lucius 
When with his folemn Tongue he did difcourfe 
To Love-fick Dido's fad attending Ear, 
The Story of that baleful burning Night, 
When fubtile Greeks furpriz’d King Priam’s Troy: 
Tell us what Sizon hath bewitch’d our Ears, .” 
Or who hath brought the fatal Engine in, 
That gives our 7voy, our Rome the civil wound. 
My Heart 1s not compact of \Flint nor Steel ; 
Nor can I utter all our bitter Grief, 
But floods of Tears will drown my Oratory, 
And break my very utterance; even in the time 
When it fhould move ycu_to attend me moft, 
Lending your kind Hand, Commiferation, 
Here is a Captain, let him tell the Tale, 
Your Hearts will throb’and weep to hear him fpeak. 
Luc. This Noble Auditory, be it known to you, 
That curfed Chiroz and Demetrius, 
Were they that Murdered our Emperor’s Brother; 
And they it were that ravithed our Sifter : 
For their fell faults our Brothers were Beheaded, 
Our, Father’s Tears defpis’d, and bafely cozen’d 
Of that true Hand, that fought Rome’s Quarrel] out, 
And fent her Enemies into the Grave. 
Laftly, my felf unkindly Banifhed, 
The Gates fhut on me, and turn’d weeping out, 
To beg relief among Rome’s Enemies, 
Who drown’d their enmity in my true “Tears, 
And op’d their Arms to. embrace me asa Friend : 
And I am turn’d forth, be it known to you, 
That have preferv’d ber welfare in my Blood, 
And from her Bofom took the Enemy’s point, 
Sheathing the Steel in my adventrous Body. 
Alas, you know I am no Vaunter, I, 
My Scars can witnefs, dumb although they are, 
That my Report is juft, and full of Truth : 
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2070 Titus Andronicus. 


But foft, methinks I do digrefs too much, 
Citing my worthlefs Praife: Oh Pardon me, 
For when no Friends are by, Men praife thernfelves. 
Mar. Now is my Tongue to fpeak: behold this Child, 
Of this was Tamora delivered, 
The Iffue of an irreligious AZvor, 
Chief Archite& and plotter of thefe woes; 
The Villain is alive in Zizws Houfe, 
And as he is, to witnefs this is true. 
Now judge what caufe had Titus to revenge 
hefe wrongs, unfpeakable, pat Patience, 
Or more than any living Man could bear. 
Now you haveheard the truth, what fay you Romans? 
Have we done ought amifs? fhew us wherein, 
And from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of Andronicus, 
Will Hand in Hand al! headlong caft us down, 
And on the ragged Stones beat-our our Brains, 
And make a mutual clofure of our Honfe: 
Speak, Romans, {peak, and if you fay we fhall, 
Lo Hand in Hand, Lucius and I wil} fall, 
cin, Come, come, thou Reverend Man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperor gently in thy Hand, 
Lucius our Emperor : For well I know, 
The common Voice do cry it fhallbe fo. 
Mar. Lucius, all hait, Rome's R oyal Emperor ; 
Go, go into old Titus’s forrowful Houfe, 
And hither hale that misbelieving A4Zoor, 
To beadjudg’d fome direful flaughtering Death, 
As punifhment for his moft wicked Life. 
Lucins all hail! Rome’s eracious Governor, 
Lus. Thanks, gentle Romans, may I Govern fo, 
To heal Rame’s harm, and drive away her woe. 
But, gentle People, give me aim a while, 
For Nature puts me to.a heavy’ Task : 
Stand all aloof; but Uncle; draw you near, 
To thed obfequious Tears upon this Trunk : 
Oh take this warm Kifs on thy pale cold Lips, 
Thefe forrowful drops upon thy Blood-ftain’d Face; 
The laf true Duties of thy Noble Son, 
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Titus Andronicus. 


Mar. Ay, Tear for Tear, and loving Kifs for Kifs, 
Thy Brother AZareas tenders on thy Lips: 

O were the fum of thefe that I fhould pay, 
Countlefs and infinite, yet would I pay them, 

Luc. Come hither Boy, come, come, and-learn of us 
To melt in Showers, thy Grand-fire lov’d thee well; 
Many a time he danc’d thee on his Knee; 

Sung thee afleep, his loving Breaft thy Pillow: 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 

Meet and agreeing with thy Infancy. 

In that refpe& then, like a loving Child, 

Shed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender Spring, 
Becaufe kind Nature doth require it fo; 

Friends fhould affociate Friends, in Grief and Woe: 
Bid him farewell, commit him to the Grave, 

Do him that kindnefs, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O Grand-fire, Grand: fire! even with all my Heart; 
Would I were dead, fo you did tive apain 
O Lord, T cannot fpeak to him for weeping 
My tears will choak me, if I ope my Mouth. 

Enter Romans with Aaron. 

Rom. You fad Andronici, have done with Woes, 
Give Sentence on this execrable Wretch, 

‘That hath been Breeder of thefe dire Events. 

Luc. Set him Breaft-deep in Earth, and famifh him: 
There let him ftand, and rave and cry for Food: 

If any one relieves or pities him, 
For the Offence he dies: This is our Doom 
Some ftay to fee him faftned in the Earth, 

Jar, O why fhould Wrath be mute, and Fury dumb? 
Iam no Baby, I, that with bafe Prayers 
I fhould repent the evil I have done : 

Ten thoufand worfe than ever yet I did, 
Would I perform, if I might have my Will: 
If one good Deed in all my Life I did, 

I do repent it from my very Soul. 

Luc. Some loving Friends convey the Emperor hence, 
And give him burial in his Father’s Grave. 

My Father, and Lavinia, fhall forthwith 
Be clofed in our Houfholds Monument: 
As for that hainous Tygrefs Tamora, 
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2072 Titus Andronicus. 


No funeral Rites, nor Man in mournful Weeds 
No mournful Bell thal] ring her’ Burial; :. 
But throw her forth to Beafts and Birds of Prey : 
Her Life was Beaft-like, and devoid of Pity ms 
And being fo, fhall have like want of Pity. 
See Juftice done on Aaron that damn’d Moor 
From whom our heavy haps had their beginning 
Then afterwards, to order well the State, , 
hat like Events may ne’er it ruinate, 
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The End of the Fourth Volume. 








| Exeunt omnes. 
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